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IV  LIFE  OP  SHAKSPEARE. 


hove  boeD  exaftperutcd  by  a  bailud  Shak^peure  wrote,  probably  his  first  essay  in  poetry,  of  which  tbft 
folio wiiM(  Htai>za  was  commumcated  to  Mr.  Oldys : — 

A  i#arliament  member,  a  Justice  of  peace. 
At  home  a  poor  icare-crowe,  at  London  an  aise* 
*  ir  lonaie  is  Lucy,  as  some  volke  miscalle  it, 

Tb^n  Lucy  is  lowsle  whatever  befall  t: 

lie  thlnlcB  himself  greate,  * 

Yci  an  asse  in  his  state 
We  ailowe  by  his  ears  but  vrith  asses  to  mate. 
If  Lucy  be  lowsie,  as  some  vollce  miscalle  it. 
Sing  lowsie  Lucy,  whatever  befall  it. 

Theeo  lines,  it  must  bo  confessed,  do  no  great  honor  to  our  poet ;  and  probably  were  nigust;  for  ai* 
though  some  of  hiH  admirers  have  recorded  Sir  Thomas  as  a  **vain,  weak,  and  vindictive  luaoristrate,'* 
he  was  certainly  exerting  no  very  violent  act  of  oppression,  in  protecting  his  property  against  a  man 
who  was  dcgi-ndinff  the  commonest  rank  of  life,  and  hud,  at  this  time,  Ix^oke  no  indulgence  by 
stjpcrior  talents.  ^  f  he  ballad,  however,  must  have  made  some  noise  at  Sir  Thomas's  expense,  os  the 
author  took  care  it  should  be  affixed  to  his  park-gates,  and  liberally  circulated  among  his  neighbors. 

Ou  his  arrival  in  London,  which  was  probably  in  1586,  when  ne  was  twenty-two  years  old,  he  is 
Mii'l  to  have  made  his  first  acquaintance  in  the  play-house,  to  which  idleness  or  taste  may  have  directed 
him,  and  where  his  necessities,  if  tradition  may  bo  credited,  obliged  him  to  accept  the  office  of  call-bov, 
or  prompter's  attendant.  This  is  a  menial  whose  employment  it  is  to  give  the  performers  notice  to  oe 
ready  to  enter,  as  often  as  the  business  of  the  play  requires  their  appearance  on  the  stage.  Pope,  how- 
ever, relates  a  «tory,  communicated  to  him  by  Kowe,  but  which  Kowe  did  not  think  dcservmg  of  a 
pluee  in  the  life  he  wrote,  that  must  a  little  retard  the  advancement  of  our  poet  to  the  office  just  men- 
tioned. According  to  this  story,  Shakspeare's  first  employment  was  to  wait  at  the  door  of  the  play- 
house, and  hold  the  horncs  of  those  who  had  no  servants,  that  they  might  be  ready  after  the  pertorm- 
anco.  But  "  I  cannot,"  says  his  acute  commentator,  Mr.  Steevens,  *•  dismiss  this  anecdote  without 
observing,  that  it  seems  to  want  every  mark  of  probability.  Though  Shukspeare  quitted  Stratford  on 
account  of  a  juvenile  irregularity,  we  have  no  reason  to  siippose  that  he  had  forfeited  the  protection  of 
his  father,  who  was  engaged  in  a  lucrative  business,  or  the  love  of  his  wife,  who  had  already  brought 
him  two  children,  and  was  herself  the  daughter  of  a  substantial  yeoman.  It  is  unlikely,  therefore, 
when  he  was  beyond  the  reach  of  his  prosecutor,  that  he  should  conceal  his  plan  of  life,  or  place  or 
residence,  from  those  who,  if  he  found  nimself  distressed,  could  not  fail  to  afford  him  such  supplies 
as  would  have  set  him  above  the  necessity  of  holding  hartet  for  subsistence."  Mr.  Malono  has  re- 
marked, in  his  **attompt  to  ascertain  the  order  in  whicn  the  Plays  of  Shakspeare  were  written,  that  he 
mi^ht  have  found  an  easy  introduction  to  the  stage :  for  Thomas  Green,  a  celebrated  comedian  of  that 
period,  was  his  townsman,  and  perhaps  hln  relation.  The  genius  of  our  author  prompted  him  to  write 
poetry;  his  connection  with  a  player  might  have  given  his  poductions  a  dramatic  turn :  or  his  own 
sagacity  might  have  taught  him  that  fame  was  not  incompatible  with  profit,  and  that  the  theatre  was 
an  avenue  to  both.  That  it  was  once  the  general  custom  to  ride  on  horseback  to  the  play,  I  am  like- 
wise yet  to  learn.  The  most  popular  of  the  theatres  were  on  the  Bankside ;  and  we  are  told  by  the 
satirical  pamphleteers  of  that  time,  that  the  usual  mode  of  conveyance  to  these  places  of  amusement 
was  by  water,  but  not  a  sinsle  writer  so  much  as  liints  at  the  custom  of  riding  to  them,  or  at  the 
practice  of  having  horses  helu  during  the  hours  of  exhibition.  Some  allusion  to  this  usage  (if  it  had 
existe<l)  must,  I  think,  have  been  discovered  in  the  course  of  our  researches  after  contemporary 
fashions.  Let  it  be  remembered,  too,  that  we  receive  this  tale  on  no  higher  authority  than  that  of  Cilh- 
ber's  Lives  of  the  Pc>ets,  vol.  i,  p.  180.  Sir  William  Davenant  told  it  to  Mr.  Betterton,  who  communi- 
cated it  to  Mr.  Rowe,  who,  according  to  Dr.  Johnson,  related  it  to  Mr.  Pope."    Mr.  Malone  concura 


i\y  . 

at  the  time  our  author  came  to  London,  if  the  preceedmg  dates  be  correct.    He  is  said  to  have  arrived 

in  London  in  15S6,  the  year  in  which  his  father  resigned  the  office  of  alderman,  unless,  indeed,  we  are 

permittod  to  conjecture  that  his  resignation  was  not  the  consequence  of  his  necessities. 

But  in  whatever  situation  he  was  first  employed  at  the  theatre,  be  appears  to  liave  soon  discovered 

those  talents  which  afterwards  made  him 

Th*  applaose,  delight,  the  wonder  of  our  stage  f 

Some  distinction  he  probably  first  acquired  as  an  actor,  although  Mr.  Rowe  has  not  been  able  to 
discover  any  character  in  which  he  appeared  to  more  advantage  than  that  of  the  ghost  in  Hamlet. 
The  instructions  sriven  to  the  player  in  that  tragedy,  and  other  passages  of  his  works,  show  an  intimate 
acqnaintau.'e  with  the  skill  or  acting,  and  such  as  is  scarcely  surpassed  in  our  own  aays.  Ho  appears 
to  hav«  studied  nature  in  icting  as  much  as  in  writing.  But  all  this  might  have  been  mere  theory. 
Mr.  Malone  is  of  opinion  he  was  no  great  actor.  The  distinction,  however,  which  he  might  obtain  as 
an  actor  ooidd  only  be  in  his  own  plays,  in  which  he  would  be  assisted  by  the  novel  appearance  of 
author  and  actor  combined.  Before  his  ume,  !t  does  not  api>ear  that  any  actor  oould  avail  himself  of 
the  wretched  pieces  represented  on  the  stage. 

Mr.  Rowe  iWrets  that  he  cannot  inform  us  which  was  the  first  play  he  wrote.  More  skilfbl  research 
bos  since  found,  that  Romeo  and  Juliet,  and  Richard  II  and  III  were  printed  in  1597,  when  he  was 
thirty-throe  years  old ;  there  is  also  some  reason  to  think  that  he  commenced  as  a  dramatic  writer  in 
1692,  and  Mr.  Malone  even  places  his  first  play,  "  First  Part  of  Henry  VI,"  in  1689.  His  plays,  how- 
ever, must  have  been  not  only  popular,  but  approved  by  persons  of  the  higher  order,  as  we  are  certain, 
that  lie  enjoyed  the  gracious  favor  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  who  was  very  fond  of  the  stage :  and  the  par- 
ticular and  ufiectionate  patronage  of  the  Earl  of  Southampton,  to  whom  he  dedicated  his  poems  of 
^  Venus  and  Adonis,"  ana  his  **  Ijirquin  and  Lncreoe."  On  Sir  William  Davenant^s  authority,  it  has  been 
asserted,  that  this  nobleman  at  one  time  gave  him  a  thousand  pounds  to  enable  him  to  complete  a 
purchase.  At  the  conclusion  of  the  advertisement  prefixed  to  Lintot^s  edition  of  Shakspeare^  poems, 
tt  is  said,  *'  That  most  learned  prince,  and  great  patron  of  learning.  King  James  the  Pirst,  was  pleastx*, 
with  his  own  hand,  to  write  an  amicable  letter  to  Mr.  Shakspeare ;  which  letter  though  now  lost 


n  UFE  OF  SHAKSPEARE. 


^     a*^ 


lb  ri  i|^  Shakfpeare^s  abode  in  this  house,  his  pleasurable  wit,  and  good  nature,  sajs  Mr.  Rowe,  en> 
ngej  Iiim  t'le  acquaintance,  and  entitled  him  to  the  friendship,  of  the  gentlemen  of  tne  neighborhood. 
AihoDg  theuo,  Mr.  Bowe  tells  a  traditional  storjr  of  a  miser  or  usurer,  named  Combe,  who,  in  oonver^ 
aatic  1  with  Shakspeare,  suid  he  fancied  the  poet  intended  to  write  his  epitaph  if  he  should  surWve  htm, 
and  desired  to  know  what  he  meant  to  say.  On  this  Shakspeare  gave  him  the  foUowing,  probably 
ixUfflipore: 

Ten  in  the  bondred  lies  here  engntred, 

*Tia  a  hnndred  to  ten  hla  loul  ii  not  Mred  ; 

If  any  man  aik,  who  lies  in  thii  tombef 

Oh!  hoi  qaoth  Uie  deril,  *tis  my  John*a-Combe. 

The  sharpness  of  the  satire  is  said  to  have  stung  the  man  so  severely,  that  he  never  forgsTe  A 
These  lines,  however,  or  some  which  nearlv  resemble  them,  appeared  in  vanous  collections,  both  before 
and  after  the  time  they  were  said  to  have\>een  composed ;  and  the  inquiries  of  Mr.  Steevens  and  Mr. 
Malone,  satisfactorily  prove  that  the  whole  etorr  is  a  fabrication.  Betterton  is  said  to  have  beard  it 
when  he  visited  Wannckshire  on  purpose  to  collect  anecdotes  of  our  poet,  and  probably  thocrht  it  cl 
too  much  importance  to  be  nicely  examined.  We  kuow  not  whether  it  be  worth  adding  of  a  story 
which  we  have  rejected,  that  a  untrtr  In  Shakspeare's  time  did  not  moan  one  who  took  exorbitant,  but 
any  interest  or  usance  tor  money,  that  ten  in  tne  hundred,  or  ten  per  cent.,  wau  then  the  ordinary  in- 
terest of  money.  It  is  of  more  conseouenoe,  however,  to  record  the  ofonion  of  Mr.  Malone,  that  Shak- 
speare. during  his  retirement,  wrote  tne  plav  of  Twelfth  Night. 

He  died  on  his  birth-dav,  Tuesday.  April,  23, 1616,  when  he  had  exactly  completed  his  flfty-eecond 
year,*  and  was  buried  on  tne  north  siae  of  the  chancel,  in  the  great  church  at  Stratford,  whore  a  monu- 
ment is  placed  in  the  wall,  on  which  he  is  represented  under  an  arch,  in  a  sitting  posture,  a  cushioa 
spread  before  him,  with  a  pen  in  his  right  hand,  and  his  loft  rested  on  a  scroU  of  paper.  The  follow- 
ing Latin  distitch  is  engraved  under  the  cushion : 

Judieim  Pfiintm  gmUm  S»cr«tm,  mrt§  Jlfar««MB, 
TVrra  ttgil,  pmpulus  ««rsl   Olfmpus  km^H, 


**  The  first  syllable  in  Socratem,**  says  Mr.  Steevens,  *Ms  here  made  short,  which  cannot  be  allowed. 
Perhaps  we  should  read  Sophoclem.  Shakspeare  is  then  appositely  compared  with  a  dramatic  anther 
among  the  ancients ;  but  still  it  should  be  remembered,  that  theeulogium  islessoned  while  the  metre  is 
reformed ;  and  it  is  well  known,  that  some  of  our  early  writers  of  Latin  poetry  were  uncommonly 
negligent  in  their  prosody,  especially  in  proper  names.  The  thought  of  tnis  distich,  ss  Mr.  Toilet 
obser\'es.  might  have  been  taken  from  the  Faery  Qneene  of  Spenser,  B.  ii,  o.  ix,  st.  48,  and  o.  x,  at.  8. 

"  To  tliis  Latin  inscription  on  Shakspeare  may  be  added  the  lines  which  are  found  undemeaih  it  on 
his  monument : 

8taj,  passenger,  iftiy  doat  thoo  go  so  fkstt 
Bead,  if  thou  camU  whom  envioua  death  hath  plaeed 
Within  thla  monament ;  Bhakipeare,  with  whom 
Qaick  nature  died  ;  whose  name  doth  deck  the  tomb 
Var  more  than  coat ;  ilnce  all  that  he  hath  writ 
Leaves  living  art  but  pa|«>  to  serve  hia  wit, 

Obilt,  Ano.  Dnl.  1616. 

art.53,die83Apri. 

**  It  appears  fVom  the  verses  of  Leonard  Diggcs.  that  our  author^s  monument  was  erected  before  tlv) 
year  1626.    It  has  been  engraved  by  Vertue,  and  done  in  mezzotinto  by  Miller.** 
On  his  grave-stone,  underneath,  are  these  lines,  in  an  unoouth  mixture  of  small  and  capital  letters : 

Good  Friend  for  leani  SAKE  forbear 
To  diee  T-X  Dust  XncloAsed  BBBe 

Blese  be  T-K  Man  ^  spares  T-Xa  Stones 

And  curat  be  Ho  ^  moves  mj  Bones. 

It  is  uncertain  whether  this  request  and  imprecation  were  written  by  Shakspeare,  or  by  one  of  his 
friends.  They  probably  allude  to  the  custom  of  removing  skeletons  after  a  certain  time,  and  depositing 
them  in  charnel-houses ;  and  similar  execrations  are  found  in  many  ancient  Latin  epitaphs. 

We  have  no  account  of  the  malady  which,  at  no  very  advanced  ago,  closed  the  life  ana  labora  of  thb 
unrivalled  and  incomparable  genius. 

His  family  consisted  of  two  dauffhters,  and  a  son  named  Hamnet,  who  died  in  1596,  in  the  twelfth 
year  of  his  age.  Susannah,  the  eldest  daughter,  and  her  father's  favorite,  was  married  to  Br.  John 
Hall,  a  phymoian,  who  died  November,  1685,  aged  sixty.  Mrs.  Hall  died  July  11,  1649,  sfsd  sLxty- 
dx.  They  left  only  one  child,  Elizabeth,  bom  1607-8,  and  married  April  22, 1626,  to  Thorn  ss  Nashe, 
Esq.,  who  died  in  1647  ;  and  afterwards  to  Sir  John  Barnard,  of  Abington,  in  Northamptonshire ;  but 
dieo  without  iraue  by  either  husband.  Judith.  Shakspeare's  youngest  daughter,  was  married  to  a  Mr. 
Thomas  Quiney,  and  died  February,  1661-62  m  her  seventy-seventh  year.  Bv  Mr.  Quincy  she  had 
three  sons,  Shakspeare,  Richard,  and  Thomas,  who  all  died  unmarried.    Sir  Hugh  Clopton,  who  was 


of  Mr.  Edward  Bagley,  Lady  Barnard's  executor ;  and  if  any  descendant  of  that  oentleman  be  now 
living,  in  his  custody  they  probably  remain.  To  this  account  of  Shakspcaro's  family  we  have  now  to 
add,  that  among  Oldys's  papers  is  another  traditional  goesip*s  story  of  his  having  been  the  father  of 
Sir  William  Davonant.    01dys*s  relation  is  thus  given : 

"  If  tradition  may  be  trusted,  Shakspeare  often  baited  at  the  Crown  Inn  or  Tavern  in  Oxford,  in  hla 
ioumey  to  and  from  London.  The  landlady  was  a  woman  of  great  beauty  and  sprightly  wit,  and  her 
nnsband.  Mr.  John  Davenant.  (afterwards  mayor  of  that  city,)  a  grave  melancholy  man  j  who,  as  well 
as  his  wife,  used  much  to  delight  in  Shaksneare^s  pleasant  company.  Their  son,  young  Will.  Davenant, 
(afterwards  Sir  William,)  was  then  a  little  school-boy  in  the  town,  of  about  seven  or  eight  years  old, 
and  so  fond  also  of  ShakMpcare,  that  whenever  he  heard  of  his  arrival,  he  would  fly  f^om  school  to 


*  The  only  notice  we  have  of  hia  peraon  la  from  Anbre/,  wbo  says,  **  be  was  a  handseae  well-shape:'  ■»&  ;**  aii4 
aids,  **  rerle  good  company,  and  of  a  verie  ready,  and  pleasant  and  smooth  wit.** 


■=t 
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or  several  ycani  after  hib  death  the  plays  of  Fletcher  were  more  fV-  j. . 

he  whole  of  the  seventeenth  ccntun*,  they  were  mode  to  ffivc  pla<"  •  _,  »«7«aier  wn 

f  which  cannot  now  be  endnrod.    During  the  same  period,  only  tb^\>mb«.  ^'^J^^!'{ ^  ^om  wmmi- 

ished,  all  in  folio;  and  |>erhap«  this  unwicldly  8ire  of  Volume  may  ^  gg '"^tjopal proof  tht tjL 

^ere  not  popnlar ;  nor  is  it  thought  that  the  impressions  were  numerc**»«reljL  th|»ti*  ' 

These  circumstances  which  attach  to  our  author  and  to  his  worlw,  must  li'luio^ed:  ^pVariaioie  weig^W* 
a.  accounting  for  our  deflciences  in  liis  biography  and  lii»rary  career ;  but  there  were  circumstanc^a 
nough  in  the  history  of  the  times  to  suspend  the  propess  of  that  more  regular  drama  of  which  he 
lad  set  the  example,  and  majr  be  considered  as  the  rounder.    If  we  wonder  why  wo  know  so  much 
MS  of  Shukspeare  than  of  his  contemporaiies,  let  us  recollect  that  his  genius,  nowever  highly  and 
ostly  Me  now  rate  it,  took  a  direction  which  was  not  calculated  for  permanent  admiration,  cither  in 
be  age  in  which  ho  lived,  or  in  that  which  followed.    Shakspeure  was  a  writer  of  plays,  ft  promoter  of 
n  amasement  just  emerging  from  barbarism  ;  and  an  amusement  which,  although  it  has  been  clasaed 
raong  the  schools  of  morality,  has  ever  had  such  a  strong  tendency  to  deviate  from  moral  purposes, 
hat  the  force  of  law  has,  in  all  ages,  been  called  in  to  preserve  it  within  the  bounds  of  common  decency. 
?he  Church  has  ever  boen  unfnendly  to  the  stage.    A  part  of  the  injxmctions  of  Queen  Elizabeth  is 
particularly  directed  against  the  printing  of  plays ;  and.  according  to  an  entry  in  the  books  of  tba 
»tutionei*s'' Company,  in  the  forty-first  year  of  ncr  reign,  it  is  ordcrwl,  that  no  plays  be  printed,  except 
llowed  by  persons  in  authority.    Dr.  Farmer  also  remarks,  that  in  that  agre,  poetry  and  novels  were 
Icbtroyed  publicly  by  the  bishops,  and  privately  by  the  puritans.    The  main  transactions,  indeed,  of 
hut  period,  could  not  admit  of  much  attention  to  matters  of  amaaemcnt.    The  Beformation  required 
.11  the  circumspection  and  policy  of  a  Ibng  reign  to  render  it  so  firmly  established  in  popular  favor^  as 
o  briive  the  caprice  of  any  snccooding  sovereign.    This  was  effected,  in  a  groat  measure,  by  the  difiTusion 
»f  religious  controversy,  which  was  encouraged  by  the  Church,  and  especially  by  the  puritans,  who 
vero  the  immediate  teachers  of  the  lower  classes,  were  listened  to  with  veneration,  and  usually  inveighed 
gainst  all  public  amusements,  as  inconsistent  with  the  Christian  profession.    These  controversies  con- 
inued  during  the  reign  of  James  I,  and  were,  in  a  considerable  degree,  promoted  by  him,  although  be, 
ike  Elizabeth,  was  a  favorer  of  the  stage,  us  an  appendage  to  the  grandeur  and  pleasures  of  the  Court. 
Jut  the  coinraotiuns  wliich  followed  in  the  unhappy  reign  of  Charles  I,  when  the  stage  was  totally 
bolished,  are  suthcient  to  account  for  the  oblivion  tlirown  on  the  history  and  works  of  our  great  bard. 


ered  play  of  King  Lear,  speaks  of  the  original  as  an  obscure  piece,  recommended  to  his  notice  by 
nend  ;  and  the  author  of  the  Tatler  having  occasion  to  ouote  a  few  lines  out  of  Macbeth,  was  content 
0  receive  them  from  D'Aveiiant's  alteration  of  that  celeorated  drama,  in  which  almost  every  original 
>c:uicy  is  either  awkwardly  disguised,  or  arbitrarily  omitted."' 

In  tifly  years  after  his  death,  Dryden  mentions  that  he  was  then  become  "  a  little  obsolete.**  In  the 
H}giiiuiug  of  the  last  centur\'.  Lord  Shaftesbury  complains  of  his  "rude  unpolished  style,  and  his  an- 
iquated  phrase  and  wit.**  ft  is  certain,  that  for  nearly  a  hundred  years  after  his  death,  parti  v  owing  to 
he  immediate  revolution  and  rebellion,  and  partly  to  the  licentious  taste  encouraged  in  Charles  IPs 
inie,  and  perhaps  partly  to  the  incorrect  state  of  his  works,  he  was  almost  entirely  neglected.  Mr. 
^ulono  has  justly  romarkcnl,  **  that  if  he  had  been  read,  admired,  studied,  and  imitated,  in  the  same 
Icfirrco  as  ho  is  now,  the  enthusiasm  of  some  one  or  other  of  his  admirers  in  the  last  age  would  ha%o 
iiQucod  him  to  make  some  inquiries  concerning  the  history  of  his  theatrical  career,  and  the  anecdotes 
)f  his  private  lile.*'» 

Uis  admirers,  however,  if  he  had  admirers  in  that  age,  possessed  no  portion  of  such  enthusiasm. 
That  curiosity,  which  in  our  days  has  raised  biography-to  the  rank  of  an  independent  study,  was  scarcely 
cnown,  and  where  known,  confined  principally  to  the  public  transactions  oi  eminent  characters.  And 
f,  in  iiddition  to  the  drcumstanoes  already  stated,  we  consider  how  little  is  known  of  the  personol 
lifitory  of  Shakspeare*s  contemporaries,  we  may  easily  resolve  the  question,  why,  of  all  men  thfet  have 
)vor  cJaimod  admiration  by  genius,  wisdom,  or  valor,  who  have  eminently  contributed  to  enlarge  the 
;aste,  promote  the  happiness,  or  increase  the  reputation  of  their  country,  we  know  the  least  of  Shaks- 
peare :  and  why.  of  tw»  few  particulars  which  seem  entitled  to  credit,  when  simply  related,  and  in  which 
•.here  is  no  manifest  violation  of  probability,  or  promise  of  importance,  there  is  scarcely  one  which  has 

^  »well^  into  a  controversy.    After  a  careful  examination  of^all  V  ^  *"  *"""  '*'  "^ 

:now  not  how  to  trust  our  curiosity  beyond  the  limits  of  those  b 
)ry.  The  nature  of  Shakspeare*s  writings  prevents  that  appeal 
Sttses  nos  been  found  to  throw  lijrht  on  character.  The  purity  of  his  morals,  for  example,  if  sought  in 
bis  plays,  must  be  measured  against  the  licentiousness  of  his  language,  and  the  Question  will  then  be, 
how  mucn  did  he  write  from  conviction,  and  how  much  to  gratify  the  taste  of  his  nearers  I  How  ninch 
did  he  add  to  the  age,  and  how  much  aid  he  borrow  from  it!  Pope  says,  "  he  was  obliged  to  please 
the  lowest  of  the  people,  and  to  keep  the  worst  of  company;*  and  Pope  might  have  said  more :  for  al- 
though we  hope  it  was  not  true,  we  have  no  means  of  proving  that  it  was  false. 

The  only  lire  which  has  been  prefixed  to  all  the  editions  of  Shakspeare  of  the  eighteenth  century.  It 
that  drawn  up  by  Mr.  Bowe,  and  which  he  modestly  calls,  "  Some  Account,'*  Ac  In  this  we  hart 
what  Bowe  could  collect  when  every  legitimate  source  of  information  was  closed,  a  few  traditions  that 
were  floating  nearly  a  century  after  the  author's  death.  Some  inaccuracies  in  his  account  have  been 
detected  in  the  valuable  notes  of  Mr.  Steevens  and  Mr.  Malone,  who,  in  other  parts  of  the!r  respective 
editions,  have  scattered  a  few  brief  notices  which  we  have  incorporated  in  the  prr^nt  stretch.  Tlie 
whole,  however,  is  unsatisfactory.  Shakspeare,  in  his  private  character,  in  his  friendships,  it.  his  arovie- 
ments,  in  his  closet,  in  Ws  family,  is  no  where  before  us :  and  such  was  the  nature  of  the  writings  on 
which  his  fame  depends,  and  of  that  employment  in  which  he  was  engaged,  that  bei^ig  ip  no  impuruuit 
'espect  connected  with  the  history  of  his  age,  it  is  Sn  vain  to  look  hito  the  latter  iAtntf  iuformstl  jn 
Mnceming  him.  i 

•Mr.  Steereni**  AdTertiiement  te  the  Reader,  flnt  printed  is  ^771. 
•Mr.  Malone'i  Prefaee  to  his  odiUoo.  1790. 
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Ant^    Lot's  all  sink  with  the  king.  [hlxU. 

Stb,    Let's  take  leave  of  him.  [Exit' 

Goru    Now  would  I  give  a  thousand  furlotii^s  of 

sea  for  an  acre  of  barren  ground ;  long  heath,  brown 

furze,  any  thing:  the  wills  above  be  done!  but  I 

wuul(^  fain  die  a  dry  death.  [ExU* 

SCENE  II.—  The  'aland :  btfare  the  cell  qf  Pros- 
PERo.    £/t/er  Pno^PKBoan^i  Miranda. 

Mir.    If  by  your  art,  my  dearest  father,  you  have 
Put  the  wild  waters  in  this  roar,  allay  them: 
The  sky,  it  seems,  wou  d  pour  down  stinking  pitch. 
But  that  the  sea,  mounting  to  the  welkin's  coeek, 
Dashes  the  Are  out.    O,  1  have  suflTerd 
With  thoie  that  1  saw  suffer!  a  brave  vessel. 
Who  had  no  doubt  some  noble  creatures  in  her, 
Dash'd  all  to  pieces.    (),  the  cry  did  knock 
Against  my  very  heart !  Poor  souls !  they  perish'd. 
Had  I  been  any  god  of  power,  I  would 
Have  sunk  the  sea  withm  the  earth,  or  e'er 
It  should  the  good  ship  so  have  swallow'd,  and 
The  freighting  souls  within  her. 

Pro,  Be  collected; 

No  more  amazement:  tell  your  piteous  heart, 
There's  no  harm  done. 

Mira,  O,  woe  the  day ! 

Pro.  No  hamk 

I  have  done  nothing  but  in  care  of  thee, 
(Of  thee,  my  dear  one !  thee  my  daughter !)  who 
Art  ignorant  of  what  thou  art,  nought  knowing 
Of  whence  I  am ;  nor  that  I  am  more  better 
Than  Prospero,  master  of  a  full  poor  cell. 
And  thy  no  greater  father. 

Mira,  More  to  know 

Uid  never  meddle  with  my  thoughts. 

Pro.  'Tis  time 

I  should  inform  thee  farther.    Lend  thy  hand. 
And  pluck  my  magic  garment  from  me. — So ; 

[Lays  doton  his  mantle. 
Lie  theie,  mv  art — Wipe  thou  thine  eyes ;  have 

comfort. 
The  direfUl  spectacle  of  the  wreck,  which  touchM 
The  very  virtue  of  compassion  in  tnee, 
I  have  with  such  provision  in  mine  art 
So  safely  order'd,  that  there  is  no  soul^ 
No,  not  so  much  perdition  as  a  hair, 
Betid  to  any  creature  in  the  vessel 
Which  thou  heard'st  cry,  which  thou  saw'st  rink. 

Sit  down ; 
For  thou  must  now  know  Airther. 

Mira.  You  have  often 

Begun  to  tell  me  what  I  am ;  but  stopp'd 
And  left  me  to  a  bootless  inquisition; 
Concluding,  Stay,  not  yet*— 

Pro.  The  hour's  now  come ; 

The  very  minute  bids  thee  ope  thine  ear; 
Obey,  and  be  attentive.    Canst  thou  remember 
A  time  before  we  came  unto  this  cell? 
I  do  not  think  thou  canst;  for  then  thou  wast  not 
Out>  three  years  old. 

Mira.  Certainly,  sir,  I  can. 

Pro.  By  whatT  by  any  other  house,  or  person? 
01  any  thing  the  image  tell  me,  that 
Hath  kept  with  thy  remembrance. 

Mira.  'Tis  fiir  off, 

And  rather  like  a  dream  than  an  assurance. 
That  my  remembrance  warrants :  had  I  not 
'Four  or  Ave  women  once,  that  tended  me? 

Pro.  Thou  hadst,  and  more,  Miranda :  but  how 

IS  It, 

That  this  lives  in  thy  mind  ?  What  seest  thou  else 
In  the  dark  backward  and  abysm  of  time? 
If  thou  remember'st  aught,  ere  thou  cam'st  here. 
How  thou  cam'st  here,  thou  may'sU 

Mira.  But  that  I  do  not 

Pro.  Twelve  years  since, 
Miranda,  twelve  years  since,  thy  father  was 
The  duke  of  Milan,  and  a  prince  of  power. 

Mira.  Sir,  are  not  you  my  fktherf 

Pro.  Thy  mother  was  a  piece  of  virtue,  and 
She  said — thou  wast  my  daughter :  and  thy  father 
Was  duke  of  Milan ;  and  his  only  heir 
A  princess ; — ^no  worse  issued. 

Mira.  O,  the  heavens ! 

What  fbul  play  had  we.  that  we  came  from  thence  ? 
Or  biessod  wast  we  did ? 

Pro.  Both,  both,  my  rirl- 

By  fbul  play*  u  thou  say'st,  were  we  heav'd  thence; 
But  bles8e<ny  holp  hither. 

•Quits. 


Mira.  O.  my  heart  bleeds 

To  Uiink  o'  the  teen*  that  I  have  turn'd  you  to, 
Which  is  fh>m  my  remembrance !  Please  you  fnr 
ther. 

Pro.  My  brother,  and  thy  uncle,  call'd  Antonio, 
I  pray  thee,  mark  me, — that  a  brother  should 
Be  so  perfidious ! — he  whom,  next  thyself. 
Of  all  the  world  I  lov'd,  and  to  him  put 
The  manage  of  my  slate ;  as,  at  that  time. 
Through  all  the  signiories  it  was  the  first 
And  Prospero  the  prime  duke ;  being  so  reputed 
In  dignity,  and,  for  the  liberal  arts. 
Without  a  parallel ;  those  being  all  my  study. 
The  government  I  cast  upon  my  brother, 
And  to  my  state  grew  stranger,  being  transported, 
And  wrapt  in  secret  studies.    Thy  false  uncle— 
Dost  thou  attend  me  ? 

Mira.  Sir,  most  heedf^iUy. 

Pro.  Being  once  perfected  how  to  grant  su^ 
How  to  deny  them  ;  whom  to  advance,  and  whoro 
To  trash^  fbr  over-topping;  new  created 
The  creatures  that  were  mine ;  1  say,  or  chang'd 

them, 
Or  else  new-fbrm'd  them :  having  both  the  key 
Of  ofllcer  and  office,  set  all  hearts 
To  what  tune  pleas'd  his  ear ;  that  now  he  was 
The  ivy,  which  had  hid  my  princely  trunk, 
And  suck'd  my  verdure  out  on't — Thou  attend'sf 

not: 
I  pray  thee  mark  me. 

Mira.  0  good  sir,  1  do. 

Pro.  I  thus  neglecting  worldly  ends,  all  dedicate 
To  closeness,  and  the  bettering  of  my  mind 
With  that,  which,  but  by  being  so  retir'd, 
O'er-priz'd  all  popular  rate,  in  my  false  brother 
Awalc'd  an  evil  nature:  and  my  trust. 
Like  a  eood  parent  did  beget  of  him 
A  falsehood,  in  its  contrary  as  great 
As  my  trust  was ;  which  had,  indeed,  no  limit, 
A  confidence  sans  bound.    He  bein?  thus  lorded. 
Not  only  with  what  my  revenue  yielded. 
But  what  my  power  mi»;ht  else  exact — like  one 
Who,  having  unto  truth,  by  telling  of  it, 
Made  such  a  sinner  of  his  memory, 
f'o  credit  his  own  lie, — he  did  believe 
He  was  the  duke;  out  of  the  substitution. 
And  executing  the  outward  fkce  of  rovalty. 
With  all  prerogative : — Hence  his  ambition 
Growing, — dost  hear? 

Mira.  Your  tale,  sir,  would  cure  deafheas 

Pro.  To  have  no  screen  between  this  part  be 
play'd 
And  him  he  play'd  it  fbr,  he  needs  will  be 
Absolute  Milan:  Me,  poor  man! — my  library 
Was  dukedom  large  enouch;  of  temporal  royalties 
He  thinks  me  now  incapaole :  confederates 
(So  dry  he  was  for  sway)  with  the  king  of  Naples, 
To  give  him  annual  tribute,  do  him  homage; 
Subject  his  coronet  to  his  crown,  and  bend 
The  dukedom,  yet  unbow'd  (alas,  poor  Milan !) 
To  most  ignoble  stooping. 

Mira.  O  the  heavens! 

Pro.  Mark  his  condition,  and  the  event;  then 
tejl  me. 
If  this  might  be  a  brother. 

Mira.  I  should  sin 

To  think  but  nobly  of  my  grandmother: 
Good  wombs  have  borne  bad  sons. 

Pro.  Now  the  condition. 

This  king  of  Naples,  being  an  enemy 
To  me  inveterate,  hearkens  my  brotner's  suit ; 
Which  was,  that  he  in  lieu  o*  the  premises, — 
Of  homage,  and  I  know  not  how  much  tribute,— 
Should  presently  extirpate  me  and  mine 
Out  of  the  dukedom;  and  confer  fair  Milan, 
With  all  the  honors,  on  my  brother.    Whereon, 
A  treacherous  army  levied,  one  midnight 
Fated  to  the  purpose,  did  Antonio  open 
The  gates  of  Milan;  and  i'  the  dead  of  darkness^ 
The  ministers  for  the  purpose  hurried  thence 
Me,  and  thy  crying  self. 

Mira.  Alack,  for  pity ! 

I.  not  rcmemb'ring  how  I  cried  out  tnen. 
Will  cry  it  o'er  again,  it  is  a  hint, 
That  wrings  mine  eyes. 

Pro.  Hear  a  little  farther. 

And  then  m  bring  thee  to  the  present  businest 
Which  now's  upon  us;  withovt  the  whicJi,  tt;*i 

storv 

Ost  away. 
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As  thoa  report*8t  thyself^  wm  then  her  aervant : 
And,  fyr  Umai  wast  a  spirit  too  delicate 
To  act  her  earthly  and  abhorr*d  comniandi, 
Reftising  her  grand  hea^v,  she  did  confine  tbee» 
By  help  of  her  more  potent  ministers, 
And  in  her  riioet  unmitiKable  rage, 
Into  a  cloven  pine ;  within  which  rift 
Impriaon'd,  thou  did'st  painfully  remain 
A  dosen  years;  within  which  space  she  died. 
And  left  thee  there ;  where  thou  did'st  vent  thy 

groans, 
As  fkst  as  mill-wheels  ftnke :  Then  was  this  island 
(«^ave  fi>Mbe^  son  that  she  did  litter  here, 
(  A  freckled  whelp,  hag-bomj)  not  honored  with 
A  human  shape.  ~ 

Art  Yes;  Cahlian  her  son. 

Pro.  Dun  thmg,  I  say  so ;  he,  that  Caliban, 
Whom  now  I  keep  in  service.    Thou  best  know*st 
What  torment  I  did  And  thee  in :  thy  groans 
Did  make  wolves  howl,  and  penetrate  the  breasts 
Of  ever-angry  bears :  it  was  a  torment 
To  fanr  upon  the  damn'd^  which  Sycorax 
Coula  not  a^^in  undo ;  it  was  mine  art, 
When  I  amv'd.  and  heard  thee,  that  made  gape 
The  pine,  and  let  thee  out 

Art*  I  thank  thee,  master. 

Pro,  If  thou  more  murmur*st,  I  will  rend  an  oak, 
And  peg  thee  in  his  knotty  entrails,  till 
Thou  hast  bowFd  away  twelve  winters. 

Ari,  Pardon,  master: 

I  will  be  correspondent  to  command, 
And  do  my  spnting  gently. 

Pro,  Do  so ;  and  alter  two  days 

I  will  discharge  thee. 

Ari,  That^s  my  noble  master ! 

What  shaU  I  do  1  say,  what  t  what  shaU  T  do  ? 

Pro,  Go  make  thvself  like  to  a  njrmph  o*  the  sea; 
Be  subject  to  no  signt  but  mine;  invisible 
To  everr  eye-ball  else.    Go  take  this  shape. 
And  hither  come  int :  hence,  with  diligence. 

[ExU  Akikl. 
Awake,  dear  heart,  awake !  thou  hast  slept  well ; 
Awake ! 

Mira,  The  strangeness  of  your  story  put 
Heaviness  in  me. 

Pro.  Shake  it  ofF:  Come  on. 

We'll  visit  Caliban,  my  slave,  who  never 
Yields  us  kind  answers. 

Mira,  Tis  a  villain,  sir, 

I  do  not  love  to  look  oa. 

Pro,  But,  as  *tia, 

We  cannot  miss  him:  he  does  make  our  fire, 
Fetch  in  our  wood :  and  serves  in  offices 
That  profit  us.    What  ho !  slave !  Caliban, 
Thou  earth,  thou!  speak. 

CaL  [Within.]  There's  wood  enough  within. 

Pro,  Come  forth,  I  say :  there's  other  business 
for  thee: 
Come  forth,  thou  tortoise !  when? 

RC'^ier  AniftL  Hke  a  water-nymph. 

Fine  apparition  I  My  quaint  Ariel, 

Hark  in  thine  ear. 
Ari,  My  lord,  it  shall  be  done.    [Exit, 

Pro,  Thou  poisonous  slave,  got  by  the  devil 
himself 

Upon  thy  wicked  dam,  come  Anth ! 

Enter  Ca  lib  Air. 

CaL  As  wicked  dew  as  e^er  my  mother  brushM 
With  raven's  fhither  firom  unwholesome  fon, 
Drop  on  you  both  !  a  south-west  blow  on  ye, 
Anci  blister  you  all  o'er ! 
pro*  For  this,  be  sure,  to-night  thou  shalt  have 

cramps, 
Side^ches  that  shall  pen  thy  breath  up ;  urchins* 
Shan,  for  that  vast  of  night  tnat  they  may  work, 
AU  exercise^on  thee :  thou  shalt  be  ninrh*d 
As  thick  as  honey-combs,  each  pincn  more  stinging 
Than  bees  that  made  them. 

CaL  T  mnKt  eat  my  dinner. 

This  *sland*s  mine,  by  Sycorax,  my  mother, 
Which  thou  tak'st  from  me.    When  thou  camest 

first. 
Thou  ttrok'dst  me,  and    mad'st  much  of  me; 

wouldst  give  me 
Water  with  berrien  in't ;  and  teach  me  how 
To  name  the  bigger  light,  and  how  the  less. 
That  bum  by  day  am)  night ;  and  then  I  loved  thee 

•  laries. 


And  show'd  thee  all  the  qualities  o*  the  isle, 

The  fresh  springs,  brine  pits,  barren  place,  and 

fertile; 
Cursed  be  I  that  d|d  so:  —  all  the  charroi 
Of  Svcorax.  toads,  beetles,  bats,  light  on  yon ! 
For  1  am  all  the  subjects  that  yon  nave. 
Which  first  was  mine  own  king:  and  here  you  sty  bm 
In  this  hard  rock,  whiles  you  ao  keep  flrom  me 
The  rest  of  the  island. 

Pro.  Thou  most  lying  slave. 

Whom  stripes  may  move,  not  kindness !  I  have  us  J 

thee. 
Filth  as  thou  art  with  human  care ;  and  lodg'd  thea 
In  mine  own  cell,  till  thou  did'st  seek  to  violate 
The  honor  of  my  child. 

CaL  O  ho,  O  no !  —  would  it  had  been  done  I 
Thou  did^st  prevent  me;  I  had  peopled  else 
This  isle  with  Calibans. 

Pro.  Abhorred  slave ; 

Which  any  print  of  fcoodness  will  not  take, 
Being  capable  of  all  ill !  I  pitied  thee. 
Took  pams  tc  make  thee  speak,  taught  thee  each 

hour 
One  thing  or  other:  when  thou  didst  not,  savage. 
Know  thine  own  meaning,  but  wouldst  gabble  lika 
A  thing  most  brutish,  I  endowed  thy  purposes 
With  words  that  made  them  known:  But  thy  vile 

race. 
Though  thou  didst  learn,  had  that  in*t  which  good 

natures 
Could  not  abide  to  be  with ;  therefore  wast  thou 
Deservedly  confined  into  this  rock, 
Who  hadst  deserved  more  than  a  prison. 

CaL  You  taught  me  language;  and  my  profit  on*t 
Is,  I  know  how  to  curse :  the  red  plague  rid^  you. 
For  learning  me  your  language ! 

Pro.  Hag-seed,  hence ! 

Fetch  us  in  fuel :  and  be  quick,  thou  wert  best 
To  answer  other  business.    Shnig'st  thou,  malice  t 
If  thou  neglect'st.  or  dost  nnwillinglT 
What  I  command.  I'll  rack  th<«  with  old  cramps  ; 
FiU  all  thy  bones  with  aches ;  make  thee  roar, 
That  beasts  shall  tremble  at  thy  din. 

CaL  No,  *pray  thee !  — 

I  must  obey :  his  art  is  of  such  power  [Aside, 

It  would  control  my  dam's  god,  Seteboa, 
And  make  a  vassal  of  him. 
Pro,  So, slave;  hence! 

[£ri/CALinAi% 

Re-enter  AmnsL,  invisibley  playinft  and  Hnging  / 
FtunivAvnfoUowtng  him, 

AniXL's  Song. 

Come  unto  these  yellow  sands 

And  then  take  hands  .* 
Couri^sied  when  you  fwrt,  and  k(ss*df 

{The  wild  waves  whiH*) 
Foot  itfeatly  here  and  there  i 
Andf  sweet  smites^  the  burden  bear. 

Hark,  hark  ! 
Bur.    Bowgh,  wowgh.  [dispersedly. 

The  walch-iogs  bark.* 
Bur.    Bowgh,  wowgh.  [dispersedly 

Hark,  hark.'  I  hear 
The  strain  qf  strutting  chantielere 
Cry,  eock^-dtyodlf'do. 
Per,  Where  should  this  music  be?  P  the  air, « 
the  earth  ? 
It  sounds  no  more : — and  sure,  it  waits  upon 
Some  god  of  the  island.    Sitting  on  a  bank. 
Weeping  again  the  king  my  father's  wreck. 
This  music  crept  by  me  upon  the  waters ; 
Allaying  both  their  ftiry,  and  my  passion. 
With  ito  sweet  air;  thence  I  have  followed  it. 
Or  it  hath  drawn  me  rather : — But  His  gone. 
No  it  begins  again. 

AniSL^^. 
Full  fathom  five  thy  fat  her  lies/ 

Of  his  bones  are  roral  made ; 
Those  are  pear>,  that  were  his  eyes: 

Nothing  of  him  thai  dothfad^, 
But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 
Into  somet/itng  rich  and  strange, 
Sea^vmphs  hourlu  ring  Alt  knelt  .• 
Hark.^  notolhearthem^—ding^ong,  bett. 

[Burden,  din^-dona 
Fer,  The  ditty   does  remember  my  d^^n^d 
Father:  — 
«DMtroy.  »B«lagftnkd,tfi«c»L 
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Seb,  You  have  taken  It  wiselier  than  1  meant  you 
■hould. 

Gwi^,  Therefore,  my  lord, — 

Ani,  Fie,  what  a  spendthriA  is  be  of  hia  tongue ! 

Ahn.  I  pr'ythec,  spare. 

i^on.  Well,  I  have  done:    But  yet^ 

Seb.    He  will  be  talking. 

Ant,  Which  of  them,  he,  or  Adrian,  for  a  good 
Waeer,  first  Dezins  to  crow  I 

Seb,  The  old  cock. 

Ani,  The  cockreL 

Seb  Done :  the  wager  1 

Ant,  A  laughter. 

Seb,  A  match. 

Aiir,  Though  this  island  seem  to  be  desert,  — 

Seb,  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Ant,  So  you've  pay'd. 

Adr,  Unuihabitable,  and  almost  inaccessible, — 

Seb.  Yet 

Adr,  Yet  — 

Ant,  He  could  not  miss  it 

Adr,  It  must  needs  be  of  subtle,  tender,  and 
delicate  temperance*. 

Ant,  Temperance  was  a  delicate  wench. 

Seb,  Ay,  and  a  subtle;  as  he  most  learnedly 
delivered. 

Adr,  The  air  breathes  upon  us  here  roost  sweetly. 

Seb,    As  if  it  had  lun^s,  and  rotten  ones. 

Ani,  Or,  as  'twere  perfumed  by  a  fen. 

Gon,  Here  is  every  tiling  advantageous  to  life. 

Ant,  True ;  save  means  to  live. 

Seb.  (Jf  that  there's  none,  or  little. 

Gon,  How  lush*  and  lusty  the  grass  looks!  how 
gieen. 

Ant,  The  ground,  indeed,  is  tawny. 

Seb,  With  an  eye«  of  green  in't 

Ant,  He  miwes  not  much. 

Seb,  No:  he  doth  but  mistake  the  truth  totally. 

Gon,  But  the  rarity  of  it  is  (which  is  indeed 
almost  beyond  credit)^ 

Seb,  As  many  vouched  rarities  are. 

Gon,  That  our  garments,  being,  as  they  were, 
drenched  in  the  sea,  hold,  notwitlistanding.  thoir 
fhrahness,  and  glosses;  being  rather  new  dy^  than 
stain  d  with  salt  water. 

Ant,  If  but  one  of  his  pockets  could  speak, 
would  it  not  say,  he  lies  ? 

Seb,  Ay,  or  very  falsely  pocket  up  his  report 

Gon,  Methinks,  our  garments  are  now  as  fresh 
as  when  we  put  them  on  first  in  Afric,  at  the  mar- 
riage of  the  king's  fair  daughter  Claribel  to  the 
king  of  Tunis. 

Seb,  'Twas  a  sweet  marriage,  and  we  prosper 
well  in  our  return. 

Adr,  Tunis  was  never  graced  before  with  such  a 
paragon  to  their  queen. 

Gon,  Not  since  widow  Dido's  time. 

Ant,  Widow  I  a  pox  o'  that !  how  came  that 
widow  in  1    Widow  Dido ! 

Seb,  What  if  he  had  said,  widower  .£neas  too  1 
good  lord,  how  you  take  it! 

Adr,  Widow  Dido,  said  you  ?  you  make  me  study 
of  that :  she  was  of  Carthage,  not  of  Tunis. 

Gon.  This  Tunis,  sir,  was  Carthage. 

Adr,  Carthage  1 

Gon,  1  assure  you,  Carthage. 

Ant,  H'm  word  is  more  than  the  miraculous  harp. 

Seb.  He  hath  raised  the  walls,  and  houses  too. 

Ant,  What  impossible  matter  will  he  make  easy 
nextl 

Seb,  I  think  he  will  carry  this  island  home  in  his 
pocket,  and  give  it  his  son  for  an  apole. 

Ani,  And,  sowing  the  kernels  of  it  in  the  sea, 
bring  forth  more  islands. 

Gon.  Ayl 

Ant.  Why,  in  good  time. 

Gon,  Sir,  we  were  talking,  that  our  garments 
seem  now  as  fresh,  as  when  we  were  at  Tunis  at 
the  marriage  of  your  daughter,  who  is  now  queen. 

Ani,  And  the  rarest  that  e'er  came  there. 

Seb.  'Bate,  I  beseech  you,  widow  Dido. 

Ant.  (),  widow  Dido ;  ay.  widow  Dido. 

Gon.  Is  not.  sir,  my  doublet  as  firesb  as  the  first 
day  I  wore  it  f    I  mean,  in  a  sort 

Ani.  That  sort  was  well  fished  for. 

Gon.  When  I  wore  it  at  your  daughter's  mar- 

iil^rYou  cram  these  words  mto  mine  ears 
against 

•  Rank.        •  Shads  of  sokir. 


The  stomach  of  my  sense :  'Would  I  had  never 
Married  my  daughter  there !  for,  coming  thence. 
My  son  is  lost ;  and,  in  my  rate,  she  too, 
Wno  is  so  far  from  Italy  removed, 
I  ne*er  again  shall  see  her.    O  thou  mine  heii 
Of  Napier  and  of  Milan,  what  strange  fish 
Hath  made  his  meal  on  thee  I 

Fran.  Sir,  he  may  live 

I  saw  him  beat  the  surges  under  him. 
And  ride  upon  their  backs;  he  trod  the  water, 
Whose  enmity  he  dung  aside,  and  breasted 
The  surge  most  swoln  that  met  him :  his  bold  head 
'Hove  the  contentious  waves  he  kept,  and  oar'd 
Himself  with  his  good  arms  in  lusty  stroke 
To  the  shore,  that  o'er  his  wave-worn  basis  bow*d 
As  stooping  to  relieve  him;  I  not  doubt. 
He  came  alive  to  land. 

A  Ion.  No,  no,  he*s  gone. 

Seb.  Sir,  you  may  thank  yourself  for  this  grvfst 
loss; 
That  would  not  bless  our  Europe  with  your  daugl>- 

ter. 
But  rather  lose  her  to  an  African ; 
Where  she,  at  least,  is  banish'd  from  your  eye. 
Who  hath  cause  to  wet  the  grief  on't 

AUtn,  Pr'ythee,  peac* 

Seb.  You  were  kned'd  to,  and  importun'd  othe 
wise 
By  all  of  us ;  and  the  &ir  soul  herself 
Weigh'd,  between  lothness  and  obedience,  at 
Which  end  o'  the  beam  she'd  bow.    We  have  lost 

your  son, 
I  fear,  forever :  Milan  and  Naples  have 
More  widows  in  them  of  this  business'  making. 
Than  we  bring  men  to  comfort  them :  The  fault's 
Your  own. 

AUm,  So  is  the  dearest  of  the  loss. 

Gon,  My  lord  Sebastian, 

The  truth  you  speak  doth  lack  some  gentleness, 
And  time  to  speak  it  in :  you  rub  the  sore. 
When  you  should  bring  the  plaster. 

Seb,  Very  weU. 

Ani.  And  most  chirurgeonly. 

Gon,  It  is  ibul  weather  in  us  all,  good  sir, 
When  you  are  cloudy. 

Seb,  Foul  weather  t 

Ani,  Very  faxkL 

Gon.  Had  I  a  plantation  of  this  isle,  my  lord,— 

Ani.  He'd  sow  it  with  nettle-seed. 

Seb.  Or  docJu,  or  mallows. 

Gon.  And  were  the  king  of  it,  what  would  I  dol 

Seb.  'Scape  being  drunk  for  want  of  wine. 

Gon,  V  the  commonwealth  I  would  by  contrariee 
Execute  all  things;  for  no  kind  of  trafhc 
Would  I  admit;  no  name  of  magistrate: 
Letters  should  not  be  known ;  no  use  or  service. 
Of  riches  or  of  poverty ;  no  contracts. 
Succession ;  bound  of  land,  tiltti,  vineyard,  none 
No  use  of  metal,  com,  or  wine,  or  oil : 
No  occupation ;  all  men  idle,  all ; 
And  women,  too;  but  innocent  and  pure : 
No  sovereignty :  — 

Seb.  And  yet  he  would  be  king  onX 

Ani,  The  latter  end  of  his  commonwealth  for- 

5ets  the  begining. 
lU  things  m  comoKMi  nature  should  pro- 
duce. 
Without  sweat  or  endeavor :  treason,  felony. 
Sword,  pike,  knife,  run,  or  need  of  any  engine. 
Would  I  not  have :  but  nature  should  bring  forth. 
Of  its  own  kind,  all  foison*,  all  abundance, 
To  feed  my  innocent  people. 

Seb,  No  marrying  'mong  his  subjects  1 

Ani,  None,  man ;  all  idle ;  whores  and  knaves. 

Gon,  I  would  with  such  perfection  govern,  sir. 
To  excel  the  golden  age. 

Seb.  'Save  his  mi^jesty ! 

Ani.  Long  live  Gonzalo ! 

Gon.  And,  do  you  mark  me,  sir?  — 

AUm,  Pry  thee,  no  more :  thou  dost  talk  nothing 
to  me. 

Gon.  1  do  well  believe  your  hiehness ;  and  did  it 
to  minister  occasion  to  these  gentlemen,  who  are  of 
such  sensible  and  nimble  lungs,  that  they  always 
use  to  laugh  at  nothing. 

Ani.  'Twas  you  we  laugh'd  at 

Gnn.  Who,  in  this  kind  of  merry  fooling,  am 
nothinf^  to  you ;  so  you  may  cootiniie,  and  Xaxtgh 
at  nothiniK  still. 

«PkfBtT. 
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AU/n*  1  heard  nothing. 

Ant*  O,  'twas  a  diu  to  frif^ht  a  monitter's  ear; 
To  make  an  earthquake !  sure  it  was  the  roar 
Of  a  whole  herd  oi  lions. 

Aloiu  Heard  you  this,  GonzaJo? 

Qan,  Upon  mine  honor,  sir,  1  hea  d  a  humming, 
And  that  a  strange  one  tocL  which  did  awake  me : 
I  sliakM  you,  sir.  and  cnr*a :  as  mine  eyes  openM, 
I  saw  their  weapons  dr^wn :  —  there  was  a  noise, 
That*s  verity :  'Best  stand  upon  our  guard ; 
Or  that  we  quit  this  plare:  let*s  draw  our  weapons. 

Aloru  Lead  off  this  ground ;  and  let's  make  fur- 
tber  search 
For  my  poor  son. 

Gon,  Heavens  k(  ep  him  from  these  beasts ! 

For  be  is,  sore,  i*  the  island. 

Aloru  Lead  away. 

ArL  Prospero,  my  lord,  shall  know  what  I  have 

done:  \Aifidt, 

So,  king,  go  safely  on  to  seek  thy  son.       [hxeunt. 

SCENE  IL  —  Another  part  of  the  hUxruL 

Enter  CALisAif,  with  a  burden  qf  wood, 

A  noise  qf  thunder  heard. 

CaL  All  the  infections  that  the  sun  sucks  up 
From  bo^  fens,  flats,  on  Prosper  tall,  and  inake 

kim 
By  inch-meal  a  disease !    His  spirits  hear  me, 
And  yet  I  needs  must  curse.  But  they'll  nor  pinch, 
Fright  me  with  urchin  shows,  pitch  me  i'  the  mire, 
Nor  lead  me,  like  a  fire-brand,  in  the  dark 
Out  of  my  way,  unless  he  bid  them ;  but 
For  every  triUe  are  they  set  upon  me : 
Sometinu  like  apes  th^t  rooe*  and  chatter  at  me. 
And  after,  bite  me ;  then  like  hedge-hogs,  which 
Lie  tumbling  in  my  bare  foot-way,  and  mount 
Their  pricks  at  my  foot-fall;  sometime  am  I 
All  wound  with  adders,  who,  with  cloven  tongues. 
Do  hiss  me  into  madness :  —  Lo !  now !  lo ! 

J?n/«r  TaiJfcoLo. 

Here  comes  a  spirit  of  his :  and  to  torment  me. 
For  brimring  wood  in  slowly :  I'll  fall  flat; 
Perchance,  he  will  not  mind  me. 

Tiitu  Here's  neither  bush  nor  shrub,  to  bear  off 
any  weather  at  all,  and  another  storm  brewing ;  I 
hear  it  sing  i*  the  wind  :  yond'  same  black  cloud, 
yond*  huge  one,  looks  like  a  foul  bombard*  that 
would  shed  his  liquor.  If  it  should  thunder,  as  it 
did  before,  I  know  not  where  to  hide  my  head : 
yond*  sanoe  cloud  cannot  choose  but  fkU  by  parlfiils. 
What  have  we  here!  a  man  or  a  flshi  dead  or  alivel 
A  flsh :  he  smells  like  a  fish ;  a  very  ancient  and 
Ash-like  smell ;  a  kind  of,  not  of  the  newest,  Poor- 
John.  A  Htranze  flslj.  Were  I  in  Kngland  now,  (as 
once  1  was,)  and  hi  *  but  this  flsh  painted,  not  a 
holiday-fool  'here  bu*  would  give  a  piece  of  silver ; 
there  would  this  monster  make  a  man  :  any  strange 
beast  thcxe  makes  a  man  :  when  they  will  not  give 
a  doit  to  relieve  a  lame  beggar,  they  will  lay  out 
ten  to  sec  a  dead  Indian.  Legg'd  like  a  man !  and 
his  flns  like  arms !  Warm,  o'  my  troth  !  I  do  now 
let  loose  my  opinion,  hold  it  no  longer ;  this  is  no 
fish,  but  an  islander,  that  hath  lately  suffer *d  by  a 
thunder-bolt  [Thunler.]  Alas!  the  storm  is  coming 
a^ain :  my  best  way  is  to  Cteep  under  his  gaber- 
dine*; there  is  no  other  shelter  nereaboul:  Misery 
acquaints  a  man  with  strange  bedfellows.  I  will 
here  shroud,  till  the  dregs  of  the  storm  be  past 

Enter  HTf,TBknOt  singing;  a  bottle  in  his  hand, 

Ste.  /  shall  no  more  to  «ea,  to  sea^ 

Here  shall  I  die  onshore  ;  — 

This  is  a  very  scurvy  tune  to  sing  at  a  man's 
fimersu: 
Well,  here's  my  comfort  {Drinks, 

The  master^  the  stoabber^  the  boatswain^  and  /, 
The  gunner^  and  his  matey 

Lov^d  Mall,  l^eg^  and  Miirian^  and  Margery, 
Bit  none  qf  us  careifo<^  Kate  : 
For  she  had  a  tongue  with  a  tang^ 
Would  cry  to  a  sailor^  (Jo  hang : 

Bhe  'cnfd  nid  the  moor  of  ttr  or  of  pitchy 

Yet  a  tailor  might  scratch  her  wherever  she  did 
Uch: 
Then  to  sea^  boys,  and  let  her  go  hang, 

•  MalM  noathf .    •  A  black  Jsok  of  losther  to  hold  bser. 
•Tbo  firook  of  a  poawsnt 


This  is  a  scurvy  tune  too:  but  here's  my  comfort 

[Drinks 

CaL  Do  not  torment  me :  c) ! 

Ste.  What's  the  matter !  Have  we  devils  here  * 
Do  you  put  tricks  upon  us  with  savages,  and  men 
o(  Inde  ?■  Ha!  1  have  not  'scap'd  drowning,  to  he 
afeard  now  of  your  four  legs ;  lor  it  hath  be^  said 
As  proper  a  man  as  ever  went  on  four  legs,  cannot 
make  him  give  ground:  and  it  shall  m  said  so 
again,  while  Stepbano  breathes  at  nostrils. 

CaL  The  spint  torments  me :  c » ! 

Ste.  This  is  some  monster  of  the  isle  with  four 
legs:  who  hath  got,  as  1  take  it,  an  ague:  Where 
,  tJbe  oevil  should  he  learn  our  language  ?  I  will  give 
i  him  some  relief,  if  it  (>e  but  for  that :  If  1  can  re- 
cover him,  and  keep  him  tame,  and  get  to  Naples 
with  him,  he's  a  present  for  any  emperor  that  ever 
trod  on  neat's  leather. 

CaL  Do  not  torment  me,  pr'ythee ; 
I'll  bring  my  wood  home  foster. 

Ste.  He's  in  his  fit  now  ;  and  does  not  talk  after 
the  wisest  He  shall  taste  of  my  bottle :  if  he  have 
never  drunk  wine  afore,  it  will  go  near  to  remove 
his  fit :  If  I  can  recover  him,  and  keep  him  tame,  I 
will  not  take  too  much  for  him:  lie  shall  pay  for 
him  that  hath  him,  and  that  soundly. 

Cat.  Thou  dost  me  yet  but  little  ourt ;  thou  wilt 
Anon,  I  know  it  by  thy  trembling : 
Now  Prosper  worm  upon  thee. 

Ste.  Come  on  your  ways :  open  yoar  month ; 
here  is  that  which  will  give  language  to  you^  cat: 
open  your  mouth  ^  this  will  shaKe  your  shaking,  I 
can  tell  you,  and  that  soundly :  you  cannot  tell 
who^B  your  ftiend :  open  your  chaps  again. 

Trin.  I  should  know  that  voice :  It  should  be  — 
But  be  is  drowned ;  and  these  are  devils:  O !  de- 
fend me !  — 

Ste.  Four  legs,  and  two  voices ;  a  most  delicate 
monster !  His  forward  voice  now  is  to  speak  wcU 
of  his  firiend ;  his  backward  voice  is  to  utter  foul 
speeches,  and  to  detract  If  all  the  wine  in  my 
bottle  will  recover  him,  I  will  help  his  ague:  Come, 
Amen !  I  will  pour  some  in  thy  other  mouth. 

Trin.  Stephano!  — 

Ste.  Doth  thy  other  mouth  call  me?  Mercy! 
mercy !  this  is  a  devil,  and  no  monster !  I  will 
leave  him ;  I  have  no  long  spoon. 

Trin.  Stephano !  —  if  thou  beest  Stephano,  touch 
me,  and  speak  to  me;  for  I  am  Trinculo;  —  be  not 
afeard,  —  thy  good  fViend  Trinculo. 

Ste.  If  thou  bcest  Trincnlo,  come  forth:  Til  pull 
thee  by  the  leaser  legs :  if  any  be  Trinrulos  legs, 
these  are  they.  Thou  art  very  Trinculo,  indeed 
How  cam'st  thou  to  be  the  siege*  of  this  moon-calf! 
Can  he  vent  Trinculos  t 

Trin,  I  took  him  to  be  killed  with  a  thunder- 
stroke: —  But  art  thou  not  drowned,  Steph.mo1 
I  hope  now  thou  art  not  drowned.  Is  the  storm 
overblown  1    I  hid  me  under  the  dead  moon-calPs 

f:aberdine,  for  fear  of  the  storm:   and  art  thiu 
iving,  Stephano  1    O  Stephano,  two  Neapolitaixs 
^scaped! 

Sfe.  Pr*ythee,  do  not  turn  me  about ;  my  stomach 
is  not  constant 

CaL  These  be  fine  things,  an  if  they  be  not 
sprites. 
That's  a  brave  god,  and  bears  celestial  liquor : 
I  will  kneel  to  him. 

Ste.  How  didst  thou  'scape  !  how  cam'st  thca 
hither  1  swear  by  this  bottle,  now  thou  cam'st  hither 
I  escaped  upon  a  butt  of  sack,  which  the  sailor* 
heavea  overboard,  by  this  bottle !  which  I  made  of 
the  iMirk  of  a  tree,  with  mine  own  hands,  since  I 
was  cast  ashore. 

CaL  I'll  swear,  upon  that  bottle,  to  be  thy 
True  subject ;  for  the  liquor  is  not  earthly. 

Sfe.  Here ;  swear  then  how  thou  esc8p*di>t. 

TVin.  Swam  a- shore,  man,  like  a  duck ;  I  cm\ 
swim  like  a  duck.  Til  be  sworn. 

Ste.  Here,  kiss  the  book :  Though  thou  raiisl 
swim  like  a  duck,  thou  art  made  like  a  goose. 

TVtit.  O  Stephano  hast  any  more  of  this ! 

Ste.  The  whole  butt  man :  my  cellar  is  in  a  rock 
by  the  sea-side,  where  my  wine  is  hid.  How  now 
moon-calf?  how  does  thine  ague  1 

CaL  Hast  thou  not  dr  »pped  from  heaven  ! 


Ste.  Out  o'  the  moon 


:vt 


the  man  in  the  moon,  wh^n  time  was. 
•  India. 


assure  thee:  I  w«a 


24) 


TEMPEST. 


Act  UL 


Mira-  At   mine  nnworthinesg,  that  dare   not 
offer 
What  I  deeire  to  give ;  and  much  len  take, 
What  I  shall  die  to  want :  but  this  is  trifling ; 
And  all  the  more  it  seeks  to  hide  itself, 
The  bigger  bulk  it  shows.  Hence,  bashiViI  cunning ! 
And  prompt  me,  plain  and  holy  innocence ! 
I  am  your  wife,  if  you  will  marry  me ; 
If  not,  ril  die  yuur  maid :  to  be  your  fellow 
You  may  deny  me :  but  I'll  be  your  servant, 
Whether  you  will  or  no. 

Fer,  My  mistress,  dearest, 

And  I  thus  humble  ever. 

Mira,  My  husband  then  1 

Fer.  Ay,  with  a  heart  as  willinfi[ 
As  bondage  e'nr  of  fVeedom  :  here^s  my  hand. 

Aftro.  And  mine,  with  my  heart  in't :  And  now 
(krewell, 
Till  half  an  hour  benoe. 

Fer,  A  thousand !  thousand  ! 

[Exeunt  Ksh.  and  Miba. 

Pro,  So  glad  of  this  as  they,  I  cannot  be. 
Who  are  surpris'd  with  all ;  but  my  rejoicing 
At  nothing  can  be  more,    rll  to  my  book ; 
For  yet,  ere  supper-time,  must  I  perform 
Much  business  appertaining.  \Exii* 

SCENE  U.-^  Another  pari  qf  the  Iskmd. 

Enter  STsraiwo  and  Trinculo  ;  Calibah/o/- 
lowmg  ivUh  a  bottle. 

Sfe,  Tell  not  me;  —  when  the  butt  is  out,  we 
will  drink  water;  not  a  drop  before;  therefore 
bear  up  and  board  'em :  Servant-monster,  drink  to 
me. 

THfU  Servant-monster!  the  folly  of  this  island ! 
They  say,  there^s  but  five  upon  this  isle :  we  are 
Ihree  of  tliem ;  if  the  other  two  be  brained  like  us, 
the  state  totters. 

Sfe.  Drink,  servant  monster,  when  I  bid  thee; 
thy  eyes  are  almost  set  in  thy  head. 

Trtn.  Where  should  they  be  set  else?  be  were 
a  brave  monster  indeed,  if  they  were  set  in  his  tail. 

Ste,  My  man-monster  hath  drowned  his  tongue 
in  sack :  for  my  part,  the  sea  canntft  drown  me :  I 
swam,  ore  I  could  recover  the  shore,  flve-and-thirty 
leagues,  off  and  on,  by  this  light  —  Thou  shalt  be 
my_lieutenant,  monster,  or  my  standard. 

Trbi.  Your  lieutenant,  if  you  list;  he*s  no 
standard. 

Sfe.  We'll  not  run,  monsieur  monster. 

TVin.  Nor  go  neither:  but  you'll  lie,  like  dogs ; 
and  yet  say  nothing  neither. 

Ste.  Moon-calf,  speak  once  in  thy  life,  if  thou 
beest  a  good  moon*calf. 

Cat.  How  does  tliy  honor  1  Let  me  lick  thy  shoe : 
I'll  not  serve  him, —  he's  not  valiant 

Trin.  Thou  liert,  most  ignorant  monster ;  I  am 
in  case  to  justle  a  constable :  Why,  thou  deboelied* 
fish  thou,  was  there  ever  man  a  coward,  that  hath 
drunk  so  much  sack  as  I  to-day  1  Wilt  thou  tell  a 
monstrous  lie,  being  but  half  a  fish,  and  half  a 
monster! 

CaL  Lo,  how  be  mocks  me !  wilt  thou  let  him, 
my  lord  1 

Trin.  Lord,  quoth  he !  —  that  a  monster  should 
be  such  a  natural ! 

CaU  Lo,  le,  again !  bite  him  to  death,  I  pr'ythee. 

Ste.  Trinculo,  keep  a  good  tongue  m  your 
head ;  if  you  prove  a  mutineer,  the  next  tree — The 
poor  monster  s  my  subject,  and  be  shall  not  sufli»r 
mdignity. 

CaL  I  thank  my  noble  lord.  Wilt  thou  be  pleas'U 
To  hearken  once  again  the  suit  I  made  thee  i 

Sfe.  Marry  will  I :  kneel,  and  repeat  it ;  I  will 
stand,  and  so  shall  Trinculo. 

Enter  Aribl,  invisible. 

CaL  As  I  told  thee 
Before,  I  am  subject  to  a  tyrant ; 
A  sorcerer,  that  by  his  cunning  hath 
Cheated  me  of  this  island. 

Ari.  Thou  liest 

CaL  Thou  liest,  thou  jesting  monkey,  thou ; 
I  wouldymy  valiant  master  would  destroy  thee: 
I  do  not  lie. 

Ste.  Trinculo,  if  you  trouble  him  any  more  m 
hittJa,  by  this  hand,  I  will  supplant  some  of  your 
leeth 


TYin,  Why.  1  said  nothing. 

Ste.  Mum  then,  and  no  more.  — [7*0  Caubait.-) 
Proceed.    ' 

CaL  1  say,  by  sorcery  be  got  this  isle; 
From  me  he  got  it    If  thy  ereamess  will 
Reven($e  it  on  him  —  for,  1  know,  thou  dar'st ; 
But  this  thing  dare  not 

Ste.  That's  most  certain. 

Ca!.  Thou  shalt  be  lord  of  it,  and  I'll  serve  thee. 

Ste.  How  now  shall  this  be  compassed  !  Canst 
thou  bring  me  to  the  party! 

CaL  Yea,  yea,  my  lord :  I'll  yield  him  thee  asleep. 
Where  thou  may*st  knock  a  nail  into  his  head. 

Art  Thou  liest.  thou  canst  not 

Co/.  What  a  pied  ninny's  this!*   Thou  scurvy 
patch !  — 
I  do  beseech  thy  greatness^  give  him  blows. 
And  take  his  bottle  from  him :  when  that's  gone. 
He  shall  drink  nought  but  brine ;  for  I'll  not  show 

him 
Where  the  quick  fireshes*  are. 

Sfe.  Trinculo,  run  into  no  farther  danger :  intei^ 
nipt  the  monster  one  word  further,  and,  by  this 
hand,  I'll  turn  my  mercy  out  of  doors,  and  make  a 
stock-fish  of  thee. 

Trin.  Why,  what  did  I!  1  did  nothing;  I'U  go 
ftirther  off. 

Sfe.  Didst  thou  not  say,  he  lied  ! 

Ari.  Thou  liest 

Ste.  Do  I  so!  take  thou  that  [Strikes  him.]  Aa 
you  like  this,  give  me  the  lie  another  time. 

Trin.  I  did  not  give  the  lie :  —  Out  o'  your  wita, 
and  hearing  too  !  —  A  pox  o'  your  bottle !  this  can 
sack  and  drinking  do. —  A  murrain  on  your  mon- 
ster, and  the  devil  take  your  fingers ! 

Col.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Ste.  Now,  forward  with  your  tale.  Pr'ythoe! 
stand  further  off.  .... 

CaL  Beat  him  enough :  after  a  bttle  time, 
I'll  beat  him  too. 

Ste.  Stand  ftirther.  —  Come,  proceed. 

CaL  Why,  as  I  told  thee,  'tis  a  custom  with  him 
V  the  afternoon  to  sleep :  there  thou  may'st  brain 

him. 
Having  first  seiz'd  his  books;  or  with  a  lor 
Batter  his  skull,  or  paunch  him  with  a  stake. 
Or  cut  his  wezand*  with  thy  knife :  Remember, 
First  to  possess  his  books ;  for  without  them 
He's  but  a  sot,  as  I  am,  nor  hath  not 
One  spirit  to  command :  They  all  do  hate  him. 
As  rootedly  as  I ;  Burn  but  his  books : 
He  has  brave  utensils,  (for  so  he  calls  them,) 
Which,  when  he  has  a  house,  he'll  deck  withaL 
And  that  most  deeply  to  consider,  is 
The  beauty  of  his  daughter ;  he  himself 
Calls  her  a  nonpareil :  I  ne'er  saw  woman, 
But  only  Sycorax  my  dam  and  she; 
But  she  as  far  surpasseth  Sycorax, 
As  greatest  does  least 

Sfe.  le  it  9o  brave  a  lass! 

CaL  Ay,  my  lord:  she  will  become  thy  bed,  I 

warrant 
And  bring  thee  forth  brave  brood. 

Sfe.  Monster,  I  will  kill  this  man :  his  daughter 
and  I  will  be  king  and  queen :  (save  our  graces!) 
and  Trinculo  and  thyself^  shall  be  viceroys :  —  Doat 
thou  like  the  plot,  Trinculo! 

Trin.  Excellent  , .     ^  . 

Ste.  Give  me  thy  hand ;  I  am  sorry  I  beat  thee : 
but  while  thou  livest,  keep  a  good  tongue  m  thy 

head.  .«  .^    . 

CaL  Within  this  half  hour  wifl  be  be  asleep; 
Wilt  thou  destroy  him  then  !  . 

Ste.  Ay,  on  mine  honcr. 

ArL  This  wiU  I  tell  my  master.        ^  „    ^    , 

CaL  Thou  mak'st  me  merry :  I  am  fVOl  of  plea^ 

Let  us  be  jocund :  Will  3rou  troll  the  catch 
You  taught  me  but  while-ere! 

Ste.  At  thy  request  monster,  I  will  do  reason, 
any  reason :  Come  on,  Trinculo,  let  us  sing.  [Smf* 

Flout  'em,  and  shout  'em ;  and  shout  *em,  and 

ftotU  'em ; 
Thought  is  free. 

CaL  That's  not  the  tune. 
[AmiKL  plays  the  tune  en  a  tabor  and  pipe 

•  AUodtng  to  Trineolo^s  psr^-colorsd  (IM. 

•  Springs. 
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Act  IV. 


Tha^  di«^  ai^  I  dreadful  orKan-pipe.  pronounced 
The  name  of  Pronper ;  it  aid  bass  my  trespass. 
Th*!«efom  my  son  T  the  ooee  is  bedded ;  and 
ru  tieek  tiim  deeper  than  e'er  plummet  sounded, 
And  with  him  there  ]ie  mudded.  [Exit, 

S'.b.  But  one  fiend  at  a  time* 

I'll  flriit  ttrtr  legions  o'er. 

Ant.  I'll  be  thy  second. 

[Exeunt  Seb.  and  Ant. 


Con.  All  three  of  them  are  desperate;  their 
great  guilt, 
Like  poison  given  to  work  a  great  time  after, 
Now  gins  to  bite  the  spirits :  —  I  do  beseech  yoQ 
That  are  of  suppler  jomts,  follow  them  swiftly, 
And  hinder  them  fVom  what  this  ecstasy 
May  now  proYoke  them  to. 
Adr  Follow,  I  pray  yoa. 

[Exeuni 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I.—  B^fbre  Proapero*a  CelL 
Bnter  Phospkho,  FiRDivAifo,  and  Miranda. 

JPro.  If  I  have  too  austerely  punish'd  yon, 
Your  compensation  makes  amends ;  fbr  I 
Have  given  you  here  a  thread  of  mine  own  life, 
Or  that  for  which  I  live :  whom  once  again 
I  tender  to  thy  hand ;  all  thy  vexations 
Were  but  my  trials  of  thy  love,  and  thou 
Hast  strangely  stood  the  test :  here,  afore  heaven, 
I  ratify  this  my  rich  gift    O  Ferdinand, 
Do  not  smile  at  me,  that  I  boast  her  off. 
For  thou  shalt  find  she  will  outstrip  all  praise. 
And  make  it  halt  behind  her. 

Fer,  I  do  believe  it. 

Against  an  oracle. 

Fro.  Then,  as  my  gift,  and  thine  own  acquisition 
Worthily  purchas'd,  take  my  daughter:  But 
If  thou  dost  break  her  virgin  knot  before 
All  sanctimonious  ceremonies  may 
With  fym  and  holy  rites  be  minister'd. 
No  sweet  aspersiont  shall  the  heavens  let  flill 
To  make  this  contract  grow ;  but  barren  hate, 
Sour-ey'd  disdain,  and  discord,  shall  bestrew 
The  union  of  your  bed  with  weeds  so  loathly. 
That  you  shall  hate  it  both  :  therefore,  take  heed. 
As  Hymen's  hunps  shall  light  you. 

Fer.  As  I  hope 

For  quiet  days,  fair  issue,  and  long  lifh. 
With  such  love  as  'tis  now ;  the  murkiest  den. 
The  most  opoortune  place,  the  strongest  suggestion 
Our  worser  uenius  can,  shall  never  melt 
Mine  honor  into  lust ;  to  take  away 
The  edge  of  that  day's  celebration. 
When  1  shall  think,  or  Phoebus*  steeds  are  fbun- 

defd. 
Or  night  kept  chair'd  below. 

Pro,  Fairly  spoke : 

Sit  then,  and  talk  with  her,  she  is  thine  own.  — 
What,  Ariel ;  my  industrious  servant  Ariel ! 

Enter  Ariel. 

ArL  What  would  my  potent  master  ?  here  I  am. 

Pro.  Thou  and  thy  meaner  fellows  your  last  ser^ 
vice 
Did  worthily  perfhrm ;  and  I  must  use  you 
In  such  another  trick :  go.  bring  the  rabble. 
O'er  whom  I  give  thee  power,  here  to  this  place : 
Incite  them  to  quick  motion ;  for  I  must 
Bestow  upon  the  eyes  of  this  young  couple 
Some  vanity  of  mine  art ;  it  is  my  promise. 
And  they  expect  it  Arom  roe. 

Art  Presently ! 

Pro.  Ay,  with  a  twink. 

ArL  Before  you  can  say.  Come,  and  go. 
And  breathe  twice ;  and  cry,  «o,  w  / 
F.ach  one  tripping  on  his  toe. 
Will  be  here  witli  mop  and  mowe; 
Do  you  love  me,  master  f  no. 

Pro.  Dcariy,  my  delicate  Ariel :  do  not  approach. 
Till  thou  dost  hear  me  call.  ,  ^  .. 

ArL  Well  I  conceive.  [Eont, 

Pro.  Look,  thou  be  true ;  do  not  give  dalliance 
Too  much  the  rein;  the  strongest  oaths  are  straw 
To  the  fire  i'  the  blood :  be  more  abstemious. 
Or  else,  good  night,  your  vow  ? 

Fer.  I  warrant  you,  air ; 

The  white-cold  vinrin  snow  upon  my  heart 
Abates  the  ardor  of  my  liver. 

«  Sprinkling. 


Pro,  Won.  — 

Now5X>me,  my  Ariel;  bring  a  corollary,* 
Rather  than  want  a  spirit;  appear,  andj>ertly. — 
No  tongue ;  all  eyes ;  be  6dent  [St(ft  music* 

A  Masque.    Enter  Iris 

Iris,  Ceres,  most  bounteous  lady,  thy  rich  leas 
Of  wheat,  rye,  barley,  vetches,  oats,  and  peas ; 
Thy  turfy  mountains,  where  live  nibbling  sheep. 
And  flat  meads  thatch*d  with  stover,  them  to  keep; 
Thy  banks  with  peonied  and  lillied  brims, 
Which  spongy  April  at  tliy  best*  betrims, 
To  make  cofd  nymphs  chaste  crowns;  and  thy 

broom  groves. 
Whose  shadow  the  dismissed  bachelor  loves, 
Being  lass-lorn  ;  thy  pole-clipt  vineyard  ; 
And  thy  sea-marge,  steril,  and  rocky-hard. 
Where  thou  thyself  dost  air :  The  queen  o'  the  sky. 
Whose  wat'ry  arch,  and  messenger,  am  1, 
Bids  thee  leave  these ;  and  with  her  sovereign  grace, 
Here,  on  this  grass-plot,  in  this  very  place. 
To  come  and  sport :  her  peacocks  fly  amain ; 
Approach,  rich  Ceres,  her  to  entertain. 

Enter  Cerks. 

Cer,  Hail,  many-colored  messenger,  that  ne^er 
Dost  disoltey  the  wife  of  Jupiter; 
Who,  with  thy  saffron  wings,  upon  my  flowers 
Diffuscst  honey-drops,  refreshing  showers ; 
And  with  each  end  of  thy  blue  now  dost  crown 
My  bosky*  acres,  and  my  unshrubb'd  down. 
Rich  scarf  torn  V  proud  earth ;  Why  hath  thy  qneen 
Summoned  me  hither,  to  this  short^^rass'd  greeu  t 

Iris.  A  contract  of  true  love  to  celebrate ; 
And  some  donation  fVeely  to  estate 
On  the  bless'd  lovers. 

Cer.  Tell  me,  heavenly  bow. 

If  Venus,  or  her  son,  as  thou  dost  know. 
Do  now  attend  the  queen  ?  since  they  did  plot 
The  means,  that  du8k>  Dis*  my  daughter  got, 
Her  and  her  blind  boy's  scandal'd  oompauy 
I  have  fbrswom. 

Iris.  Of  her  society 

Be  not  afVaid ;  T  met  her  deity 
Cutting  the  clouds  toward  Paphos ;  and  her  son 
Dove-drawn  with  her :  here  thought  they  to  haw 

done 
Some  wanton  charm  upon  this  man  and  maid. 
Whose  vows  are,  that  no  bed-rite  shall  be  paid 
Till  Hymen's  torch  be  lighted:  but  in  vain; 
Mar's  not  minion  is  return'd  again ; 
Her  waspish-headed  son  has  broke  his  arrows. 
Swears  he  will  shoot  no  more,  but  play  with  spar- 
rows. 
And  be  a  boy  right  out 

Cer,  Highest  queen  of  state, 

Great  Juno  comes :  I  know  her  by  ber  gait 

Enter  Juho. 

Juno.  How  does  my  bounteous  sister  1  Go  with 
me. 


To  bless  this  twain,  that  they  may  prosperous  96 
And  honor'd  in  their  issue. 

SONG. 

Juno.  Honor,  riches,  marriage^lessinff 
Lnni^  eontinuanee^  and  increasing^ 
Hourly  joys  be  still  upon  yoa  . 
Juno  sings  .er  blessings  on  ymt 

•  Alienation  of  mlud.     *  SarpI  "U.     >  0« 

•  Woody.  •  MulOb 
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Trin  Mnnnter,  come,  put  some  lime*  upon  your 
fingers,  and  away  with  the  rest 

CaU  I  will  have  none  on*t :  we  shall  lose  ourtime, 
And  all  be  tum'd  to  barnacles,  or  to  apes 
With  foreheads  villainous  low. 

Ste,  Monster,  lay-to  your  fingers ;  help  to  bear 
thm  away,  where  mv  hogshead  of  wine  is,  or  I'll 
cum  you  out  of  my  kingdom;  go  to,  carry  this. 

THn,  And  this. 

Ste*  Ay,  and  this. 

A  noise  of  hunters  heard.  Enter  diners  Spirits,  in 
shape  of  hounds,  and  hunt  the*n  about ;  Pms- 
FERO  md  Arikl  setting  them  on. 

Pro,  Hey,  Mouniaint  hey  ! 


Art  Silver  /  there  it  eoes,  Silver/ 

Pro,  Fury  /  Fury  /  there.  Tyrant,  there !  bark, 
hark! 

Cai~  Ste.,  and  Thin,  are  driven  out, 
Ho,  charge  my  goblins  that  they  grind  their  joints 
With  dry  convulsions ;  shorten  up  their  sinuws 
With  aged  cramps;  and  more  pinch-spotied  make 

tliem. 
Than  pard«,  or  cat  o'  mountain. 

Ari,  Hark,  they  roar. 

Pro,  Let  them  be  hunted  soundly :  at  this  hour 
Lie  at  my  mercy  all  mine  enemies :  ^ 

Shortly  shall  all  my  labors  end,  and  thou 
Shalt  nave  the  air  at  freedom :  fi>r  a  little. 
Follow,  and  do  me  service.  [Exeuni. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. —  Btfore  the  Cell  qf  Prospero. 

£yt/«r  Prospkro  in  his  magic  rob^s^  and  Ariel. 

Pro.  Now  does  my  project  fi^ather  to  a  head  : 
My  charms  crack  not :  my  spirits  obey ;  and  time 
Goes  upright  with  his  carriage.    How  s  the  day  1 

Aru  On  the  sixth  hour ;  at  which  time,  my  lord. 
You  said  our  work  should  cease. 

Pro.  I  did  say  so. 

When  first  T  rals'd  the  tempest    Say,  my  spirit, 
How  &res  the  king  and  bisi 

Art.  Confin*d  together 

In  the  same  fashion  as  you  gave  in  charge; 
Just  as  you  left  them,  sir;  alt  prisoners 
In  the  lime-grove  which  weather-fends*  your  cell; 
They  cannot  budge,  till  you  release.    The  king, 
His  brother,  and  yours,  abide  all  three  distracted  ; 
And  the  remainder  mourning  over  them, 
Brim-fuU  of  sorrow  and  dismay ;  but  chiefly 
Him  you  term'd,  sir.  The  good  old  lord,  Oonzalo  ,• 
His  tears  run  down  his  beturd,  like  winter's  drops 
From  eaves  of  reeds :  yourcharm  so  strongly  works 

them. 
That  if  you  now  beheld  them,  your  affections 
Would  become  tender. 

Pro,  Dost  thou  think  so,  spirit  ? 

An.  Mine  would,  sir,  were  1  human. 

Pro.  A  nd  mine  shall. 

Host  thou,  which  art  but  air,  a  touch,  a  feeling 
Of  their  afflictions?  and  shall  not  myselC 
One  of  their  kind,  that  relish  all  as  sharply 
Passion  as  they,  be  kindlier  mov'd  than  thou  art? 
Though  with  their  high  wrongs  1  am  struck  to  the 

quick. 
Yet.  with  my  nobler  reason,  'gainst  my  fury 
Do  I  take  part :  the  rarer  action  is 
In  virtue  than  in  vensreance:  they  bein?  penitent. 
The  sole  drift  of  my  purpose  doth  extend 
Not  a  frown  further :  Go,  release  them.  Ariel ; 
My  charms  Til  break,  their  senses  1*11  restore, 
And  they  shall  be  themselves. 

Art  ril  fetch  them.  sir. 

[ExU. 

Pro.  Ye  elves  of  hills,  brooks,  standing  lakes, 
and  groves ; 
And  ye,  that  on  the  sands  with  printless  foot 
Do  chase  the  ebbing  Neptune,  and  do  fly  him. 
When  he  C4»mes  back ;  you  demi-puppets,  that 
Rv  moon-shine  do  the  irreen-sour  rinsrlets  make. 
Whereof  the  ewe  not  bites;  and  you.  whose  pastime 
Is  to  make  midnight-mushrooms;  that  rejoice 
To  hear  the  solemn  curfew ;  by  whose  aid 
(Weak  masters  though  vou  be)  T  have  be-iimm'd 
The  noon-tide  sun,  call  d  fbrth  the  mutinous  winds. 
And  'twixt  the  green  sea  and  the  azur'd  vault 
Set  roaring  war :  to  the  dread  rattlin?  thunder 
Have  I  given  fire,  and  rifted  Jove*s  stout  oak 
With  his  own  bolt:  the  strong-bas*d  promontory 
Have  I  made  shake ;  and  by  tha  spurs  pluckM  up 
The  pine,  and  cedar*  graves,  at  my  command. 
Have  wak*d  their  sleepers;  oped,  and  let  them  (brth 
By  my  so  potent  art:  But  this  rou?h  ma-jic 
I  here  abjure :  and,  when  T  have  requir'd 
Some  heaverlLy  music  (which  even  now  T  do.) 
•  BinHlm*.  •  Defends  ftt>m  bsd  wostber. 


To  work  mine  end  upon  their  senses,  that 

This  airy  charm  is  for,  1  Ml  break  my  staff, 

Bury  it  certain  fkthoms  in  the  earth. 

Ana  deeper  than  did  ever  plummet  sound, 

ru  drown  my  book.  [Solemn  Musie» 

Re-enter  Ariel  :  qfter  him  Alotiso,  tvUh  a  frantic 
gesture,  attended  by  Go^tzalo  ;  Skrasti  A?r  and 
Atttokio  in  like  manner  attended  by  Adriam 
and  Francisco  :  They  all  enter  the  circle  which 
Prospero  had  made,  and  there  stand  charmed  / 
whidi  Prospero  observing,  speaks. 

A  solemn  air.  and  the  best  comforter 

To  an  unsettled  fancy,  cure  thy  brains. 

Now  useless,  boiled  within  thy  skull!  There  stand* 

For  you  are  spell-stopj>*d.  — — 

Holy  Gonzalo,  honorable  man. 

Mine  eyes,  even  sociable  ti  the  shew  of  thine. 

Fall  fellowly  drops. —  The  charm  dissolves  apace; 

And  as  the  morning  steals  upon  the  nifrht. 

Melting  the  darkness,  so  their  rising  senses 

Beein  to  chase  the  ignorant  Aimes  that  mantle 

Their  clearer  reason.  —  O  my  good  Gonzalo, 

My  true  preserver,  and  a  loyal  sir 

To  him  thou  follow'st ;  I  will  pay  thy  graces 

Home  both  in  word  and  deed.  —  Most  cruelly 

Didst  thou,  Alonso,  use  me  and  my  daughter. 

Thy  brother  was  a  ftirtherer  in  the  act ;  — 

Thou*rt  pinch'd  for*t  now,  Sebastian.  — Flesh  and 

blood. 
You  brother  mine,  that  entertain'd  ambition, 
Kxpeird  remorse*  and  nature :  who.  with  f^ebastian, 
(Wnose  inward  pinches  therefore  are  most  ittrong,; 
Would  here  have  killM  your  king ;  1  do  forgive  thee. 
Unnatural  though  thou  art! — Their  understanding 
Beeins  to  swell ;  and  the  approaching  tide  ' 
Will  shortly  fill  the  reasonable  shores. 
That  now  fie  foul  and  muddy.    Not  one  of  them. 
That  yet  looks  on  me,  or  would  know  me : — Ariel, 
Fetch  me  the  hat  and  rapier  in  my  cell ; 

[Exit  Arjeu 
T  will  dis-case  me.  and  my  self  present. 
As  I  was  sometime  Milan :  —  quickly,  spirit : 
Thou  shalt  ere  long  be  free. 

Arikl  re-enters,  .nnging,  and  helps  to  attire 
Prospero. 

Ari.  Where  the  bee  «<cfe*,  there  suck  // 
Jn  a  emvslip*^  bell  I  lie : 
There  I  couch  when  owls  do  cry. 
On  the  baPs  back  I  daily. 
After  summer  merriCv : 
Merrily^  merrily,  shall  J  Hve  now. 
Under  the  hloswm,  that  hang.n  on  the  bough. 

Pro.  Why  that's  my  dainty  Ariel ;  I  shall  miat 
thee; 
But  yet  thou  shalt  have  freedom :  so,  so,  so.  — 
To  the  kin«*8  ship,  invisible  a-s  thou  art : 
There  shalt  thou  find  the  mariners  asleep 
Under  the  hatches;  the  master  and  the  bMtswain 
Being  awake,  enforce  them  to  this  place; 
And  presently,  I  prjfthee. 

Art,  I  drink  the  air  before  me  ^jid  return 
Or  e'er  your  T'ulse  twice  beat,  [Exit  Am 

tLsopard.  «Plty  or  teiid«n#iacf  bsart. 


K 


TEMPKST. 


ActT, 


\Vhe*e,  but  even  now,  with  Htrange  and  several 

noises 
Of  roaring,  shrieking,  howling,  gingling  chains. 
And  inoro  diversity  of  sounds,  all  horrihle. 
We  were  awakM :  straightway,  at  liberty  : 
Where  we,  in  all  ner  trim,  freshly  beheld 
Our  royal,  good,  and  gallant  ship ;  our  master 
Cap'rina  to  eye  her :  On  a  trice,  so  please  you, 
Even  in  a  dream,  were  we  divided  from  them, 
And  were  brought  moping  hither. 
Aru  Wast  well  done*? J 

Pro*  Bravely,  my  diligence.  Thou  shaltV  Aside, 
be  ft-ee.  ) 

Aloru  This  is  as  strange  a  maze  as  e*er  men  trod; 
And  there  is  in  this  business  more  than  nature 
Was  ever  conduct*  of:  some  orado 
Must  rectify  our  knowledge. 

Pro,  Sir,  my  liege. 

Do  not  infect  your  mind  with  beating  on 
The  strangeness  of  this  business;  at  picked  leisure, 
Which  sliall  be  shortly,  single  Til  resolve  you 
(Which  to  you  shall  seem  probable)  of  every 
These  happened  accidents :  till  when,  be  cheerful, 
And  think  of  each   thing  well.  —  Come   hither, 
spirit ;  [Aside, 

Set  Caliban  and  his  companions  fVee  : 
Untie  the  spell.   jExU  Ahikl.]     How  lares  my 

gracious  sir  1 
There  are  yet  missine  of  your  company 
Some  few  odd  lads,  that  you  rememoer  not. 

Re-enfer  Artsi^  driving  in  Calibatt,  Stefhako, 
tmd  TniiccuLo,  in  their  stolen  appareU 

Ste.  Every  man  shift  for  all  the  rest,  and  let  no 
man  take  care  for  himself;  for  all  is  but  fortune : — 
Coragio,  bully-monster,  Coragio ! 

Trin.  If  these  be  true  spies  which  I  wear  in  my 
head.  here*s  a  goodly  sight 

Cat,  O  Setebos,  these  be  brave  spirits,  indeed ! 
How  flne  my  master  is !  I  am  afraid 
He  will  chastise  me. 

Seh,  Ha,  ha ; 

What  things  are  these,  my  lord  Antonio  1 
W  ill  money  buy  them  1 

Anf.  Very  like,  one  of  them 

Is  a  plain  fish.  and.  no  d^ubt,  marketable. 

Pro.  Mark  but  the  badges  of  these  men.  my  lords. 
Tlien  say  if  they  be  true :« — This  mis-shapen  knave, 
His  mother  was  a  witch ;  and  one  so  strong 
That  could  control  the  moon,  make  flows  and  ebbs. 
And  deal  in  her  command,  without  her  power: 
These  three  have  robb'd  me ;  and  this  demi-devil 
For  he's  a  bastard  one)  had  plotted  with  them 

o  take  my  life :  two  of  these  fellows  you 


Must  know,  and  own ;  this  thing  of  darknen  I 
Acknowledge  mine. 

CaL  I  shall  be  pinched  to  death. 

Alon,  Is  not  this  Stephano,  my  drunken  butler  f 

Seb,  He  is  drunk  now :  Where  had  he  wine  Y 

AUm,  And  Trinculo  is   reeling  ripe:     Where 
should  they 
Find  this  grand  liquor  that  hath  gilded  them  !  — 
How  cam*8t  thou  m  this  pickle  1 

Trin,  I  have  been  in  such  a  pickle,  since  I  saw 
you  last,  that,  1  fear  me,  will  never  out  of  my 
Dones :  I  shall  not  fear  fly-blowing. 

Seb,  Why,  how  now,  Stephano  ? 

Ste,  O,  touch  roe  not ;  1  am  not  Stephano,  but  a 
cramp. 

Pro,  You'd  be  king  of  the  isle,  sirrah  1 

Ste,  I  should  hsve  been  a  sore  one  then. 

Alon.  This  is  as  strange  a  thine  as  e*er  I  looked 
on.  [Pointing  to  Caitbait. 

Pro.  He  is  as  disproportion *d  in  his  manners. 
As  in  his  shape :  —  Go,  sirrah,  to  my  cell ; 
Take  with  you  your  companions ;  as  you  look 
To  have  my  pardon,  trim  it  handsomely. 

Cat,  Ay,  that  I  will ;  and  Til  be  wise  hereafter. 
And  seek  for  grace :  What  a  thrice-doubled  ass 
Was  I,  to  take  this  drunkard  for  a  god. 
And  worship  this  dull  fool  ? 

Pro.  Go  to ;  away  ! 

AUm,  Hence,  and  bestow  your  luggage  where 
vou  found  it 

Seb.  Or  stole  it,  rather. 

[Exeunt  Cal.,  Stb.,  and  Twit*  . 

Pro,  Sir,  I  invite  your  highness,  and  your  train. 
To  my  poor  cell:  where  you  shall  take  your  reiit 
For  this  one  night ;  which  (part  of  It)  ni  wat>ie 
With  such  discourse,  as,  I  not  doubt,  shall  maJre  n 
Go  guick  away :  the  story  of  my  life, 
And  the  particular  accidents  gone  by, 
Since  I  came  to  this  isle :  And  in  the  mom, 
ril  bring  you  to  your  ship,  and  so  to  Naples, 
Where  I  have  hope  to  see  the  nuptial 
Of  these  our  dear  beloved  solemniz'd  : 
And  thence  retire  me  to  my  Milan,  where 
Every  third  thought  shall  be  my  grave. 

AUm,  I  long 

To  hear  the  story  of  your  life,  which  must 
Take  the  ear  strangely. 

Pro,  I'D  deliver  all; 

And  promise  you  calm  seas,  auspicious  gales, 
And  sail  so  expeditious,  that  shall  catch 
Your  royal  fleet  far  ofT.  — My  Ariel ;  —  chick. 
That  is  thy  charge  ;  then  to  the  elements 
Be  free,  and  fare  thou  well !  — [Aside,]  Please  yo« 
draw  near.  [Exeunt 


EPILOGUE.  —  Spoken  by  Prosfbbo. 


Now  my  charms  are  all  o^erthrowny 
And  whm  strength  I  have's  mine  own  ; 
Which  is  most  faint :  now,  *tis  true, 
I  must  be  here  confined  by  you^ 
Or  sent  to  Naples :  Let  me  not^ 
Since  I  have  my  dulcdom  got. 
And  pardon  M  the  deceiver y  dwell 
In  t\ts  bare  island,  by  your  spell  / 
But  release  me  from  my  bands. 
With  the  help  cf  your  good  hands,'^ 

•OoBdoetor.  iHoDssi 

•  AppUose;  note  was  supposed  to  dlssolvt  a  qisll. 


Gentle  breath  of  yours  my  satis 
Must  fill,  or  else  my  prm'ect  fails. 
Which  was  to  please:  Now  I  want 
Spirits  to  enforce f  art  to  enchant  / 
And  mv  ending  w  despair. 
Unless  I  be  relieved  by  jjrayer  ; 
Which  pierces  so.  that  it  asraults 
Mercy  ttself,  and  frees  atljauUs. 

As  you  from  crtmes  fuould  pari  m*^  kkm 
Let  your  Indulgence  set  me  free. 


38 


TWO   GENTLEMEN  OF  VERONA. 


Act  L 


Speed,  This  proves  me  still  a  sheep. 

Pro.  True ;  and  thy  master  a  shepherd. 

SjMxd,  Nay,  that  I  can  deny  by  a  circumstance. 

Fr  I.  It  shall  go  hard,  but  I'll  prove  it  by  another. 

Spe'd,  The  shepherd  seeks  the  iheep,  and  not 
the  sheep  the  shepherd;  but  I  seek  my  master,  and 
my  master  seeks  not  me ;  therefore,  I  am  no  sheep. 

Tro.  The  wheep  tor  fodder  follow  the  shepherd, 
the  shepherd  for  u>od  follows  not  the  sheep ;  thou 
for  wa^es  folio  west  thy  master,  thy  master  for  wages 
follows  not  thee  :  therefore  thou  art  a  sheep. 

Speed.  Such  another  proof  will  make  me  cry  baa. 

Pro.  Rut  dost  thou  hear  ?  gav'st  thou  my  letter 
to  Julia  1 

Speed.  Ay,  sir :  I,  a  lost  mutton,  gave  your  letter 
to  her,  a  laced  mutton  ;•  and  she,  a  laced  mutton, 
gave  me,  a  lost  matton,  nothing  for  my  labor. 

Pro.  Here's  too  small  a  pasture  for  such  a  store 
of  muttons. 

Speed.  If  the  ground  be  overcharged,  you  were 
best  stick  her. 

Pro.  Nay,  in  that  you  are  astray,  twere  best 
pound  you. 

Speed.  Nay.  sir,  less  than  a  pound  shall  serve  me 
for  carrying  your  letter. 

Pro,  You  mistake;  I  mean  the  pound,  a  pini)ld. 

Speed.  From  a  pound  to  a  ^in  T  fold  it  over  and 
over, 
1  is  threefold  too  little  for  carrying  a  letter  to  your 
lover. 

Pr,\  But  what  said  she!  did  she  nod? 

[Spssd  nods. 

Speed.  I. 

Pro.  Nod.  1 1  why,  that's  noddy.* 

Speed,  You  mistook,  sir;  I  say*  she  did  nod: 
•ndyou  ask  me,  if  she  did  nod ;  and  I  say,  I. 

Pro.  And  that  set  together,  is—  noddy. 

Speed,  Now  you  have  taken  the  pains  to  set  it 
together,  take  it  for  your  pains. 

Pro.  No,  no,  you  shall  have  it  for  bearing  the  letter. 

Speed.  Well,  1  perceive,  I  must  be  fain  to  bear 
witn  you.  ^  .  ^       ^ 

Pro.  ^  hy,  sir,  how  do  you  bear  with  me  T 

Speed,  Marry,  sir,  the  letter  very  orderly ;  having 
nothing  but  the  word,  noddy,  for  my  pains. 

Pro.  Bcjhrew  me.  but  you  have  a  quick  wit. 

SpwL  And  yet  il  cannot  overtake  your  slow 
purse. 

Pro.  Come,  come,  open  the  matter  in  brief:  What 
said  she?  ,       ,  . 

Speed.  Open  your  purse,  that  the  money,  and 
the  matter,  may  be  both  at  once  delivered. 

Pro.  Well,  sir,  here  is  for  your  pains:   What 

Sp^ei.  Truly,  sir,  I  think  you'll  hardly  win  her. 

pro.  Why?  Couldst  thou  perceive  so  much 
fh>mher?  ,  ..        .    „  - 

Speed  Sir,  I  could  perceive  nothing  at  all  from 
her ;  no,  not  so  much  as  a  ducat  for  delivering  your 
letter :  And  being  so  hard  to  me  that  brought  your 
mind,  T  rear  she'll  prove  as  hard  to  you  in  telling 
her  mind.  Give  her  no  token  but  stones ;  for  she's 
as  hard  as  steel. 

Pro.  What,  said  she  nothing  t 

Speed.  No.  not  so  much  as fake  fhufttr  thy 

Caiw*.    To  testify  your  bountv,  I  thank  you,  you 
ave  testcm'd*  me ;  in  requital  whereof,  henceforth 
carry  your  letters  yourself:  and  so,  sir,  I'll  commend 
you  to  my  master. 
Pro.  Go,  go,  begoiie,  to  save  your  ship  fh)m 
wreck  * 
Which  cannot  perish,  having  thee  aboard. 
Being  destined  to  a  drier  death  on  shore :  — 
I  must  go  send  some  better  messenser ; 
I  ffear,  my  Julia  would  not  deign  my  li»es, 
Receiving  them  from  sucii  a  worthless  post 

[Eixeunt, 

SCEN  E  11.  —  The  same.  Garden  of  Julia's  houH, 
Enter  Julia  and  Lucetta. 

Jut.  But  sav.  Lucetta,  now  we  are  alone, 
Wouldst  thou  then  counsel  me  to  ffell  m  love  ? 

Lue.  Ay,  madam,  ao  you  stumble  not  unheed- 

JuL  Of  all  the  fkir  resort  of  gentlemen. 
That  every  day  with  parte  encounter  me. 
In  thy  opinion,  which  is  worthiest  love  ? 

«  A  term  fbr  a  eonrtesan.         •  A  gams  at  mrds. 

AfllvAn  me  a.  aixBitnee. 


Lite, 


show 


Luc. 
Jul. 
Luc. 
Jul. 

Luc 


Please  you,  repeat  their  names,  I'll 
my  mind 
According  to  my  shallow  simple'skill. 
Jul.  Whatthink'st  thou  of  the  fair  Sir  Kelamour^ 
Luc  As  of  a  knight  well  spoken,  neat  and  fine ; 
But  were  I  you,  he  never  should  be  mine. 
Jul.  What  think'st  thou  of  the  rich  Mercatio? 
Well  of  his  wealth ;  but  of  himself,  so,  so. 
What  think'st  thou  of  the  gentle  Proteus  1 
Lord,  lord !  to  see  what  folly  reigns  in  as ! 
How  now  !  what  means  this  passion  at  hie 
name? 

Pardon,  dear  madam  ;  'tis  a  passing  shame, 

That  I,  unworthy  body  as  I  am. 
Should  censure*  thus  on  lovely  gentlemen. 
JuL  Why  not  on  Proteus,  as  of  all  the  rest? 

Luc  Then  thus, of  many  good  I  think  him 

best 
Jul.  Your  reason? 
.   Lue.  I  have  no  other  but  a  woman's  reason ; 
I  think  him  so,  because  1  think  him  so. 
JuL  And  wouldst  thou  have  me  cast  my  love  on 

him? 
Luc  Ay,  if  you  thought  your  love  not  cast  away. 
JuL  Why.  he  of  all  the  rest,  hath  never  mov'd  me. 
Luc  Yet  he  of  all  the  rest,  I  think,  best  loves  ye. 
JuL  His  littte  speaking  shows  his  love  but  small. 
Luc  Fire,  that  is  closest  kept,  bums  most  of  all. 
JuL  They  do  not  love,  that  do  not  show  their  love. 
Luc  O,  they  love  least,  that  let  men  know  Uieii 
love. 
I  would  I  knew  his  mind. 

Peruse  this  paper,  madam. 
To  JuliOf  —  Say,  from  whom  ? 

That  the  contents  will  show 
Say,  say ;  who  gave  it  thee  ? 


Sir  Vaientine*s  page;  and  sent,  I  think. 


JuL 

Luc 

JuL 

Luc 

JuL 

Luc. 

from  Proteus:  .   .     .     . 

He  would  have  given  it  you,  but  T, being  in  the  way. 
Did  in  your  name  receive  it;  pardon  the  fault  I  pray. 

JuL  Now,  by  my  modesty,  a  goodly  broker  !• 
Dare  you  presume  to  harbor  wanton  lines  ' 
To  whisper  and  conspire  against  my  youth  ? 
Now,  trust  me,  'tis  an  office  of  great  worth, 
And  you  an  officer  fit  for  the  place  ; 
There,  take  the  paper,  see  it  be  retum'd, 
Or  else  return  no  more  into  my  sighL 

Luc  To  plead  for  love  deserves  more  fee  than 
hate. 
Will  you  begone  ? 


That  you  may  ruminate.  [Exit, 
I  would  I  hado^srlook'd  the  h 


JuL 

Lf£C 

JuL  And  yet,  I  would!  had  overlook 'd  the  letter. 
It  were  a  shame  to  call  her  back  again. 
And  pray  her  to  a  fault  for  which  I  chid  her. 
What  fool  is  she,  that  knows  I  am  a  maid. 
And  would  not  force  the  letler  to  my  view  ? 
Since  maids,  in  modesty,  say  iVb,  to  that 
Which  they  would  have  the  profferer  construe,  Ap, 
Fie,  fie !  how  wayward  is  this  foolish  love. 
That,  like  a  testy  babe,  will  scratch  the  nurse. 
And  presently,  all  humbled,  kiss  the  rod! 
How  churlishly  I  chid  Lucetta  hence. 
When  willingly  1  would  have  had  her  here! 
How  angrily  I  taught  my  brow  to  frown,    . 
When  inward  joy  enforc  d  my  heart  to  smi.e ! 
My  penance  is,  to  call  Lucetta  back. 
And  ask  remission  for  my  foUy  past :  — 
What  ho!  Lucetta! 

Re-^nter  Lvcktta, 

jjtc.  What  would  your  ladyship  ' 

JuL  Is  it  near  dinner  time  ? 

l^t^c.  I  would  It  were ; 

That  you  might  kill  your  stomach'  on  your  meat. 
And  not  upon  your  maid.    ^^     .  ,,         ^    . 

JuL  What  Is't  you  took  up 

So  eingcrly  ? 
Luc  Nothing. 

JuL  Why  didst  thou  stoop  then  ' 

Luc  To  take  a  paper  up  that  I  let  fiill. 
JuL  And  is  that  paper  nothing  ? 
lue:  Nothing  conoemm^  me 

JuL  Then  let  it  lie  fbr  those  that  it  concerns. 
Luc  Madam,  it  will  not  lie  where  it  concerns. 
Unless  it  have  a  false  interpreter. 
JuL  Some  love  of  yours  bath  wnt  to  y<y«  \m 
rhyme. 
•  Pass  sentsnos.  •  Matohaia^  «t 

1  Passion  or  rbstinsey. 
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TWO   GENTLEMEN    OF   VERONA. 


Act  it 


Re-enter  Pahthiho. 

Pant.  8ii  Proteus,  your  &ther  calls  for  you; 
^9  is  in  has  e,  therefore,  I  pray  you,  go. 


Pro,  Whv,  this  it  is :  my  heart  accords  thereto , 
And  yet  a  thousand  times  it  answers,  no. 

[Exeunt- 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  I.— Milan.  An  Apartment  in  the  Duke*8 

Paiace. 

Enter  VALEirriifi  and  Spied. 

Speed,  Sir,  your  glove. 

VaL  Not  mine :  my  jgloves  are  on. 

Speed,  Why  then  this  may  be  yours,  for  this  is 
iHit  one. 

VaL  Ha !  let  me  see :  ay  give  it  me,  iVn  mine  :— 
Sweet  ornament  that  decks  a  thing  divine ! 
Ah  Silvia!  Silvia! 

Speed,  Madam  Silvia!  madam  Silvia! 

vat.  How  now,  sirrah  1 

Speed,  She  is  not  within  hearing,  sir. 

rat.  Why,  sir,  who  bade  you  call  her  ! 

Speed,  Your  worship,  sir ;  or  else  I  mistook. 

VaU  Well.  youU  still  be  too  forward. 

Speed,  And  yet  I  was  last  chidden  for  being  too 
slow. 

Vol,  Go  to,  sir ;  tell  me,  do  you  know  madam 
Silvia  1 

Speed.  She  that  your  worship  loves  ? 

VtU,  Why,  how  know  you  that  I  am  in  lovet 

Sjrtd.  Marry,  by  these  special  marks:  First,  you 
have  learned,  like  sir  Proteus,  to  wreath  your  arms 
like  a  male-content ;  to  relish  a  love  song,  like  a 
robin-red-breast ;  to  walk  alone,  like  one  that  had 
the  pestilence  *  to  sigh,  like  a  school-boy  that  had 
lost  his  A,  B,  C ;  to  weep,  like  a  young  wench  that 
had  buriea  her  grandam ;  to  fast,  like  one  that  takes 
diet;*  to  watch,  like  one  that  fears  robbing;  to  speak 
puling,  like  a  beggar  at  Hallowmas.<  You  were 
wont,  when  you  laughed,  to  crow  like  a  cock ;  when 
you  walked,  to  walk  like  one  of  the  lions ;  when 
you  fasted,  it  was  presently  after  dinner;  when  you 
looked  sadly,  it  was  for  want  of  money ;  and  now 

fou  are  metamorphosed  with  a  mistress,  that,  when 
look  on  you,  I  can  hardly  think  you  my  master. 

VaL  Are  all  these  things  perceived  in  met 

Speed,  They  are  all  perceived  without  you. 

VaL  Without  me?    They  cannot 

Socfrf.  Without  you!  nay,  that's  certain,  for 
without  you  were  so  simple,  none  else  would :  but 
you  are  so  without  these  follies,  that  these  follies 
are  within  you,  and  shine  through  you  like  the 
water  in  a  urinal ;  that  not  an  eye,  that  sees  you, 
but  is  a  physician  to  comment  on  your  malady. 

VaL  But,  tell  nte.  dost  thou  know  my  lady  Silvia  t 

Speed,  She,  that  you  gaze  on  so,  as  she  sits  at 
supjperl 

VaL  Hast  thou  observed  that  1  even  she  I  meaiu 

Speed,  Why,  sir,  I  know  her  not 

VaL  Dost  thou  know  her  by  my  gazing  on  her, 
and  yet  know*st  her  not ! 

Speed,  Is  she  not  hard  fiivored,  sirl 

VaL  Not  so  fair,  boy,  as  well  favored. 

Speed.  Sir,  I  know  that  well  enough. 

VaL  W-hat  dost  thou  know  1 

Speed,  That  she  is  not  so  fair,  as  (of  you)  well 
fovored. 

VaL  1  mean,  that  her  beauty  is  exquisite,  but  her 
favor  infinite. 

Spetd,  That's  because  the  one  is  painted,  and 
the  other  out  of  all  count 

VaL  How  painted  1  and  how  out  of  count  ? 

Speed,  Marry,  sir,  so  painted,  to  make  her  ftdr, 
that  no  man  counts  of  her  beauty. 

VaL  How  esteemest  thou  me !  I  account  of  her 
beauty. 

Speedm  Tou  never  saw  her  since  she  was  de- 
formed. 

VaL  How  \onfi:  hath  she  been  deformed  ? 

Speed,  Ever  since  you  loved  her. 

VdL  I  have  loved  her  ver  since  I  saw  her ;  and 
^111 1  see  her  beautiful. 

•  Undsr  a  rcstmen.  *  Allhsllowmss. 


Speed,  If  you  love  her,  you  cannot  see  her. 

VaL  Why! 

Speed,  Because  love  is  blind.  0,  that  you  had 
mine  eyes ;  or  your  own  had  the  lights  they  were 
wont  to  have,  when  you  chid  at  sir  Proteus  for  going 
ungartered. 

VaL  What  should  I  see  then  1 

Speed.  Your  own  present  folly,  and  her  passing 
deformity :  for  he,  being  in  love,  could  not  see  to 
garter  his  hose ;  and  you,  being  in  love,  cannot  see 
to  put  on  your  hose. 

VaL  Belike,  boy,  then  you  are  in  love ;  for  last 
morning  you  could  not  see  to  wipe  my  shoes. 

Speed,  True,  sir;  I  was  in  love  with  my  bed;  I 
thank  you,  you  swinged*  me  for  my  love,  which 
makes  me  the  bolder  to  chide  you  for  yours. 

VaL  In  conclusion,  I  stand  afiectea  to  her. 

Speed.  I  would  you  were  set ;  so,  your  affection 
would  cease. 

VaL  Last  night  she  enjoined  me  to  write  some 
lines  to  one  she  loves. 

Speed,  And  have  you  t 

VaL  I  have. 

Speed,  Are  they  not  lamely  writ ! 

VaL  No,  boy,  but  as  well  as  I  can  do  them :  ^ 
Peace,  here  she  comes. 

Enter  Siltta. 

Speed,  0  excellent  motion  !•  O  exceeding  pup- 
pet!  now  will  he  interpret  to  her. 

VaL  Madam  and  mistress,  a  thousand  good- 
morrows. 

Speed,  O,  give  you  good  even!  here's  a  million 
of  manners.  [AHde, 

SU,  Sir  Valentine  and  servant,  to  you  two  thou- 
sand. 

Speed,  He  should  give  her  interest;  and  she  gives 
it  him.  [Aside, 

VaL   A  s  you  enjoin  *d  me,  I  have  writ  your  letter. 
Unto  the  secret  nameless  friend  of  yours  \ 
Which  I  was  much  unwilling  to  proceed  in. 
But  for  my  duty  to  your  ladyship. 

SU,  I  thank  you,  gentle  servant, 'tis  very  cterkJy« 
done. 

VaL  Now,  trust  me,  madam,  it  came  hardly  off; 
For  being  ignorant  to  whom  it  Koes, 
I  writ  at  random,  very  doubtfully. 

SU,  perchance  you  think  too  much  of  so  much 
pains  1 

VaL  No,  madam;  so  it  stead  you,  I  will  writfi. 
Please  you  command,  a  thousand  times  as  much : 
And  yet, — 

SU,  A  pretty  period !  Well,  1  guess  the  sequel ; 
And  yet  I  will  not  name  it :  —  and  yet  I  care  not; 
And  yet  take  this  again ;  —  and  yet  I  thank  you ; 
Meaning  henceforth  to  trouble  you  no  more. 

Speed,  And  yet  you  will ;  and  yet  another  ^eC 

[Aside* 

VaL  What  means  your  ladyship  ?  do  you  not 
like  it? 

SiL  Yes,  yes:  the  lines  are  very  quaintly  writ. 
But  since  unwillingly,  take  them  again ; 
Nay,  take  them. 

VaL  Madnm,  tliey  arr  for  you. 

SU,  Ay,  ay ;  ytni  writ  them,  sir,  at  my  request . 
But  I  will  none  of  them ;  they  are  for  you  t 
I  would  have  had  them  writ  more  movingly. 

VaL  Please  you,  I  'II  write  your  ladyship  another, 

SU.  And,  when  it's  writ  for  my  sake  read  it  ove* 
And  if  it  please  you,  so;  if  not  why,  so. 

VaL  If  it  please  me,  madam!  what  *hent 

SU.  Why,  if  it  please  you,  take  it  foi  your  la  jor 
And  so  good-morrow,  servant  [ExU  Siltia 

Speed,  0  jest  unseen  inscrutable,  invisible, 

«  Whipped.  »  A  pappttshev. 

«  Like  a  peholar. 
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tJXli'nlr^^^^T''  ■»""'  '"*«'»''  yoar  Wood, 

be>!in.  '  "*"•  •" !  you  "Iways  end  ere  yon 

q&y1ho1off.'°"*»'°'  "»«'»'  P»"eme„.  „d 

Of  wU'."„7i'*s  t'  5;a'e?r ""  «"'«i"«' 

Sour  folJowpra  •  /Xii  •»  oiner  treasure  to  ^iv« 

.auteeVmVZ'j^ZX"'''''*-  «-^^ 
my  M  ■"""'•  «'"'"»»•  "o  "ore ;  Ae„.  come. 

Bn/«r  Duke. 


^^0_GENTI£MEN_OF  VERONA. 


Ofmuch  g^  ne^Jrl'*'  '^^<""  V""'  Wend. 

To'be'of'io^iar.  Kcf^^o;?!.!  !s?r  i^  »''"•"«'»«'• ' 

Thett-.™5  re,M  Ju'cnl'lt' -«"  "<«'-«• 

W^U  conTctii VnJ'i^^i  'ZIT"  T  '"'"'""=1' 
And  though  mywif  have  ^"' °"' •""U"  toftelher; 

r.m,tti„«  the  ,^eet  lineflt  of  time'"  '™*"'' 

Made  u,e  ,nd  «vm4  '  Jet^T'' 
Hi»  yeara  but  youne  biU  h?f ..      ■  '^^^ '" 
Hi»  head  unD.ellow'dh,thu*''Pf "*"<'«•  "Ws 

A.";Tt  r2?5rfor'"a'k'i^^^i';  tr"'  "■»  ^"~'' 

A^?«SSs?rxT:te., 

O^k.  ttfeTh-e?."  """/ii  •;»<•  been  he. 
Silvia,  r  apeak  to  voi^  .„J  "ccordmit  to  his  worth : 

D  d  hold  his  evL  iiI.i,T'   u' ""»'  •"«  m  streaa 
Sit  Belike  SirtSSl^.i"  t*'r.5'y»'«'  'ooka- 

Upon  -op^thif pntr  feifty"'™"'*'"'''  "»™ 
ra.  N.}J..ure,Ui„k;h&thempri.one» 

^^"^  'wL?'"  ■»  "«»•"  «*  Wind  J  and  b.ing 

J^  ~Whte  Ijl'iyto  "e"  out  you  t 
n«.  ThJy  «/'ti2T1„v;*t  lr"'>'  pair  of  eye,. 
,Jal.  To^^^ch7„V°,;*i|;.'l;"«  aneyeatW 
Upon  a  homely  obK^'e' «„";;Sikf  J"""""'! 

*^  "^"u^llS!  ""*  """■"  "«"  come,  .he 
^  "^  "SSS-JS-uf^  Proteuar-M.-..^.,.  i  he- 

«^«i  It  18.  gwect  lady,  entertain  him 
•Indte. 


To  bye  .  look  oTTucb?;„^?L*°:?  /".""  *  ■"•■•"• 

^  That  ,t«7r.'l"iliSrr'  "'  **"'  ^--^ 

^o;  that  you  are  worthj 
iftiter  Servant. 
Ser.  5IadH».  mj.  ,ord  your  father  would  ,p«^  ^ 

«^  I'll  wait  upon  his  pleasure  r  *■    .  o 

Coni^,  8lr  T h  urio,  ^ ^^^  Semi 

Oo  with  me  :--Onco  more,  new  wvant  -«i 

^-  He  U  both  .ttenC  „p„„  ,„„  „<„.7„^""- 

earner  '  "'  *"  *»'»  whence  ;J 

'^^    «",.^otr.3"  "•  "•"■  ""  ""•  «■•"  "J 
JW.  And  how  do  yonra? 

Fa/.   How  doe.  your  ladr'f  '^'^A*"  *"  *°  **"^'^  ^ 
lovef         ^     '  '■*'^'  "^l  how  thrfree  jw 

/Vo.  My  Ulea  of  lore  wen*  *»»*  ♦« 

I  X-ow  yo.  jo,  not  Ic'.T'.'r.diral':"''  """ 

JS?'I'hP.°J'"?  ^  •"'"  corrertiC*^ 

P^'  Nrbm'Jh""'' ■'  •'*  ""'  a'^fS.venly  „,„„ 
nd  I  mj,*  Sinister 'tteIi?:rtn^„:S."«'  """^  P*"" 


And ,  mu£mini;SM''to^-     

p^' px~;?."„"*  '-^""^ »" «» ««rth. 

»;ra.  c-xcept  my  miatreaa. 

At-'^f**""  '«efvys;s'chtSc?teniL 

m  Not^for  the  world  :  why,  mai,,  she  ia  ,ah. 
And  I  aa  rich' in  havine  auch  a  icwel 

teM'i  r„'oW,i;  s  7h^ 

fepvrh.rAS'- 
Wrw^s-iTztj^i  '^x  team. 
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Acrm 


Lett  it  should  bum  above  the  bounds  of  reason. 

Jul.  The  more  thou  dam'st  it  up,  the  more  it  burns; 
The  current,  that  with  gentle  murmur  gli  es. 
Thou  know'st,  being  stopp'd,  impatiently  doth  rage ; 
But,  when  his  lair  course  is  not  hindered. 
He  makes  sweet  music  with  the  enamel'd  stones, 
Giving  a  gentle  kiss  to  every  sedge 
He  overtake th  in  his  pilgrimage ; 
And  so  by  many  winding  nooks  he  strays, 
With  willing;  sport  to  the  wild  ocean. 
Then  let  me  go,  and  hinder  not  my  course : 
I'll  be  as  patient  as  a  gentle  stream, 
And  make  a  pastime  of  each  weary  step, 
Till  the  last  step  have  brought  me  to  my  love ; 
And  there  I'll  rest,  as,  after  much  turmoil,* 
\  blessed  soul  doth  in  Klysium. 

Luc.  But  in  what  habit  will  you  go  along  t 

JuL  Not  like  a  woman ;  for  I  would  prevent 
The  loose  encounters  of  lascivious  men : 
Gentle  Lucetta,  fit  me  with  such  weeds 
As  may  beseem  some  well-reputed  page. 

Luc  Why,  then  your  ladyship  must  cut  your  hair. 

JuL  No,  girl:  I'll  knit  it  up  in  silken  strings, 
With  twenty  odd-conceited  true-love  knots: 
To  be  fantastic  may  become  a  youth 
Of  greater  time  than  I  shall  show  to  be. 

Luc  What  fashion,  madam,  shall  I  make  your 
breeches  1 

JuL  That  fits  as  well,  as — ''tell  me,  good  my 
lord. 
What  compass  will  you  wear  your  farthingale  ?  *' 
Why,  even  that  fashion  thou  best  lik'st,  Lucetta. 

Luc  You  must  needs  have  them  with  a  cod> 
piece,  madam. 

JuL  Out,  out,  Lucetta!  that  will  be  ill-favor  d. 

Luc  A  round  hose,  madam,  now's  not  worth  a 
pin* 


Unless  you  have  a  cod-piece  to  stick  pins  on. 

JuL  Lucetta,  as  thou  lov'st  me,  let  me  have 
What  thou  think'st  meet,  and  is  most  mannerly : 
But  tell  me,  wench,  how  will  the  world  repute  ine, 
For  undertaking  so  unstaid  a  journey  1 
I  fear  me,  it  will  make  me  scandalized. 

Luc  If  you  think  so.then  stay  at  home,and  go  not 

JuL  Nay,  that  I  will  not. 

Luc  Then  never  dream  on  infamy,  but  go. 
If  Proteus  like  your  journey,  when  you  come. 
No  matter  who's  displeased,  when  you  are  gone: 
I  fear  me*  he  will  scarce  be  pleas'd  withal. 

JuL  That  is  the  least,  Lucetta,  of  my  fear : 
A  thousand  oaths,  an  ocean  of  his  teara, 
And  instances  as  mfinite  of  love, 
Warrant  me  welcome  to  my  Proteus. 

Luc  All  these  are  servants  to  deceitful  men. 

JuL  Base  men  that  use  them  to  so  base  effect! 
But  truer  stars  did  govern  Proteus'  birth : 
His  words  are  bonds,  his  oaths  are  oracles ; 
His  love  sincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate; 
His  tears  pure  messengers  sent  from  his  heart; 
His  heart  as  for  from  fraud,  as  heaven  from  eartb. 

Luc  Pray  heaven,  he  prove  so,  when  you  come 
to  him! 

JuL  Now,  as  thou  lov*st  me,  do  him  not  that 
wrong. 
To  bear  a  hard  opinion  of  his  truth : 
Only  deserve  my  love,  by  loving  him ; 
And  presently  go  with  me  to  my  chamber 
To  take  a  note  of  what  I  stand  in  need  of, 
To  furnish  me  upon  my  longing*  journey. 
All  that  is  mine  I  leave  at  thy  dispose. 
My  goods,  my  lands,  my  reputation ; 
Only  in  lieu  thereof  dispatch  me  hence : 
Come,  answer  not,  but  to  it  presently ; 
I  am  impatient  of  my  tarriance.  [ExeimL 


ACT  III 


SCEN  EI.  —  MUan.   A  n  Antt-room  in  the  Duke's 

Palace 

Enter  Dukk,  Thurio,  and  Pmorsus. 

Jhikt.  Sir  Thurio.  give  us  leave,  I  pray,  awhile ; 
We  have  some  secrets  to  confer  about. — 

[Exit  Thurio. 
Now,  tell  me,  Proteus,  what's  your  will  with  me  1 

Pro.  My  gracious  lord,  that  which  I  would  dis- 
cover. 
The  law  of  firiendship  bids  me  to  conceal : 
But,  when  I  call  to  mind  your  gracious  favors 
Done  to  me,  undeserving  as  I  am. 
My  duty  pricks  me  on  to  utter  that 
Which  else  no  worldly  good  should  draw  fVom  me. 
Know,  worthy  prince,  sir  Valentine,  my  friend. 
This  night  intends  to  steal  away  your  daughter; 
Myself  am  one  made  privy  to  the  plot 
I  know,  you  have  determin'd  to  bestow  her 
On  Thurio,  whom  your  gentle  daughter  hates ; 
And  should  she  thus  be  stolen  away  from  you. 
It  would  be  much  vexation  to  your  age. 
Thus,  for  my  duty's  sake,  I  rather  choose 
To  cross  my  friend  in  his  intended  drift. 
Than,  by  concealing  it,  heap  on  your  head 
A  pack  of  sorrows,  which  would  press  you  down, 
Being  unprevented,  to  your  timeless  grave. 

Duke  Proteus,  I  thank  thee  for  thine  honest  care ; 
Which  to  requite,  command  me  while  1  live. 
This  love  of  theirs  myself  have  often  seen. 
Haply,  when  they  have  judged  me  fast  asleep; 
And  oftentimes  have  purpos'd  to  forbid 
Sir  Valentine  her  company,  and  my  court: 
But.  fearing  lest  my  jealous  aim '  might  err, 
Ana  so,  unworthily,  disgrace  the  man, 
(A  rashness  that  I  ever  yet  have  shunn'd,) 
I  gave  him  gentle  looks ;  thereby  to  find 
That  which  thyself  hast  now  dtsclos'd  to  me. 
And,  that  thou  mayst  perceive  my  fear  of  this, 
Knowing  that  tender  youth  is  soon  suggested," 
I  nightly  lodge  her  in  an  upper  tower, 
The  key  whereof  myself  have  ever  kept; 
•  TKmbls  « Qwem.  •  T«mpt«d. 


And  thence  she  cannot  be  convey'd  away. 

Pro.  Know,  noble  lord,  they  have  devis'd  a  memi 
How  he  her  chamber  window  will  ascend. 
And  with  a  corded  ladder  fetch  her  down ; 
For  which  the  youthful  lover  now  is  gone. 
And  this  way  comes  he  with  it  presently ; 
Where,  if  it  pk^se  you,  you  may  intercept  him. 
But,  good  my  lord,  do  it  so  cunningly. 
That  my  discovery  be  not  aimed  •  at ; 
For  love  of  you,  not  hate  unto  my  friend. 
Hath  made  me  publisher  of  this  pretence.* 

Duke.  Upon  mine  honor,  he  shall  never  know 
That  I  had  any  light  from  thee  of  this. 

Pro.  Adieu,  my  lord ;  sir  Valentine  is  coming. 

[Exit 

Enter  VALBimiri. 

Duke.  Sir  Valentine,  whither  away  so  ffest? 

VaU  Please  it  your  grace,  there  is  a  messenger 
That  stays  to  bear  my  letters  to  my  friends, 
And  I  am  going  to  deliver  them. 

Duke.  Be  they  of  much  import? 

VaL  The  tenor  of  them  doth  but  signify 
My  health,  and  happy  being  at  your  court. 

Duke.  Nay,  then,  no  matter ;  stay  with  me  awhile; 
I  am  to  break  with  thee  of  some  affairs. 
That  touch  me  near,  wherein  thou  must  be  secret 
'Tis  not  unknown  to  thee,  that  I  have  sought 
To  match  my  friend,  sir  Thurio,  to  my  daughter. 

VaU  I  know  it  well,  my  lord  \  and,  sure,  the  mate!! 
Were  rich  and  honorable;  besides,  the  gentleman 
Is  full  of  virtue,  bounty,  worth,  and  qualities 
Beseeming  such  a  wife  as  your  fkir  daughter: 
Cannot  your  grace  win  her  to  fkncy  him  1 

Duke.  No,  trust  me;  she  is  peevish,  sullen,  ror 
ward, 
Proud,  disobedient,  stubborn,  lackmg  duty ; 
Neither  regarding  that  she  is  my  rhild, 
Nor  fearing  me  as  if  I  were  her  father: 
And,  may  I  say  to  thee,  this  pride  of  hera. 
Upon  advice,  hath  drawn  my  kjve  from  her; 
And,  where  I  thought  the  remnant  of  mine  ag* 
•  Longed  fbr.        *OuesNd.  I>Miic» 
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VaL  No  more;  unless  the  next  word  that  thou 
8p4!ak'8t 
Have  some  malignant  power  upon  my  life : 
If  so,  1  pray  Uiee,  breathe  it  in  mine  ear, 
As  ending  anthem  of  my  endless  dolor. 

Pro*  CeaMe  to  lament  for  that  thou  canst  not  help, 
And  study  help  for  that  which  thou  lament'st 
Time  is  the  nurse  and  breeder  of  all  good. 
Here  if  thou  stay,  thou  canst  not  see  thy  love ; 
Besides,  thy  staying  will  abrid^^e  thy  life. 
Hope  is  a  lover's  staff!;  walk  hence  with  that. 
And  manage  it  against  despairing  thoughts. 
Thy  letters  may  be  here,  though  thou  art  hence : 
Which,  being  writ  to  me,  shall  be  deliver'd 
Kven  in  the  milk-white  bosom  of  thy  love. 
The  time  now  serves  not  to  expostulate : 
Come,  rU  convey  thee  through  the  city  gate; 
And,  ere  1  part  with  thee,  confer  at  large, 
Of  all  that  may  concern  tny  love  affairs : 
As  thou  lov*st  Silvia,  though  not  for  thyself, 
Regard  thy  danger,  and  along  with  me. 

VcU.  Ipraythee,Launce,anifthouseestmyboy, 
Bid  him  make  haste,  and  meet  me  at  the  north  gate. 

Pro,  Go,  sirrah,  find  him  out    Come,  Valentine. 

VaL  O  my  dear  Silvia !  hapless  Valentine ! 

[Exeunt  Valeittixb  and  Puotkus. 

Laun.  I  am  but  a  fool,  look  you ;  and  yet  I  have 
the  wit  to  think  my  master  is  a  kind  of  a  knave: 
but  that's  all  one,  if  he  be  but  one  knave.  He  lives 
not  now,  that  knows  me  to  be  in  love:  yet  I  am  in 
love ;  but  a  team  of  horse  shall  not  pluck  that  from 
me ;  nor  who  'tis  I  love,  and  yet  'tis  a  woman :  but 
what  woman,  I  will  not  tell  myself;  and  yet  'tis  a 
milk-maid:  yet  'tis  not  a  maid,  for  she  hath  had 
gossips:  yet  'tis  a  maid,  for  she  is  her  master's 
maid,  ana  serves  for  wages.  She  hath  more  quali- 
ties than  a  water  spaniel, — which  is  much  in  a 
bare  Christian.  Here  is  the  catalog  [prilling  otit  a 
paper]  of  her  conditions.  Imprimis,  Ske  can  fetch 
and  carry.  Why,  a  horse  can  do  no  more ;  nay,  a 
horse  cannot  fetch,  but  only  carry ;  therefore,  is 
she  better  than  a  jade.  Item,  She  can  milk  ;  look 
you,  a  sweet  virtue  in  a  maid  with  clean  hands. 


Enter  Spied. 


news 


Speed.  How,  now,  slgnior  Laancel  what 
with  your  mastership  ? 

Laun.  With  my  master's  ship!   why,  it  Is  at 
sea. 

Speed.  Well,  your  old  vice  still:  mistake  the 
word :  What  news  then  in  your  paper  ? 

Latiru  The  blackest  news,  that  ever  thou  beard'st 

Speed.  Why,  man,  how  black  1 

Laun.  Why,  as  black  as  ink. 

Speed,  Let  me  read  them. 

Laun.  Fie  on  thee,  jolt^head;  thou  canst  not  read. 

Speed.  Thou  liest,  I  can. 

Laun.  I  will  try  thee ;  tell  me  this :  who  begot 
theel 

Speed.  Marry,  the  son  of  my  grandfather. 

Laun.  O  ilhterate  loiterer!  it  was  the  son  of 
thy  grandmother:  this  proves,  that  thou  canst  not 
read. 

Speed.  Come,  fool,  come ;  try  me  in  thy  paper. 

Laun.  There ;  and  Saint  Nicholas*  be  tny  speed ! 

Speed.  Imprimis,  She  can  mWc 

Laun.  Ay,  ttuit  she  can. 

Speed.  Item,  She  breion  good  ale, 

Laun.  And  thereof  comes  the  proverb, — Bless- 
ing of  your  heart,  you  brew  good  ale. 

Speed.  Item,  She  can  $ew. 

Laun.  That's  as  much  as  to  say,  Can  she  sol 

Speed.  Item,  She  can  knit, 

Laun.  What  need  a  man  care  for  a  stock  with 
a  wench,  when  she  can  knit  him  a  stock  t 

Speed,  Item,  She  can  wash  and  scour. 

Ixtun,  A  special  virtue;  for  then  she  need  not 
be  wairiied  and  scoured. 

Speed.  Item,  She  eon  apin, 

Laun,  Then  may  I  set  the  world  on  wheels 
when  she  can  spin  for  her  living. 

Speed,  Item,  She  hath  many  nameless  virtues, 

Laun,  That's  as  much  as  to  say.  bastard  vir- 
tues: that,  indeed,  know  not  their  fiithers,  and 
iherefbre  have  no  names. 

Speed.  Here  fallow  her  vices, 
'  Laun.  Close  at  the  heels  of  her  virtues. 
«8t  Nldiolas  pwsMsd  ovtr  joong  ■ebolafs. 


Speed,  Item.  She  is  not  to  be  kvuted  fastings  in 
respect  of  her  breath. 

Laun,  Well,  that  fault  may  be  mended  with  a 
In-eakfast :  read  on. 

Speed.  Item.  She  hath  a  sweet  mouth, 

Laun,  That  makes  amends  for  her  sour  breath. 

Speed,  Item,  She  doth  talk  in  her  sleep, 

Laun,  It's  no  matter  for  that,  so  she  sleep  no* 
in  her  talk. 

Speed,  Item,  She  is  slow  in  words, 

Laun,  O  villain,  that  set  this  down  among  he 
vices !  To  be  slow  in  words,  is  a  woman's  onl) 
virtue :  I  pray  thee,  out  with  't ;  and  place  it  for  bet 
chief  virtue. 

Speed,  Item,  She  is  proud. 

Laun,  Out  with  that  too;  it  was  Eve's  legacy, 
and  cannot  be  ta'en  from  her. 

Speed,  Item,  She  hnth  no  teeth, 

Laun,  I  care  not  for  that  neither,  because  I  lova 
crusts. 

Speed.  Item,  She  is  atrsf.* 

Laun,  Well ;  the  best  is,  she  hath  no  teeth  to  bit«. 

Speed.  Item,  She  will  qflen  praise  her  liquor. 

Laun,  If  her  liquor  be  ^o<Ay  she  shall :  if  she 
will  not.  I  will ;  for  ^ood  things  should  be  praised* 

Speed,  Item,  She  w  too  liberal.* 

Laun,  Of  her  tongue  she  cannot ;  for  that's  writ 
down  she  is  slow  of;  of  her  purse  she  shall  not; 
for  that  I'll  keep  shut:  now,  of  another  thing  she 
may,  and  that  I  cannot  help.    Well,  proceed. 

Speed.  Item,  She  hath  more  hair  than  wU,  and 
more  faults  than  hairsj  and  more  wealth  than 
faults. 

Laun.  Stop  there ;  I'll  have  her :  she  was  mine, 
and  not  mine,  twice  or  thrice  in  that  last  article : 
rehearse  that  once  more. 

Speed.  Item,  She  hath  ^nore  hair  than  wit,  — 

iMun.  More  hair  than  wit, —  it  may  be;  I*n 
prove  it :  the  cover  of  the  salt  hides  the  salt,  and 
therefore  it  is  more  than  the  salt;  the  hair  that 
covers  the  wit,  is  more  than  th«>  wit ;  for  the  greali^i 
hides  the  less.    What  s  next ! 

Speed.  And  more  faults  than  hairs^ — 

Laun.  That's  monstrous :  O,  that  that  were  out ! 

SpeciL  And  more  wealth  thim  faults. 

Laun.  Why.  that  word  makes  the  &u1ts  gra- 
cious :  Well,  rll  have  her ;  and  if  it  be  a  match,  aa 
nothing  is  fmpossiblo,  — 

Speed,  What  then! 

Laun,  Whv,  then  I  will  tell  thee,— that  thy 
master  stays  fox  thee  at  the  north  gate. 

Speed,  Forme? 

Laun,  For  thee  ?  ay ;  who  art  thou  ?  be  bath 
staid  for  a  better  man  than  thee. 

Spud.  And  must  I  go  to  him  t 

Lauh.  Thou  must  run  to  him,  for  thou  hast 
staid  so  long,  that  iroing  will  scarce  serve  the  turn. 

Speed.  Why  didst  not  tell  me  sooner  1  'pox  of 
your  love-letters !  f  Exit. 

)  Laun.  Now  will  he  be  swinged  for  reading  my 
letter:  An  unmannerly  slave,  that  will  thrust  nim* 
self  into  secrets !  —  I'll  after,  to  rejoice  in  the  boy'e 
correction.  [Exit, 

SCENE  II.  —  The  same.    A  room  in  the  Duke's 

Palace. 

Enter  Dukk  and  Thurio  ;  Protbus  behind. 

Duke.  Sir  Thurio,  fear  not,  but  that  she  will  love 

Jrou, 
entme  is  banish 'd  from  her  sieht 

Thu,  Since  his  exile  she  hath  despised  me  most. 
Forsworn  my  company,  and  raiPd  at  me. 
That  1  am  desperate  of  obtaining  her. 

Duke.  This  weak  impress  of  love  is  as  a  figure 
Trenched*  in  ice ;  which  with  an  hour's  heat 
Dissolves  to  water  and  doth  lose  his  form. 
A  little  time  will  melt  her  fVozen  thoughts, 
And  worthless  Valentine  shall  be  fbrzoi.  — 
How  now,  sir  Proteus  ?  Is  your  countryman. 
According  to  our  proclamation,  gone  ? 

Pro.  Gone,  my  good  lord. 

Duke.  My  daughter  takes  his  going  grfevoualy 

Pro.  A  little  time,  my  lord,  will  kill  that  grief. 

Duke.  So  I  believe ;  but  Thurio  thinks  not  ao. 
Proteus,  the  good  conceit  1  hold  of  thee 

S'or  thou  hast  shown  some  sign  of  good  deaort) 
akes  me  the  better  to  confer  with  thee. 

•  Froward.      «  Uopnttoos  la  lai  gaffs.       *Omk. 
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To  ma^.  i  t  tvi tue  of  necoMity. 
And  liT<3,  u  we  io,  in  this  wildemeM? 
3  Out,  Wliat  My'st  thou  1  wilt  thou  be  of  our 
consort ! 
Kay«  ay*  and  be  the  captain  of  us  all : 
We*U  do  thee  homa<;e,  and  be  rul'd  by  thee, 
Love  thee  as  our  commander,  and  our  klnf, 

1  Out,  But  if  thou  scorn  our  courtesy,  thou  diest 

2  Out,  Thou  shalt  not  live  to  brag  what  we  have 

offerM. 
Vol,  I  take  your  offer,  and  will  live  with  you ; 
provided  that  you  do  no  outrages 
On  silly  women,  or  poor  passent^ers. 

3  Out.  No,  we  detest  such  vile  base  practices. 
Come,  go  with  us.  we'll  bring  thee  to  our  crews, 
And  show  thee  all  the  treasure  we  have  got ; 
Which,  with  ourselves,  all  rest  at  thy  dispose. 

[Exeuni, 

SCENE  II.  — Milan.    Court  qf  the  Palace, 

Enter  Photbvs. 

Pro,  Already  have  I  been  fklse  to  Valentine, 
And  now  I  must  be  as  unjust  to  Thurio. 
Under  the  color  of  commending  him, 
I  have  access  my  own  love  to  prefer : 
But  Silvia  is  too  fair,  too  true,  too  holy, 
To  be  corrupted  with  my  worthless  gifts. 
When  1  protest  true  loyalty  to  her. 
She  twits  me  with  my  Ailsehood  to  my  friend: 
When  to  her  beauty  I  commend  my  vows. 
She  bids  me  think,  now  I  have  been  forsworn 
In  breaking  faith  with  Julia  whom  I  lov'd : 
And.  notwithstanding  all  her  sudden  quips,« 
Tlie  least  whereof  would  quell  a  lover's  hope. 
Yet,  spanieMike,  the  more  she  spurns  my  love. 
The  more  it  grows  and  fowneth  on  her  still. 
But  here  comes  Thurio:  now  must  we  to  her  window. 
And  give  some  evening  music  to  her  ear. 

Enter  Tbukio  and  Musicians. 

Thu,  How  now,  sir  Proteus,  are  you  crept 
before  us  ? 

Pro,  Ay,  gentle  Thurio ;  for  you  know,  that  love 
Will  creep  in  service  where  it  cannot  go. 

Thu,  Ay,  but  I  hope,  sir,  that  you  love  not  here. 

Pro,  Sir,  but  I  do ;  or  else  I  would  be  hence. 

Thu,  Whom!  Silvia  1 

Pro-  Ay,  Silvia,  —  for  your  sake. 

Thu,  I  thank  you  for  your  own.  Now,  gentlemen. 
Let's  tune,  and  to  it  lustily  a  while. 

Enter  Hon,  at  a  distance  f  and  Julia  in  boy's 

clothes. 

Host,  Now,  my  joung  guest !  methinks  you're 
allycholly ;  I  pray  you,  why  is  it  t 
Jul.  Marry,  mine  host,  because  I  cannot  be  merry. 
Host,  Come,  we'll  have  you  merry:  I'll  bring 

Sou  where  you  shall  bear  music,  and  see  the  gen- 
eman  that  you  ask'd  for. 
JuL  But  shall  I  hear  him  speak? 
Host,  Ay,  that  you  shall. 
JuL  That  will  be  music  [Aftmc  plays. 

Host,  Hark!  hark! 
Jul,  Is  he  among  these  ? 
Host,  Ay,  but  peace,  let's  hear  'em. 

SONG. 

WhoisSUviaJf  Whatisshe? 

That  all  our  swains  commend  her  ? 
Holy ^  fair,  and  tvise  is  she  .• 

T%e  heavens  such  grace  did  lend  her^ 
That  she  might  admired  be. 

Is  she  kind,  as  she  is  fair  ? 

For  beauty  lives  unfh  kindness : 
Love  doth  to  her  eves  repair. 

To  help  him  qf  his  blindness  ; 
And,  bemg  helped,  inhabits  there. 

Then  to  Silvia  let  us  sing. 

That  Silvia  is  excelling  ; 
She  exrels  each  mortal  thing. 

Upon  the  dull  earth  dtvellmg  / 
To  her  Ictus  garlands  bring. 

Host.  How  now  ?  are  you  sadder  than  you  were 
before? 
How  do  you,  man  ?  the  music  likes  you  not 
«  PssskNists  repromdMS. 


Jul,  You  mistake ;  the  musician  likes  me  noL 

Hmt.  Why,  my  pretty  youth  I 

JuL  He  plays  false,  father. 

Host.  How  !  out  of  tune  on  the  strings? 

JuL  Not  so ;  but  yet  so  false  that  be  grieves  my 
very  heart-strings. 

Host.  You  have  a  quick  ear. 

JuL  Ay,  I  would  I  were  deaf!  it  makes  me 
have  a  slow  heart 

Host.  I  perceive  you  delight  not  in  music 

JuL  Not  a  whit,  when  it  jars  so. 

Host.  Hark,  what  fine  change  is  in  the  music ! 

JuL  Ay ;  that  change  is  the  spite. 

Host.  You  would  liave  them  always  play  but 
one  thing  ? 

JuL  1  would  always  have  one  play  but  one  thing. 
But,  host,  doth  this  sir  Proteus,  toat  we  talk  on, 
often  resort  unto  this  gentlewoman  ? 

Host.  I  tell  you  what  Launce,  his  man,  told  me, 
he  loved  her  out  of  all  nick.* 

JuL  Where  is  Launce  1 

Host.  Gone  to  seek  his  dog;  which,  to-morrow, 
by  his  master's  command,  he  must  carry  for  a 
present  to  his  lady. 

JuL  Peace  !  stand  aside  !  the  company  parts. 

Pro.  Sir  Thurio,  fear  not  you !  I  will  so  plead 
That  you  shall  say,  my  cunning  drill  excels. 

Thu.  Where  meet  we? 

Pro.  At  saint  Gregory's  welL 

Thu,  Farewell. 

[Exeunt  Thubio  and  Musicians 

SiLYiA  appears  above,  at  her  window* 

Pro.  Madam,  good  even  to  your  ladyship. 

Sil,  I  thank  you  for  your  music,  gentlemen : 
Who  is  that  that  spake  ? 

Pro.  One.  lady,  if  you  knew  his  pure  heart's  truth. 
You'd  quickly  learn  to  know  him  by  his  voice. 

SiL  Sir  Proteus,  as  I  take  it 

Pro.  Sir  Proteus,  gentle  lady,  and  your  servant. 

SiL  What  is  your  will  ? 

Pro.  That  I  may  compass  yours. 

SiL  You  have  your  wish ;  my  will  is  even  this, — 
That  presently  you  hie  you  home  to  bed. 
Thou  subtle,  perjur'd,  false,  disloyal  man  ? 
Think'st  thou.  1  am  so  shallow,  so  conceitlcss. 
To  be  seduced  by  thy  flattery. 
That  hast  deceivM  so  many  with  thy  vows? 
Return,  return,  and  make  thy  love  amends. 
For  me,  —  by  this  pale  queen  of  night  1  swear, 
I  am  so  lar  from  granting  thy  request 
That  I  despise  thee  for  thy  wrongftil  suit ; 
And  by  and  by  intend  to  chide  myself. 
Even  for  this  time  I  spend  in  talkm^  to  thee. 

Pro.  I  grant  sweet  love,  that  I  did  love  a  lady  , 
But  she  is  dead. 

JuL  'Twere  false,  if  I  should  speak  it ; 

For  I  am  sure  she  is  not  buried.  [Aside, 

SiL  Say  that  she  be ;  yet  Valentine,  thy  friend. 
Survives ;  to  whom,  thyself  art  witness, 
I  am  betrothed :  And  art  thou  not  ashamed 
To  wrong  him  with  thy  importtHnacy  7 

Pro.  I  likewise  hear,  that  Valentine  is  dead. 

SiL  And  so,  suppose,  am  1 5  for  in  his  grave 
Assure  thyself  my  love  is  buned. 

Pro.  Sweet  lady,  let  me  rake  it  from  the  earth. 

SiL  Go  to  thy  lady's  grave,  and  call  her's  theuoe, 
Or.  at  the  least,  in  her's  sepulchre  thine. 

JuL  He  beard  not  that.  [Aside 

Pro.  Madam,  if  your  heart  be  so  obdurate, 
Vouchsafe  me  yet  your  picture  for  my  love. 
The  picture  that  is  hangmfr  in  your  chamber; 
To  that  I'll  speak,  to  that  Til  sigh  and  weep : 
For,  since  the  substance  of  your  perfect  seu 
Is  else  devoted,  I  am  but  a  shadow ; 
And  to  your  shadow,  I  will  make  true  love. 

Jul.  If  'twere  a  substance,  you  would,  sure,  do> 
ceive  it 
And  make  it  but  a  shadow,  as  I  am.  .  [Aside 

SiL  I  am  very  loth  to  be  your  idol,  sir ; 
But,  since  your  falsehood  shall  become  you  well 
To  worship  shadows,  and  adore  Alse  sba|>e8, 
Send  to  me  in  the  morning,  and  I'll  send  it* 
And  so  good  rest 

Pro.  As  wretches  have  o*er  night. 

That  wait  for  execution  in  the  mom. 

[Exeunt  Protevs,  and  Siiyia fhfm  o6o«e. 
•  Beyond  tfl  rwkonlnc* 
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Because  I   yve  him,  I  must  pity  him. 

This  ring  I  gave  him,  when  he  parted  from  me, 

To  bind  nin  to  rememl>er  my  good  will : 

A  Ad  now  am  I  (unhappy  meaaenger) 

To  plead  for  that  which  1  would  not  obtain ; 

To  carry  that  which  I  would  have  refus'd; 

To  praise  his  Auth,  which  I  would  have  dispraised. 

I  am  my  master's  true  confirmed  love; 

But  cannot  be  true  servant  to  my  master, 

Unless  I  prove  false  traitor  to  myself. 

Yet  1  will  woo  for  him ;  but  yet  so  coldly, 

As,  heaven  it  knows,  I  would  not  have  him  speed. 

Enier  Silvia  attended. 

Gentlewoman,  good  day !  I  pray  you,  be  my  mean 
To  bring  me  where  to  speak  with  madam  Silvia. 

St/,  what  would  you  with  her,  if  that  I  be  she  1 

JuL  If  you  be  she,  1  do  entreat  yout  patience 
To  hear  mc  speak  the  message  I  am  sent  on. 

Sil,  From  whomi 

JuL  From  my  master,  sir  Proteus,  madam 

Sit,  O !  —  he  sends  you  for  a  picture  I 

JuL  Ay,  madam. 

SiL  Ursula,  bring  my  picture  there. 

[Picture  brought. 
&o,  give  your  master  this:  tell  him  from  me. 
One  Julia  that  his  changing  thoughts  forget. 
Would  better  fit  his  chamber  than  this  shadow. 

JuL  Madam,  please  you  peruse  this  letter.— > 
Pardon  me,  madam;  I  have  unadvised 
Deliver'd  you  a  paper  that  I  should  not; 
This  is  the  letter  to  your  ladyship. 

SiL  I  pray  thee,  (et  me  look  on  that  again. 

JuL  It  may  not  be;  good  madam,  pardon  me. 

SiL  There,  hold, 
I  will  not  look  uponyour  master^s  lines: 
(  know  they  are  stuflPd  with  protestations. 
And  full  ot  new-found  oaths ;  which  be  will  break 
As  easily  as  I  do  tear  his  paper. 

JuL  Madam,  he  sendA  your  ladyship  this  ring. 

8U.  The  more  shame  for  him  that  he  sends  it  me : 
For  I  have  heard  him  say  a  thousand  times, 
His  Julia  ^ve  it  him  at  tiis  departure: 
Though  his  false  finger  hath  profan'd  the  ring. 
Mine  shall  not  do  his  Julia  so  much  wrong. 

JuL  She  thanks  you. 

SiL  What  say'st  thou  1 

JuL  I  thank  you,  madam,  that  you  tender  her : 
Poor  gentlewoman !  my  master  wrongs  her  much. 

SiL  Dost  thou  know  her  1 

JuL  Almost  as  well  as  I  do  know  myself. 
To  think  upon  her  woes,  I  do  protest^ 
That  I  have  wept  a  hundred  several  times. 

SiL  Delike,  she  thinks  that  Proteus  hath  forsook 
her. 

JuL  I  think  she  doth,  and  tbat^s  her  cause  of 
sorrow. 

SiL  la  she  not  paasing  fiaurl 


JuL  She  hath  been  fiiirer,  madam,  than  she  is : 
When  she  did  think  my  mister  loved  her  well. 
She,  in  my  judgment,  was  as  fair  as  you ; 
But  since  she  aid  neglect  her  looking-glass. 
And  threw  her  sun-expelling  mask  away, 
The  air  hath  starv'd  the  roses  in  her  cliecka 
And  pinch'd  the  lily-tincture  of  her  fiice, 
That  now  she  is  become  as  black  as  1. 

SiL  How  tall  was  shel 

JuL  About  my  stctture  :  for  at  Pentecost,* 
When  all  our  pageants  of  delight  were  plny'd. 
Our  youth  got  me  to  play  the  woman's  part. 
And  I  was  trimm'd  in  niadam  Juha's  gown; 
Which  served  me  as  fit,  by  all  mens  judgiiMi.4 
As  if  the  garment  had  been  made  for  me: 
Therefore  I  know  she  is  about  my  height. 
And,  at  that  time,  I  made  her  weep  a-good,« 
For  [  did  play  a  lamentable  part : 
Madam,  ^twas  Ariadne,  passioning 
For  Theseus'  perjury,  and  unjust  2ight; 
Which  I  so  lively  actod  with  my  tean^ 
That  my  poor  mistress,  moved  therowithaL 
Wept  bitterly;  and,  would  I  might  be  dead. 
If  1  in  thought  felt  not  her  very  sorrow ! 

SiL  She  is  beholden  to  tliee.  gentle  youth!  — 
Alas,  poor  lady !  desolate  and  led !  — 
I  weep  myself  to  think  upon  thy  words. 
Here,  youth,  there  is  my  puree ;  I  give  thee  this 
For  tny  sweet  mistress'  sake,  because  thou  lov'st  her 
FarewelL  [Exit  Silvia. 

JuL  And  she  sliaU  thank  you  for 't,  if  e'er  yea 
know  her. — 
A  virtuous  gentlewoman,  mild,  and  beautifuL 
I  hope  my  master's  suit  will  be  but  cold. 
Since  she  respects  my  mistress*  love  so  much. 
Alas,  how  love  can  tritie  with  itself! 
Here  is  her  picture :    Let  me  see ;  I  think. 
If  I  had  such  a  tire,*  this  face  of  mine 
Were  full  as  lovely  as  is  this  of  hers: 
And  yet  the  painter  flatter'd  her  a  little, 
Unless  I  flatter  with  myself  too  much. 
Her  hair  is  auburn,  mine  is  perfect  yellow: 
If  that  be  all  the  difference  in  his  love, 
I'll  get  me  such  a  color'd  periwig. 
Her  eyes  are  grey  as  glass;  and  so  are  mine : 
Ay,  but  her  forehead's  low,  and  mine's  as  high. 
What  should  it  be,  that  he  respects  in  her. 
But  I  can  make  respective  in  myself. 
If  this  fond  love  were  not  a  blinded  god  ? 
ComCj  shadow,  come,  and  take  this  shadow  up. 
For  'tis  thy  rival.    O  thou  senseless  form, 
Thou  shalt  be  worshipp'd,  kiss'd,  lov'd,  and  adored 
And,  were  there  sense  in  his  idolatry, 
My  substance  should  be  statue  in  thy  stead, 
ril  use  thee  kindly  for  thy  mistress'  sake. 
That  us*d  me  so;  or  else,  by  Jove  I  vow, 
1  should  have  scratched  out  your  unseeing  eyes. 
To  make  my  master  out  of  love  with  tboe.    [Erf/, 


ACT  V. 


oCENE  I. —  The  same.    An  Abbey. 
Enter  Eolamour. 

EgL  The  sun   begins    to    gild  tbo    western 

•ky ; 
And  now,  it  is  about  the  very  hour 
That  Silvia,  at  Patrick's  cell,  should  meet  me. 
She  will  not  fail ;  for  |pvers  break  not  hours. 
Unless  it  be  to  come  befbre  their  time ; 
So  much  they  spur  their  expedition. 

Enier  Silvia. 

See,  where  she  comes:  Lady,  a  happy  evening ! 

SiL    Amen,  amen!  go  on.  good  Kglamour! 
Out  at  the  postern  by  the  abbey  wall ; 
I  fear  I  am  attended  by  some  spies. 

EgL  Fear  not:  the  forest  is  not  three  k»gues 
off; 
If  we  recover  thi :,  w«  are  sure  enough.    [Exeunt 


SCENE  11^—  The  same.   An  Aparimeni  in  Ite 

Duke's  Palate. 

Enter  Thurio,  Protius,  and  Julia. 

Thu.  Sir  Proteus,  what  says  Silvia  to  my  suit? 

Pro.  O,  sir,  I  find  her  milder  thsn  she  wss ; 
And  yet  she  takes  exceptions  at  your  person. 
"  Thu.  What,  that  my  leg  is  too  long! 

Pro.  No;  that  it  is  too  little. 

Tka.  I'll   wear  a  boot  to  make  it  somewhal 
rounder. 

Pro.  But  love  will  not  be  spurr'd  to  what  it  loathe 

Thu.  What  says  she  to  my  ftcel 

Pro.  She  says,  it  is  a  ftiir  one. 

Thu.  Nay,  then,  the  wanton  lies :  my  fticc  is  blaclc. 

Pro.  But  pearls  are  fair;  and  the  old  saying  i^ 
Black  men  are  pearls  in  b«ai  teous  ladies'  eyes, 

JuL  *Tis  true;  such  pearls  is  put  out  ladies*  eye#« 
3  Whiteontkls.  •  Tn  gv.J  MTBMi 

»neiid-dr«M.  •Own 
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L  v>k  up ;  ipeak. 

Jul.  O  good  sir,  my  master  cbarg'd  me 

To  delive  a  rir^  to  madam  Silvia; 
Which,  out  of  mv  neglect,  was  never  done. 

Pro,  Where  is  that  ring,  boy  1 

JuL  Here  'tis :  this  is  it.  [Gives  a  ring. 

Pro.  How !  let  me  see : 
Why  this  is  the  ring  I  gave  to  Julia. 

Jul,  O,  cry  your  mercy,  sir,  I  have  mistook; 
This  is  the  nng  you  sent  to  Silvia. 

[Shows  another  ring. 

Pro.  But,  how  cam'st  thou  by  this  ring  1  at  my 
depart, 
I  gave  this  unto  Julia. 

Jul,  And  Julia  herself  did  give  it  me; 
And  Julia  herself  liath  brought  it  hither. 

Pro,  How!  Julia! 

Jul,  Behold  her  that  gave  aim^  to  all  thy  oaths, 
And  entertained  them  deeply  in  her  heart: 
How  oft  hant  thou  with  perjury  cleft  the  root  1* 
C)  Proteus,  let  this  habit  make  thee  blush! 
Po  thou  asham'd,  that  1  have  took  upon  me 
Such  an  immodest  raiment;  if  shame  live 
In  a  disguise  of  love: 
It  is  the  lesser  blot,  modesty  finds. 
Women  to  change  their  shapes,  than  men  their 
minds. 

Pro,  Than  men  their  minds?  'tis  true:  0  heaven! 
were  man 
But  constant,  he  were  perfect:  that  one  error 
Fills  him  with  faults;  makes  him  run  through  all 

sins: 
Inconstancy  falls  olf,  ere  it  begins: 
What  is  in  Silvia's  face,  but  I  may  spy 
More  fresh  in  Julia's  with  a  constant  eye  1 

VaU  Come,  come,  a  hand  (Vom  either : 
Let  me  be  blest  to  make  this  happy  close ; 
'Twert  pity  two  such  friends  should  be  long  foes. 

Pro,  Bear  witness,  heaven,  I  have  my  wish  for 
ever. 

JuL  And  I  have  mine. 

Enter  Outlaws,  tvUh  Duki  and  Thurio. 

• 

Out,  A  prize,  a  prize,  el  prize ! 

VaL  Forbear,  I  say  ;  it  is  my  lord  the  duke. 
Your  grace  is  welcome  to  a  man  disgraced, 
Banished  Valentine. 

Duke,  Sir  Valentine ! 

Tht^  Yonder  is  Silvia;  and  Silvia's  mine. 

VaL  Thurio,  give  back,  or  else  embrace  thy  death : 

'Diretition. 

f  Ab  aiiusKm  to  deavtng  the  pin  in  arehexy. 


Come  not  within  the  measure  of  my  wratlua 
Do  not  name  Silvia  thine ;  if  once  again, 
Milan  shall  not  behold  thee.    Here  she  stands 
Take  but  possession  of  her  with  a  touch  ;- 
I  dare  thee  but  to  breathe  upon  my  love. — 

Thu,  Sir  Valentine,  I  care  not  for  her,  I ; 
I  hold  him  but  a  fool,  that  will  endanger 
His  body  for  a  girl  that  loves  him  not : 
I  claim  her  not,  and  therefore  she  is  thine. 

Duke,  The  more  degenerate  and  base  art  thou. 
To  make  such  means*  for  her  as  thou  hast  done. 
And  leave  her  on  such  slight  conditions. — 
Now,  by  the  honor  of  my  ancestry, 
I  do  applaud  thy  spirit,  valentine, 
And  think  thee  worthy  of  an  empress'  love. 
Know  then,  I  here  forget  all  former  griefs, 
Cancel  all  grudge,  repeal  thee  home  again.— 
Plead  a  new  state  in  thy  unrivall'd  merit. 
To  which  I  thus  subscnbe, — sir  Valentine, 
Thou  art  a  gentleman,  and  well  deriv'd; 
Take  thou  my  Silvia,  for  thou  hast  deserved  lier« 

VcU,  I  thank  your  grace ;  the  gift  hath  made  me 
happy. 
I  now  beseech  you,  for  your  daughter's  sake. 
To  grant  one  boon  that  I  shall  ask  of  you. 

Duke,  I  grant  it,  for  thine  own,  whate'er  it  be. 

VaL  These  banish 'd  men,  that  I  have  kept  withal, 
Are  men  endued  with  worthy  qualities ; 
Forgive  them  what  they  have  committed  here, 
Andf  let  them  be  recall'd  ft-om  their  exiUi : 
They  are  reformed,  civil,  ftiU  of  good 
And  fit  for  ereat  employment,  worth\  lord. 

Duke,  Tnou  hast  prevailed :  I  pardon  them,  and 
thee; 
Dispose  of  them,  as  thou  know'st  their  deserts. 
Come,  let  us  go ;  we  will  include*  all  jars 
With  triumphs,  mirth,  and  rare  solemnity. 

VaL  Ana,  as  we  walk  ak>ng,  I  dare  be  bold. 
With  our  discourse  to  make  your  grace  to  smile : 
What  think  you  of  this  page,  my  lord  1 

Duke,  I  think  the  boy  nalh  gnoe  in  him:  b« 
Mushes. 

VaL  I  warrant  you,  my  lord ;  more  grace  than 
boy. 

Duke,  What  mean  you  by  that  saying  1 

Vol,  Please  you,  I'll  tell  you  as  we  pass  along. 
That  you  will  wonder  what  hath  fortuned. — 
Come,  Proteus;  'tis  your  penance,  but  to  near 
The  story  of  your  loves  discovered : 
That  done,  our  day  of  marriage  shall  be  yours ; 
One  feast,  one  house,  one  mutual  happiness.     • 

\  Exeunt 

■  Iisagth  of  mj  sword.         «Iat«rest      •OiBda4t. 
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Act  L 


and  justice  Shallow :  and  here  voun^  master  Slen- 
der;  that  peredventures  nhall  tell  you  another  tale, 
if  matters  grow  to  your  likingrs. 

Page,  I  am  glad!  to  see  your  worships  well :  I 
thanK  vou  for  mv  venison,  master  Shallow. 

ShaC  Master  Paj^e,  I  am  xiad  to  see  you ;  Much 
cood  do  it  your  frood  heart!  I  wished  your  venison 
better;  it  was  ilNkilled:  —  How  doth  pood  mistress 
Puec  1  —  and  I  love  you  always  with  my  heart,  la; 
with  my  heart 

Pftge.  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

Shal*  Sir,  I  thank  you ;  by  yea  and  no,  I  do. 

Pfge.  lam  plad  to  see  you,  good  master  Slender. 

Sten.  How  does  your  fallow  greyhound,  sir  1  I 
lienrd  say  he  was  outrun  at  Cotsale.^ 

Page,  It  could  not  be  judged,  sir. 

Ften.  You'll  not  confess,  youMI  not  confess. 

ShaL  That  he  will  not ; —  tis  your  fault,  'tis  your 
fault:  —  'Tis  a  pood  dog. 

Page,  A  cur,  sir. 

Shal,  Sir.  he's  a  pood  dop,  and  a  fair  dop :  Can 
there  he  more  said  1  he  is  good,  and  fair. —  Is  sir 
John  Kal«ta(r  here! 

Page,  Sir,  he  is  within ;  and  I  would  I  could  do 
a  pood  of^ce  between  you. 

Eva,  It  is  spoke  as  a  Christian  oupht  to  speak. 

ShaU   He  hath  wrong'd  me,  master  Pape. 

Page,  Sir.  he  doth  in  some  sort  confess  it. 

Shai,  If  it  t)e  confcss'd,  it  is  not  redress'd ;  is  not 
that  so,  master  Pape  1  He  hath  wronp'd  me ;  in- 
deed, he  hath ; — at  a  word,  he  hath ; — l»elleve  me ; 
—  Robert  Shallow,  esquire,  saith,  he  is  wrong'd. 

Page,  Here  comes  sir  John. 

Enter  Sir  John  Falstaff,  Bardolpb,  Ntm,  and 

Pistol. 

Fal,  Now,  master  Shallow :  you'll  complain  of 
me  to  the  king  ? 

Shal.  Knipnt,  you  have  beaten  my  men,  killed  my 
deer,  and  broke  open  my  lodpe. 

FaU  But  not  kiss'd  your  keeper's  daughter. 

Shut.  Tut,  a  pin !  this  shall  be  answer  d. 

Fat,  I  will  answer  it  straipht ;  —  I  have  done  all 
this :  —  That  is  now  answer'd. 

Shal,  The  council  shall  know  this. 

Fat,  'Twe'e  better  fbr  you,  if  it  were  known  in 
counsel :  you'll  be  laugh'd  at. 

Eva,  Pmtea  verba,  sir  John,  pood  worts. 

FaL  Good  worts  !•  pood  cabbage. —  Slender,  I 
broke  your  head ;  What  matter  have  you  against  me? 

Sien.  Marry,  sir,  I  have  matter  in  my  head 
against  you;  and  apainst  your  coney-catching' 
ra!4cals,  Bardolph,  Nym,  and  Pistol.  They  carried 
me  to  the  tavern,  and  made  me  drunk,  and  after- 
wards picked  my  pocket 

Bar,  You  Banbury  cheese  !• 

Sfen,  Ay,  it  Is  no  matter. 

Pv^t,  How^  now,  Mephostophilus  1« 

Sfen.  Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Nifm.  Slice,  I  wyypauea^  paueas  slice!  that's 
•ny  humor. 

Slen.  Where's  Simple,  my  man  ?  — can  you  tell, 
cousin  1 

Eva,  Peace :  I  pray  you !  Now  let  us  understand : 
There  is  three  umpires  in  this  matter  as  I  under- 
stand :  that  is — master  Pagc.>f/fr/t«rf,  master  Page; 
and  there  is  myself J?rfr/ur/  myself;  and  the  three 
party  is,  lastly  and  finally,  mine  host  of  the  Garter. 

Page.  We  three,  to  hear  it,  and  end  it  between 
them. 

Eva.  Fery  goot:  1  will  make  a  brief  of  it  in  my 
note-book :  and  we  will  aiterwards  'ork  upon  the 
cause,  with  as  great  discreetly  as  we  can. 

FaL    Pistol, 

Fist,  He  hears  with  ears. 

Eva,  The  tevil  and  his  tarn !  what  phrase  is  this, 
Ue  hears  tvith  ear  ?    Why,  it  is  affectations, 

FaL  Pistol,  did  you  pick  master  Slendei's  purse? 

Slen,  Ay,  by  these  gloves,  did  he,  (or  I  would  I 
mipht  never  come  in  mine  own  preat  chamber  apain 
else,)  of  seven  groats  in  mill-sixpences,  and  two 
Edward  shovel-board8.>  that  cost  me  two  shillings 
and  two  pence  a-piece  of  Yead  Miller,  by  these 
gloves. 

•  CotswoM  In  GloQcestershlre. 

•  Worts  was  the  andent  name  of  all  th«  eabbags  kind. 
'  Bbarpers.  •  Nothing  but  paring ! 

•  The  naoM  of  an  ugly  spirit 

•  King  Sdwanl's  sfaiilinf  used  in  the  gams  of  shuiBo- 


FaL  Is  this  true.  Pistol  ? 

Eva,  No ;  it  is  false,  if  it  is  a  pick-purae. 

PisL  Ha.  thou  mountain-foreigner! — SirJohOi 
and  master  mine, 
T  combat  challenge  of  this  latten  bilbo  :• 
Word  of  denial  in  thy  labrasi  here ; 
Word  of  denial ;  froth  and  scum,  thou  Uest 

Slen.  By  these  gloves,  then  'twas  he. 

Ntfm.  Be  advised,  sir,  and  pass  pood  humors:  I 
will  say.  marry  trap,  with  you  if  you  run  the  nut- 
hook's*  humor  on  me;  that  is  the  very  note  of  it 

Sim.  By  this  hat  then  he  in  the  red  face  had  it : 
for  thoush  I  cannot  remember  what  I  did  when  >  on 
made  me  drunk,  yet  I  am  not  altogether  an  ass. 

FaL  What  say  you.  Scarlet  and  John  ? 

Bar,  Why,  sir.  for  my  part  I  say,  the  pentleman 
had  drunk  himwlf  out  of  his  five  sentences. 

Eva,  It  is  his  five  senses:  fie,  what  the  igno- 
rance is! 

Bar,  And  beinp  fap,»  sir,  was.  as  they  say, 
cashier'd ;  and  so  conclusions  pass'd  the  careires. 

Slen.  Ay,  vou  spake  in  Latin  then  too:  but '!'« 
no  matter:  I'll  ne'er  be  drunk  whilst  T  live  aeain 
but  in  honest  civil,  godly  company,  for  this  trick : 
If  I  be  drunk,  I'll  be  drunk  with  those  that  have 
the  fear  of  God,  and  not  with  drunken  knavea. 

Eva,  So  Got  'udee  me.  that  is  a  virtuous  mind. 

Fal.  You  hear  all  these  matters  denied,  gentle- 
men ;  you  hear  it 

Enter  Mistress  Awke  Pagi  tviih  wine :  MiHrtts 
Ford  and  Mistress  PAonfoltotving, 

Page.  Nay,  daughter,  carry  the  wine  in;  well 
drink  within.  [Exit  AKifK  Page. 

Slen,  O  heaven !  this  is  mistress  Anne  Page. 

Page,  How  now,  mirtress  Ford  ? 

FaL  Mistress  Ford,  by  my  troth,  yoii  are  very 
well  met :  by  your  leave,  good  mistress.  \Kvfsing  her. 

Page,  Wife,  bid  these  gentlemen  .welcome:  — 
C-ome,  we  have  a  hot  venison  pasty  to  dinner; 
come,  gentlemen,  I  hope  we  shall  dnnk  down  all 
unkindness. 

[Exetint  all  htit  Shai.,  Si.itTriiKw,  am^  K\k^% 

Slen.  I  had  rather  than  forty  shillings,  1  had  my 
book  of  Songs  and  Sonnets  here : — 

Enter  Sixplb. 

How  now.  Simple!  where  have  you  been'  1  must 
wait  on  myself,  must  I  ?  You  have  not  The  Bvtk 
of  Riddles  about  vou,  have  you  ?  ... 

Sim,  Book  of  ttiddles!  why,  did  you  not  lend  it 
to  Alice  Shortcake  upon  AUhallowmas  last  a  fort- 
night afore  Michaelmas?' 

ShaL  Come,  coz;  come,  cob;  we  stay  for  you. 
A  word  with  you,  coz;' marry,  this,  cox;  There  is, 
as  'twere  a  tender,  a  kind  of  tender,  made  afar  oflr 
by  sir  H  ugh  here ;  —  Do  you  understand  me  ? 

Slen.  Ay,  sir,  you  shall  find  me  reasonable;  if 
it  be  so,  1  shall  do  that  that  is  reason. 

ShaL  Nay,  but  understand  me. 

Sltn,  So  I  do,  sir.  „.     .        . 

Eva,  Giveear  to  his  motions,  master  Slender:  1 

will  description  the  matter  to  you,  if  you  be  capa- 
city of  it  .    ^^  „ 

S/en.  Nay  1  will  do  as  my  cousin  Shallow  say^ : 
1  j)ray  you,  pardon  me ;  he's  a  justice  of  peace  in 
his  country,  simple  thoueh  I  stand  here. 

Eva,  But  this  is  not  the  question ;  the  question 
is  concerning  your  marriage. 

ShaL  Ay,  there's  the  point,  sir. 

Eva,  Marry,  is  it;  the  very  point  of  it;  to  niw- 
tress  Anne  Page. 

Slen,  Why,  if  it  be  so,  I  wiU  many  her,  upon 
any  reasonable  demands. 

Eva,  But  can  vou  affection  the  'oroan  ?  Let  u» 
command  to  know  that  of  your  mouth,  or  of  your 
lips ;  for  divers  philosophers  hold,  that  the  lips  >« 
parcel  of  the  mouth ;  — Therefore,  precisely,  can 
you  carry  your  good  will  to  the  maid  i 

ShaL  Cousin  Abraham  <J lender. can  you  love  herl 

Slen.  I  hone,  sir,— I  will  do,  as  it  shall  become 
one  that  would  do  reason.  ,    . 

Ev<u  Nay,  Got's  lords  and  bis  ladies!  yon  moil 


«  Blade  as  thin  as  a  lath. 
« If  yon  say  I  am  a  thiet 
•  The  boand#  ^f  good  behavkv. 
« An  intend«Nl  blander. 
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■Dch  ■  greedy  JDUntian,  that 
«re  did  KDm  in  acorch  me  up  I 
Hen'i  inothv  letter  to  her; 

'  i*  ■  mition  in  Gaiane. 

B  rjieaicr*  to  them  lioti 


a  buroins-gia* 
:  sne  bearii  the  pune 
la.  all  gold  and  bounty, 
nh,  and  Ihey  ahall  be 
bemy  l':utand  Wnat 
them  both.    Go,  beai 


Indies  and  I  trilf 

thou  thin  letter  to  n „_. 

mirtr-M  ford,  we  will  thrive,  liidg,  we  will  IhhTe. 

Pial.  Shall  1  air  Pandaniii  of  Troy  brcunK, 
And  by  my  aide  wear  steel!  then.  Lucifer  lake  all! 

Ni/m.  I  wiU  ruii  no  base  huraor ;  hero,  lake  the 

FaL  Hold'simih,   [To  Rob.1    bear  ynu   these 
letlen  tightly  i< 
Call  like  my  pinnace  to  these  golden  ahores. — 
Roguea,  hence  avaun II  vanish  like  liailHiones.  go; 
Trudge,  plctd  away,  o'  the  hoof;  aeek  ihelier,  pack  1 
Faletall  wiU  learn  the  humor  or  U>>a  age, 
Ftencb  thrift,  yon  rogues ;  myaelf,  and  rkirtsd  page. 
lExeimt  9 ALHTiTr  and  Huam. 
Pitt.  LetTultareagripethygnta!  forgourdand 
fuUuni  hold, 
And  high  and  low  beguile  the  rich  and  poor: 
Tester  I'll  have  in  pouch.v  when  thou  abalt  lack, 
Baae  Phtygian  Turi '. 
JVym.  I  have  operation)  in  my  bead,  which  be 

Fiat.  WiU  thou'revenge! 

Nym.  By  welkin,  and  her  atari 

Put.  With  wil,orB[eel1 

Nym.  With  both  the  humora,  ~ 
I  will  diBFUH  the  humor  of  thii  I 

Pill.  And  I  to  Ford  nhall  eke , 

Hon  falstair.varlet  Tile. 
Hia  dove  will  prove,  hia  gold  will  hold. 
And  hia  aolt  couch  deSIe. 

Nyta.  My  humnr  ahall  not  cool:  I  will  inceni 
Page  tn  deal  with  poison  :  I  will  poaaeaa  hi 
yeilonneaa,!  for  the  revolt  of  mien  ia  dan 
that  it  my  true  humor, 

Pi$t.  Thouart  IheManofmalcontealai  liecond 
thee;  troop  on.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  l\.^A  Room  in  Dr.  Caiui'  Houtt. 
Enter  Mrs.  Qtticklt,  SimrLi,  and  RusaT. 
Quick.  What;  John  Rugby!  —  I  pray  thee,  go 


la  Page. 


good  young  man;  go  intothlaeloaet,    [SilufaRiic 
...  .-  [lu  cloKl.]    He  will  nolatay  long  — WhM, 
_.t..  T..._  T  —  1      Go.John, 


I  Rugby  !  Joh 


!r;  Idi 


n\kl 


arell. 


■and  dourn,  dwn, 
[Singt. 
Enltr  Dodor  C*itra. 
Caiut.  Vat  ia  you  ling!  I  do  not  like  dese  toys; 
Praj  you,  go  and  veich  me  in  my  cloaet  un  Aut/itr 
i<tni  ;  a  box,  a  grcen-1  bOi :  Do  intend  vat  I  SDeak  < 
a  ereen-B  boi. 
^  Quitk.  Ay  IbrBOOIh,  I'l 


Caiiui.   Ft,ft,fr..fe. 


ch  it  yoD.    I  am  glad 

imaelf;  if  he  had  round  the  young 
hora-mod.      _     [Unrfi. 


ma/oi.iJ/atf/(irt 
—  fa  ^ande  qffairt. 


Je  m'cr. 

Quick.   Is  I 

Caiua.   Ouy:  mellt  la  mi  mm  pocket;  DipkJte 
quickly.—  Vere  i>  dat  knave  Rugby  t 
"■■idc  What,  John  Rugby!  John! 
■g.  Here,  sir. 

im.    1  ou  are  John  Rugby,  and  »nn  ■»■  imi-x 
Rugby :  Come,  take-a  your  rajjii 

Cant*.   By  ray  trot,  I  tarry 
■u'  ojfj'  oublii?  dete  iaaome  simple 
It  [  vill  not  for  the  varld  I  shall  ieai 


come  after 
in  the  porch. 


and  flnc 
old  abut 


liu&k.  ( 
night,  at  th 


g  of  God'a  patience, 
'II  go  watrh. 


ig ;  if  hi 


r  faith. 


id  of  a  aea-coal 


{Exit  RcsBT. 
a  poasel  for't  soon  at 


Sim.  Ay,  for  fault  of  a  better. 


Quick.  Does  t 
like  a  glover'a  pi 


I  not  wear  a  great  round  beard, 

ing  knife  1 

ilh ;  he  hath  but  a  little  wee 


anda,  aa  any  ia  betweea  Ihia  an 

Quick.   How  Bay  you!  — 0,1  ahi 
him:daea  he  not  hold  up  hia  tiead,e 

Sim.   Vcs.  indeed,  doe*  he. 
Q'lick.   Well,  heaven  send  Anne 

I  can  for  youi  master;  Anne  ii  a  gi 
He-enler  Rcsbt. 


IB  young  man 
ilshaUdchont 
lb.,  i>  ..u  .lunesl  man  dat  i 
Quick.  I  beseech  you,  bt 
he  truth  of  it  Ue  cama  <i 
laraonHugh. 
Caiuj.  Veil. 
Sim.   Ay,  rorsoolh,  to  df 

Suicft.  Peac-   '     
liui.  Peao 

naid,  to  apeak  a  good  word 
br  my  master,  in  the  vray  o 
Qiiicli:.  Thia  is  all.  indeed 


but  I'll  ne'er  put 
—  Rugby,  ftnii/CT 


Quicft.  I  am  glad  he  iaaoqDiet:  if  he  had  bee 
thoroughly  moved,  you  should  have  heard  him  ■ 
loud,  and  ao  melancholy;  —  But  nolwithalandmi 


body's  hand, 

Quicfc   Are  j 
a  great  charge; 


id  drink,  maile  the  teda,  and  do 
It  rha^e,  to  come  uader  ana 
ivia'd  o'  thall  you  shall  nnd  it 


standing 
neither  he 


-    w  Anne  Pi 
'nape;  give. 


that,- 


1  Sr  park ;  and  I  vrill  teach  a  wurvy  iack-a-nape 
irieal  to  meddle  or  make;  —  you  maybe  gone;  it 
mot  good  you  tarry  here;  —  by  gar,  I  will  cut  all 

Quick.   Alaa,  he  apeahs  but  fcr  hia  friend. 

Caiui-  It  ia  no  matter-a  Ibr  dat;- do  not  you 
■!l-a  me  dat  1  shall  have  Anne  Page  for  mysell^ — 
y  gar,  1  will  kill  de  jack  priest;  snd  1  have  ap- 
ointed  mine  host  of  ilt  Jarlem  to  measure  our 
'eapon: — by  gar,  1  vilt  myself  have  Anne  Page. 

Stick.  Eir.  (lis  maid  loves  you,  and  all  ahall  !» 
:  we  muHi  give  folks  leave  to  prae:    Wlia^ 
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Caius.  Rugby,  come  to  the  court  vit  me ;  —  By 
pr,  if  I  ha^e  not  Anne  Page,  I  shall  turn  your 
Wi  oat  of  my  door:  —  Follow  my  heels,  Rugby. 

[Exeunt  Caiuh  and  Rvuhx. 

Qui^  You  shall  nave  An  fools-head  of  your 
own.  No,  I  know  Anne's  mind  for  that ;  never  a 
Kpoun  in  Windsor  knows  more  of  Anne's  mind 
than  I  do;  nor  can  do  more  than  I  do  with  her,  1 
iliink  heaven. 

Ftnt.  UViikiru]  Who's  within  there,  hoi 

Qiekk.  Who's  there.  1  trow  1  Come  near  the 
bouse,  1  pray  you. 

Enter  Fewtoit. 

Fait  How  now,  good  woman :  how  dost  thon  ? 
Quisle.  The  better,  that  it   pleases  your  good 
worship  to  ask. 
Ftnt.  What  news  1   how  does  pretty   mistress 

Quirk.  In  troth,  sir,  and  she  is  pretty,  and  honest. 
and  t;enUe:  and  one  that  is  your  friend.  I  can  tell 
;oa  that  by  the  way ;  I  praise  heaven  for  it. 

Fait.  Snail  I  do  any  good,  thinkest  thou  1  Shall 
iBotlotemy  suit? 


Quick,  Troth,  sir,  all  w  in  his  hands  above ;  but 
notwithstanding,  master  Kenton,  I'll  be  sworn  on  a 
book  she  loves  you:  —  Have  not  your  worship  a 
wart  above  your  eye  1 

Fent.  Yes,  marry,  have  I ;  what  of  that  ? 

Quick.  W>11,  thereby  han^s  a  tale ;  —  ^ood  faith, 
it  is  such  another  Nan;  but,  1  detest,'  an  honest 
maid  as  ever  broke  bread:  —  We  had  an  hour's 
talk  o(  that  wart;  —  I  shall  never  lauj;h  but  in  that 
maid's  company!  —  But,  indeed,  she  is  i^iven  too 
much  to  aiicholly*  and  musing:  But  for  you — 
Well,  go  to. 

FenK  Well,  I  shall  sec  her  to-day :  Hold,  there's 
money  for  thee ;  let  me  have  thy  voice  in  my  behalf; 
—  if  thou  seest  her  before  me,  commend  me  — 

Quick.  Will  n  i'faith,  that  we  will:  and  I  will 
tell  your  worship  more  of  the  wart,  the  next  time 
we  have  confidence ;  and  of  other  wooers. 

Fent.  Well,  ftuvwell ;  I  am  in  great  haste  now. 

Quick,  Farewell  to  your  worahip. —  Truly,  an 
honest  gentleman ;  but  A  nne  loves  nim  not :  for  1 
know  Anne's  mind  as  well  as  another  does: — Out 
upon't!  what  have  1  forgot  1  [Exit* 


ACT  11. 


SCENE  I. —  Btfore  Page's  Howte. 

Enter  Miairen  Paoe,  wUh  a  letter, 

Mn.  Page.  What!  have  I  'scaped  love-letters  in 
ihe  holy-day  time  of  my  beauty,  and  am  1  now  a 
lobjrct  for  them  ?    Let  mc  see :  [Reads, 

A»k  me  no  reawn  why  I  love  you  j  for  thaufh 
knt  iu«  rauon  for  hit  preciaion,*^  he  admits  him 
not  for  his  counsellor.  You  are  not  youngs  no 
mnrt  am  I:  go  to  theUj  t hare's  sympathy  ;  you  are 
mfrry^  so  am  I.-  Ha  /  ha  !  then  there's  more  sym- 
p(dh^;  you  hce  sack,  Ofid  so  do  /.*  Would  you 
iftxn  better  sympathy  ?  Let  it  suffice  thee,  mistress 
Fere,  {at  the  least,  \f  the  love  of  a  soldier  can 
rx^.}  that  I  love  thee,  JwiU  not  say,  pity  me, 
'tin  fud  9  soldierlike  phrase  ;  but  I  say,  love  me. 

Thine  onon  true  knight^ 
By  day  or  night. 
Or  any  kind  qf  light, 
WUh  all  his  might. 
For  thee  to  fight, 

JoHX  Falstaft. 

Wbit  s  Herod  of  Jewr^  is  this !  — O  wicked,  wick- 
ed world! —one  that  IS  well  nigh  worn  to  pieces 
*:th  ape.  to  show  himsel  f  a  young  gal  lant !  W  hat 
aoveifbed  behavior  hath  this  Flemish  drunkard 
?<cked  (with  the  devil's  name)  out  of  my  conversa- 
tioa,  that  lie  dares  in  this  manner  assay  me  T  — 
A'-iy,  he  tuUh  not  been  thrice  in  my  company ! — 
Vhat  should  I  say  to  him  ?  —  I  was  then  frugal  of 
nj mirth: — heaven  forgive  me!  —  Why,  111  ex- 
)ii!»t  a  bill  in  the  parliament  for  the  putting  down 
c^  men.  How  shall  I  be  revenged  on  him '?  for 
^eajred  I  will  be,  as  sure  as  his  guts  are  made  of 
paddings. 

Enter  Mistress  Foan. 

Afrv.  Ford,  Mrs.  Page !  trust  me,  I  was  going  to 
joqi  bouse. 

ifry.  Page.  And  trust  me,  I  was  coming  to  you. 
^-w  look  very  ill. 

^t.  Ford,  Nay.  m  ne'er  believe  that ;  I  have 
to  stew  to  the  contrary. 

^n^  Page-  'Faith,  but  you  do,  in  my  mind. 
^FoTii  Well,  I  do  then;  yet,  I  say,  I  could 
^'^^  you  to  the  contrary :  0,  mistress  Page,  give 


one 


a*  «omc  counsel ! 
Mrs.  Page.  What's  the  matter,  woman  1 
mn.Ford,  0  woman,  if  it  were  not  for  uu«- 

^ng  respf^  I  could  come  to  such  honor ! 
Mn.  Page.  Hang  the  trifle,  woman :  —  take  the 

•  Votfc  probably  Shaksposra  wrote  phyaftdan. 


honor :  What  is  it  1  —  diqiense  with  trides ; — what 
is  it! 

Afrs.  Ford.  If  I  would  but  go  to  hell  for  an  eter- 
nal moment,  or  so,  I  could  be  Knighted. 

Mrs.  Page.  What! —  thou   liest!  — Sir    Alice/ 
Ford!  —  These  knights  will  hack ;  and  so  thou 
shouldst  not  alter  the  article  of  thy  gentry. 

Mrs,  Ford.  We  burn  daylight:  —  here,  read, 
read ; — perceive  how  I  might  be  knighted. —  I  shall 
think  the  worse  of  fat  men,  as  lon^  as  1  have  an 
eye  to  make  diflerence  of  men's  liking:  And  yet 
he  would  not  swear;  praised  woman's  modesty; 
and  gave  such  orderly  and  well-behaved  reproof  to 
all  uncomelinesii,  that  I  would  have  sworn  his  dis- 
position would  have  gone  to  the  truth  of  his  word»: 
out  they  do  no  more  adhere  and  keep  place  to* 
gether,  than  the  hundredth  psalm  to  the  tune  of 
Green  sleeves,  W^hat  tempest,  I  trow,  threw  this 
whale,  with  so  many  tons  of  oil  in  his  belly,  ashore 
at  Windsor!  How  shall  I  be  revenged  on  himi 
1  think*  the  best  way  were  to  entertain  him  with 
hope,  till  the  wicked  fire  of  lust  have  melted  him  in 
his  own  grease.    Did  you  ever  hear  the  like ! 

Mrs,  Page.  Letter  for  letter;  but  that  (he  name 

of  Pajje  and  Ford  differs ! To  thy  great  comfort 

in  this  mystery  of  ill  opinions,  here's  tlie  twin- 
brother  of  thy  letter:  but  let  thine  inherit  first;  for, 
I  protest,  mine  never  shall.  I  warrant  he  hath  a 
thousand  of  these  letters  writ  with  blank  space  for 
different  names,  (fiure  more,)  and  these  are  of  the 
second  edition :  He  will  print  them  out  of  doubt : 
for  he  cares  not  what  he  puts  into  the  press,  when 
he  would  put  us  two.  1  had  rather  be  a  giantess, 
and  lie  under  mount  Pelion.  Well,  [  will  find  you 
twenty  lascivious  turtles,  ere  one  chaste  man. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why  this  is  the  very  same ;  the  very 
hand,  the  very  words:    Wliat  doth  he  think  of  us! 

Mrs.  Page.  Nay,  1  know  not :  it  makes  me  al- 
most ready  to  wrangle  with  mine  own  honesty. 
I'll  entertain  myself  like  one  that  I  am  not  ac- 
quainted withal;  fbr,  sure,  unless  he  know  some 
strain  in  me,  that  I  know  not  myself,  he  would 
never  have  boarded  me  in  this  fury. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Boarding,  call  you  it?  I'll  be  snre 
to  keep  him  above  deck : 

Mrs.  Page,  bo  will  I ;  if  he  come  under  my 
hatches,  Vu  never  to  sea  again.  Let's  be  revenged 
on  him  ;  let's  appoint  him  a  meeting;  give  him  a 
show  of  comfort  m  his  suit:  and  lead  him  on  with 
a  fine-baited  delay,  till  he  hath  pawn'd  his  hoiaes  to 
mine  host  of  the  Garter. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I  will  consent  to  act  any  villainT 
against  him,  that  may  not  sully  the  chariness*  or 

•  Bhs  mflsiis,  1  protsst.         •  M«Uacholy.       •  Caution 
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our  honesty.  O,  that  my  husband  saw  this  letter ! 
It  would  cive  eternal  food  to  his  ieaJousy. 

iVr».  PofiC,  Why,  look,  where  he  comes;  and  my 
good  man  too :  he's  as  far  from  jealousy,  as  I  am 
from  givms  him  cause;  and  that,  1  hope,  is  an  un- 
mc  isurable  distance. 

MrH.  FoTfL  You  are  the  happier  woman. 

Mr«.  Page,  Let's  consult  together  a^iainst  this 
greasy  knight:    Come  hither.  [They^iire, 

Enter  Fonn,  Pistol,  Paok,  and  Ntm. 

Ford,  Well,  I  hope  It  be  not  so. 

Piifi.  Hope  is  a  curtail*  dog  in  some  afTaira: 
Sir  John  aftects  tl»y  wife. 

Fffrd.  Why,  sir.  my  wife  is  not  youn^. 

Pist,  He  woos  botn  high  and  low,  both  rich  and 
poor. 
Both  younc  and  old,  one  with  another.  Ford ; 
He  loves  the  gally-mawft-y ;«  Ford,  perpend.» 

Ford,  Love  my  wife ! 

PLst,  With  liver  burning  hot:  Prevent,  or  go  thou 
Like  sir  Action  he,  with  Ring-wood  at  thy  heels: 
O,  odious  is  the  name ! 

Ford.  What  name,  sirT 

put.  The  horn,  I  say :  Farewell. 
Take  heed ;  have  open  eye ;  for  thieves  do  foot  by 

night: 
Take  heed,  ere  summer  comes,  or  cucJcoo-birds  do 

sing. — 
Away,  sir  corporal  Nym. — 
Believe  it,  Pa»re;  he  speaks  sense.     [ExU  Ptstol. 

Fftri.  I  will  be  patient;  1  will  find  out  this. 

Nt/m.  And  this  ia  true.  [ToPagkA  1  like  not 
the  humor  of  lying.  He  hath  wronged  me  in  some 
humor-* ;  I  should  have  borne  the  humored  letter  to 
her;  but  I  have  a  sword,  and  it  shall  bite  upon  my 
necpwily.  He  loves  your  wife;  there's  the  short 
ai<d  the  long.  Mv  name  is  corporal  Nym ;  I  speak. 
Slid  I  avonrh.  'Tis  true:  —  my  mime  is  Nym,  and 
FalstafT  loves  your  wife. —  Adieu!  I  love  not  the 
humor  of  bread  and  cheese;  and  there's  the  humor 
of  it.    Adieu.  \Exit  Ntm. 

Pfjf^e.  The  humor  of  it,  quoth  'a !  here's  a  fel- 
low frights  humor  out  of  his  wits. 

Fitrd^   1  wil.  seek  out  FalstaflT. 

Paf^e,  I  never  lieard  such  a  drawling,  atTecting 
roirue. 

Ford,  If  I  do  find  it,  well. 

Pnge.  I  will  not  believe  such  a  Catalan,*  tho*  the 
pripst  o'  the  town  commended  him  for  a  true  man. 

Ftird,  'Twas  a  good  sensible  fellow  :    WeU. 

Piif^e,  How  now,  Meg? 

Mrs,  Page,  Whither  go  you,  George  t  —  Hark 
you. 

Mrs.  Ford.  How  now,  sweet  Frank  ?  why  art 
thou  melancholy  ! 

Ford,  I  melancholy!  I  am  not  melancholy. — 
Get  you  home,  go. 

Mrs.  Ford.  'Faith,  thou  hast  some  crotchets  In 
thy  head  now. —  Will  you  go,  mistress  Pajrel 

Mrs.  Page.  Have  with  you. —  You'll  come  to 
dinner.  George?  —  Look,  who  comes  yonder:  she 
shall  be  our  messenger  to  this  paltry  knight. 

[Aside  to  Mrs,  Fobd. 

Enter  Mistress  Quickly. 

Mrs,  Ford,  Trust  me,  I  thought  on  her:  she'll 
fit  it 

Mrs.  Page,  You  are  come  to  see  my  daughter 
Annel 

^uiek.  Ay,  forsooth ;  and,  I  pray,  bow  does  good 
mistress  Aitne  ? 

Mrs,  Page,  Go  in  with  us,  and  see ;  we  have  an 
hour's  talk  with  you. 

[Exeunt  Mrs,  Paok,  Mrs,  Ford,  and 
Mrs,  Quickly. 

Page.  How  now,  master  Fordi 

Ford,  You  heard  what  this  knave  told  me ;  did 
you  not! 

Page,  Yes ;  and  you  heard  what  the  other  told 
me? 

Ford,  Do  you  think  there  is  truth  in  them  ! 

Page,  Hang  'em,  slaves!  I  do  not  think  the 
<ki!ght  would  offer  it:  but  these  that  accuse  him  in 

3  A  dog  that  misses  his  gams. 

«  A  medley.  •OonMm. 

•  Alyingiharper. 


his  intent  towards  our  wives,  are  a  yoke  o^'  his  dis- 
carded men  ;  very  rogues,  now  they  be  ou*  ^f  ser- 
vice. 

Ford,  Were  they  his  men  1 

Page,  Marry,  were  they. 

Ford,  I  like  it  never  the  better  for  that —  Do**^  be 
lie  at  the  Garter  I 

Page.  Ay,  marry,  does  he.  If  he  should  intend 
this  voyage  towards  my  wife,  1  would  turn  her 
loose  to  him;  and  what  he  gets  more  of  her  than 
sharp  words,  let  it  lie  on  my  head. 

Furd.  I  do  not  misdoubt  my  wife ;  but  I  would 
be  loth  to  turn  them  together :  A  man  may  be  too 
confident :  I  would  have  nothing  lie  on  my  bead : 
I  cannot  be  thus  satisfied. 

Page,  Look  where  my  ranting  host  of  the  Garter 
comes :  there  is  either  liquor  in  his  pate,  or  money 
in  his  purse,  when  he  looks  so  merrily.-—  How  now, 
mine  host? 

Enter  Host  and  Shallow. 

Host  How  now,  bully-rook?  thou'rt  a  gentle- 
man :  cavalero-justice,  I  say. 

Shal,  I  follow,  mine  host,  I  follow.— -Good  even 
and  twenty,  good  master  Page!  Master  Page,  will 
you  go  with  us?  we  have  sport  in  hand. 

Host.  Tell  him,  cavalero-justice ;  tell  him,  bully- 
rook. 

Shal.  Sir,  there  is  a  firay  to  be  fought,  between 
sir  Hugh  the  Welsh  priest,  and  Caius  the  French 
doctor. 

Ford.  Good  mine  host  of  the  Garter,  a  word  with 
you. 

Host.  What  say'st  thou,  buUy-rook  ? 

[They  go  aside. 

Shal,  Will  you  [to  Pags]  go  with  us  to  behold 
it?  my  merry  host  hath  had  the  measuring  of  their 
weapons;  and,  I  think,  he  hath  appointed  them 
contrary  places :  for,  believe  me,  I  hear,  the  parson 
is  no  iester.  Hark,  I  will  tell  you  what  our  sport 
shall  be. 

Host.  Hast  thou  no  suit  against  my  knight,  my 
guest-cavalier? 

Ford.  None,  I  protest:  but  I'll  give  you  a  pottle 
of  burnt  sack  to  give  me  recourse  to  him,  and  leii 
him,  my  name  is  Brook  ;  only  for  a  jest 

Ho  t.  My  hand,  bullv  ;  thou  shalt  have  ecrrmi 
and  regress  j  said  I  wefi  ?  and  thy  name  shall  he 
Brook :  It  is  a  merry  knight —  will  you  go  wi, 
hearts  ? 

Shal.  Have  with  you,  mine  host. 

Pa^e.  I  have  heard  the  Frenchman  hath  good 
skill  m  his  rapier. 

Shal.  Tut,  sir,  I  could  have  told  you  more !  In 
these  times  you  stand  on  distance,  your  pasMs, 
stoccadoes,  and  I  know  not  what:  'tis  the  heart, 
master  Page ;  'tis  here,  'tis  here.  I  have  seen  the 
time,  with  my  long  sword,  I  would  have  made  yoo 
four  tall  fellows  skip  like  rats. 

Host.  Here,  boys,  here,  here!  shall  we  wag? 

Page.  Have  with  you : —  I  had  rather  hear  them 
scold  than  fieht 

[Exeunt  Host  Shallow,  and  Paok. 

Ford.  Thouj?h  Page  be  a  secure  fbol,  and  stands 
so  firmly  on  his  wife's  frailty,  yet  1  cannot  put  ofT 
my  opinion  so  easily :  she  was  in  his  company  at 
Page's  house;  and  what  they  made  there,!  k-no^nr 
not  Well,  I  will  look  ftirther  into 't:  and  I  have  a 
disguise  to  sound  FalstafT:  If  I  find  her  hon«st,  I 
lose  not  my  labor;  if  she  be  otherwise,  tis  labor 
well  bestowed.  [Exi/. 

SCENE  II.— il  Room  in  the  Carter  Inn, 
Enter  Falstaff 'and  Pistou 

FaL  I  will  not  lend  thee  a  penny. 

put.  Why  thi?n  the  world's  mine  oyster, 
Which  I  with  sword  will  open.— 
I  will  retort  the  sum  in  equipage.^ 

FaL  Not  a  penny.  I  have  been  content  sir,  you 
should  lay  my  countenance  to  pawn ;  I  have  grated 
upon  my  good  friends  for  three  reprieves  for  you 
and  your  coach-feUow«  Nym;  or  else  you  bad 
looked  through  the  grate  like  a  geminy  of  oaboons. 
I  am  damned  in  hell,  for  swearing  to  gentlemen 
my  fHends,  you  were  good  soldiers,  and  tdl  ibilowa  s 

^  Pay  yon  again  In  stolen  goods. 
•  Draws  along  with  you 
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FaL  Money  in  a  good  eoldier,  sir,  and  will  on. 

Furd,  Troth,  and  I  have  a  bag  oi  money  here 
troubles  me:  if  you  will  help  me  to  bear  it,  sir 
John,  take  all,  or  half,  lor  easing  me  of  the  carriage. 

FaL  Sir,  1  know  not  bow  I  may  deserve  to  be 
yourpoiter. 

Ford  i  will  tell  you,  sir,  if  you  will  give  me  the 
liearing. 

FaL  Speak,  good  master  Brook;  I  shall  be  glad 
to  be  your  servant 

Ford,  Sir,  1  hear  you  are  a  scholar, —  I  will  be 
brief  with  you; — and  you  have  been  a  man  long 
known  to  me,  though  J  had  never  so  good  means, 
as  desire,  to  make  myself  acquainted  with  you.  1 
shall  discover  a  tiling  to  you,  wherein  1  must  very 
much  lay  open  mine  own  imperfection ;  but,  good 
sir  John,  as  you  have  one  eye  upon  my  follies,  as 
you  hear  them  unfolded,  turn  another  into  the 
register  of  your  own ;  that  1  may  pass  with  a  re- 
proof the  easier,  sith*  you  yourself  know,  how  easy 
It  is  to  be  such  an  olfender. 

Fal,  Very  well,  sir;  proceed. 

Ford,  1'here  is  a  gentlewoman  in  this  town,  her 
husband's  name  is  Foid. 

Fal,  Well,  sir. 

Ford,  1  have  long  loved  her,  and,  I  protest  to 
you,  bestowed  much  on  her ;  followed  her  with  a 
doting  observance  ^  engrossed  opportunities  to  meet 
her :  fee'd  every  slight  occasion,  that  could  but  nig- 
gardly  give  me  sight  of  her;  not  only  bought  many 
presents  to  give  her,  but  have  given  largely  to 
many,  to  know  what  she  would  have  given  :  briefly, 
I  have  pursued  her,  as  love  hath  pursued  me; 
which  hath  been  on  the  wing  of  all  occasions.  But 
whatsoever  1  have  merited,  either  in  my  mind,  or 
in  my  means,  meed,  1  am  sure,  I  have  received 
noiie ;  unless  experience  be  a  jewel :  that  1  have 
purchas'd  at  an  mlinite  rate:  and  that  hath  taught 
me  to  say  this : 

Love  like  a  shadow  Jliea,  when  substance  love  pur* 

ntes; 
Pursuing  that  thatfiiesy  and  flying  what  pursues. 

FaL  Have  you  received  no  promise  of  satisfac- 
tion at  her  hands  1 

Ford.  Never. 

FaL  Have  you  iroportun*d  her  to  such  a  purpose  ? 

Ford.  Never. 

FaL  Of  what  quality  was  your  love  then  ? 

Ford,  Like  a  fair  house,  built  upon  another  man's 
ground ;  so  that  I  have  lost  my  edifice,  by  mistak- 
ing the  place  where  I  erected  it 

FclL  To  what  purpose  have  you  unfolded  this  to 
mel 

Ford.  When  I  have  told  you  that,  I  have  told 
you  ail.  Some  say,  that  though  she  appear  honest 
to  me,  yet,  in  other  places,  she  enlargeth  her  mirth 
so  far,  that  there  is  shrewd  construction  made  of 
her.  Now,  sir  John,  here  is  the  heart  of  my  pur- 
pose :  You  are  a  gentleman  of  excellent  breeaing, 
admirable  discourse,  of  great  admittance,*  authen- 
tic in  your  place  and  person,  generally  alloweds  for 
your  many  warUke,  courtlike,  and  learned  prepar- 
ations. 

Fal,  Osir! 

Ford,  Believe  it  for  you  know  it — There  is 
money ;  spend  it,  spend  it ;  spend  more ;  spend  all  I 
have ;  only  give  me  so  much  of  your  time  in  ex- 
change of  it,  as  to  lay  an  amiable  seige  to  the  hon- 
esty of  this  Ford's  wife;  use  your  art  of  wooing, 
win  her  to  consent  to  you ;  if  any  man  may,  you 
may  as  soon  as  any. 

Fal,  Would  it  apply  well  to  the  vehemency  of 
your  affection,  that  1  should  win  what  yuu  would 
enjoy  t  Methinks  you  prescribe  to  yourself  very 
preposterously. 

f\ird,  O,  understand  my  drift !  she  dwells  so  se- 
curely on  the  excellency  of  her  honor,  that  the  folly 
of  my  soul  dares  not  present  itself;  she  is  too  bright 
to  be  looked  against  Now,  could  I  come  to  her 
witli  any  detection  in  my  hand,  my  desires  had  in- 
stance and  argument  to  commend  themselves;  1 
could  drive  her  then  Arom  the  ward  of  her  purity, 
her  reputation,  her  marriage-vow,  and  a  thousand 
other  ner  defiances,  which  now  are  too  strongly  em- 
battled against  me :    What  i»ay  you  to't  sir  John  ? 

Fal,  Mtutter  Brook,  I  will  first  make  bold  with 
your  m^ney ;  next,  give  me  your  hand;  and  last,  as 

«  Snes.      •  Jn  ths  grsatstt  eompaotas.       •  Apprrved. 


I  am  a  gentleman,  you  aball,  if  you  will,  fii/»3( 
Ford's  Wife. 

Ford.  ()  good  sir ! 

Fai.  Ma«er  Brook,  I  say  you  shall. 

Ford.  Want  no  money,  sir  John,  you  shall  w»:i' 
none.  . 

FaL  Want  no  mistress  Ford,  master  Brook,  y<ii 
shall  want  none.  I  shall  be  with  her  (1  may  tel- 
you)  by  her  own  appointment;  even  as  you  caiix 
m  to  roe,  her  assistant  or  go-^etween,  parted  frcni 
me:  1  say,  I  shall  be  with  her  between  ten  aiHi 
eleven ;  for  at  that  time  the  jealous,  rascally  knave« 
her  huisband,  will  be  forth.  Come  you  to  me  at 
ni^t;  you  shall  know  how  I  speed. 

Font  I  am  blest  in  your  acquaintance.    BDy.»u 
know  Ford,  sirl 

FaL  Hang  him,  poor  cuckoldly  kna^e.  I  knt*w 
him  not :  —  yet  1  wrong  him  to  call  him  poor;  th^f 
say,  the  jealous  wittolly  knave  hath  masses  of  mon 
ey ;  for  the  which  his  wife  seems  to  be  well-fnvoreii 
1  will  use  her  as  the  key  of  the  cuckoldly  rogu^  c 
coflfer ;  and  there's  my  harvest-home. 

Ford,  I  would  you  knew  Ford,  sir;  that  y  v% 
might  avoid  him,  if  you  saw  him. 

FaL  Hang  him,  mechanical  salt  butter  rc^^ue !  j 
will  stare  him  out  of  his  wits;  1  will  swe  him  will 
my  cudgel:  it  shall  hang  liKe  a  meteor  o'er  tti* 
cuckold's  horns:  master  Brook,  thou  shalt  know  i 
will  predominate  o'er  the  peasant  and  thou  shnit 
lie  with  his  wife. — Come  to  me  soon  at  night : 
Ford's  a  knave,  and  1  will  aggravate  his  stile ;« thoti 
master  Brook,  shalt  know  him  for  a  knave  ai  .t) 
cuckold :  —  come  to  me  soon  at  night  [KrU 

Ford,  What  a  damned  Kpicurean  rascal  is  thir 
—  My  heart  is  ready  to  crack  with  impatience 
Who  says  ;— ^  is  improvident  jealousy  f    Af  y  wi  !♦ 
hath  sent  to  him,  tne  hour  is  fixed,  the  match   •> 
made.    Would  any  man  have  thought  this  1  —  s***- 
the  hell  of  having  a  ftilse  wonum !  my  bed  shall  '>«> 
abused,  my  coffers  ransacked,  my  reputation  gnawn 
at;  and  I  shall  not  only  receive  this  villanottf 
wrong,  but  stand  under  the  adoption  of  abomina 
ble  terms,  and  by  him  that  does  me  this  wroim 
Terms !  names ! '-~—  Amaimon  sounds  well ;  Lu^i 
ffer,  well:  Barbason,  well ;  yet  they  are  devil's  »d 
ditions,  the  names  of  fiends:  but  cuckold  !  witti>r 
cuckold !  the  devil  himself  hath  not  such  a  nan^ 
Page  is  an  ass,  a  secure  ass^  he  will  trust  his  witip 
he  will  not  be  jealous:  I  will  rather  trust  a  Fleti* 
ing  with  my  butter,  parson  Hugh  the  Welchnuii/ 
with  my  cheese,  an  Irishman  with  my  squa-vi  h. 
bottle,  or  a  thief  to  walk  my  ambling  gelding,  tlmi 
my  wife  with  herself:  then  she  plots,  then  sr.t 
ruminates,  then  she  devises :  and  what  they  thh.^ 
in  their  hearts  they  may  effect,  they  will  break  thr  •» 
hearts  but  they  will  eflect    Heaven  be  praised  t^u 
my  jealousy!  —  Kleven  o'clock  the  hour: — I  w  I* 
prevent  this,  detect  my  wife,  be  revenged  on  Fa» 
staff,  and  laugh  at  Page.    I  will  about  it;  betie* 
three  houra  too  soon,  than  a  minute  too  late.    F**- 
fie,  fie !  cuckold !  cuckold !  cuckold !  [Ejcu 

SCENE  III.—  Windsor  Park. 

Enter  Caius  and  Rugbt. 

Caius.  Jack  Rugby ! 

Rug,  Sir. 

Caiit^.  Vat  is  de  clock.  Jack? 

Rug.  'TIS  past  the  hour,  sir,  that  sir  Hugli  p*^ 
mised  to  meet 

Caius,  By  gar,  he  has  save  his  soul,  dat  be  is  i.c 
come;  he  has  pray  his  Pible  veil,  dat  he  is  i^ 
come :  by  gar.  Jack  Rugby,  be  is  dead  already,  y 
be  be  come. 

Rug,  He  is  wise,  sir;  he  knew  your  worabir 
woula  kill  him,  if  he  came. 

Caius,  By  gar,  de  herring  is  no  dead,  so  as  1  ▼!■ 
kill  him.    Take  your  rapier.  Jack;  1  vill  tell  ycti, 
how  I  vill  kill  him. 

Rug,  Alas,  sir,  I  cannot  f(>nce. 

Caius,  Villany,  take  your  ropier. 

Rug.  Forbear,  here's  company. 

Enter  Host,  Shallow,  SLSKosm,  and  Paob 

Host,  'Bless  thee^  bully  doctor! 
ShaL  'Save  you,  master  doctor  Caiob. 
Page^  Now,  good  master  «'octor. 


«  Add  to  his  titias. 


•  Con  ADtsd  O^ckoM 
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Page.  I  warrant  you  be'a  *be  man  should  fight 
«ith  aim. 
Sleru  O,  sweet  Anne  Page ! 
ShaL  It  appears  so,  by  his  weapons ;  —  Keep 
lem  asunder; — here  conies  doctor  caius. 

EiU^  Host,  Caius,  and  Rucbt. 

Page.  Na>.<ood  master  parson,  keep  in  your 
weapon. 

SfiaL  So  do  you,  good  master  doctor. 

UofL  Disarm  Uiem,  and  let  them  question :  let 
them  keep  their  lunbs  whole,  and  hack  our  Eng- 
lish. 

Coiuf.  I  pray  you,  let^a  me  speak  a  word  vit 
your  ear :  veretbre  viil  you  not  meet-a  roe  1 

^KU  Pray  you,  use  your  oatience :  In  good  time. 

Caiut.  By  gar,  you  are  de  coward,  de  Jack  dog, 
John  ape. 

Evcu  Piay  you,  let  us  not  be  laugbing-stogs  to 
other  men«>  humors;  1  desire  you  in  friendship, 
and  t  will  one  way  or  other  make  you  amendu: 
and  1  will  knog  your  urinals  about  your  knave's 
cogscomb,  tor  missing  your  meetings  and  appomt- 
ments. 

Caiut.  DiabU! — Jack  Rugby, —  mine  Host  de 
Jarterre,  have  I  not  stay  for  him,  to  kill  him  1  have 
I  not,  at  de  place  I  did  appoint .' 

Ewu  As  1  am  a  Christians  soul,  now,  look  you, 
this  H  the  place  appointed ;  I'll  be  judgment  by 
nune  host  ot  the  Garter. 

Host,  Peace,  I  say,  Guallia  and  Gaul,  French 
and  Welsh ;  soul-curer  and  body-curer. 

Caiu9,  Ay,  dat  is  very  good !  excellent! 

Iloat.  Peace,  I  say ;  hear  mine  host  of  the  Garter. 
Am  I  politic]  am  1  subtle!  am  I  a  Machiavell 
Shall  I  lose  my  doctor!  no;  he  gives  me  the  po- 
tions, and  the  motions.  Shall  I  lose  my  parson  ? 
my  priest!  my  sir  Hugh!  no;  he  gives  me  the  pro- 
verbs and  the  noverbs. —  Give  me  thy  hand,  terres- 
trial ;  so :  —  Give  me  thy  hand,  celestial ;  so.— 
Boys  of  art,  I  have  deceived  you  t>oth ;  I  have  di- 
rected you  to  wrong  places:  your  hearts  are 
mighty,  your  skins  are  whole,  and  let  burnt  sack 
be  the  issue. — Come,  lay  their  swords  to  pawn: — 
yoUow  me,  lad  of  peace ;  follow,  follow,  follow. 

ShaL  Trust  me,  a  mad  host:  —  Follow,  gentle- 
men, follow. 

Slen,  Of  sweet  Anne  Page ! 

[Exeunt  StiAi..,  Slb'v..  Paob,  and  Host. 

Caiua,  Ha!  do  1  perceive  dat!  have  you  make-a 
de  sot  of  us!  ha,  ha! 

Eva.  rhis  is  well ;  he  has  made  us  his  vlouting- 
stog. —  1  desire  you,  that  we  may  be  friends;  and 
let  us  knog  our  pre  ins  together,  to  be  revenge  on 
this  same  scall,  scurvy,  cogging  companion,  the 
host  of  the  Garter. 

Caius.  By  gar,  vit  all  my  heart:  he  promise  to 
bring  me  vere  is  Anne  Page:  by  gar,  he  deceive 
me  too. 

Eva.  Well,  I  will  smite  bis  noddles :  —  Pray  you, 
follow.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.~  The  Street  in  Windsor. 

Enter  Mistreat  Paoe  and  RoBiir. 

Mrs.  Page.  Nay,  keep  your  way,  little  gallant; 
you  were  wont  to  be  a  follower,  but  now  you  are  a 
loader:  Whether  had  you  rather,  lead  mme  eyes, 
or  eye  your  master's  heels ! 

Rob.  I  had  rather,  forsooth,  go  before  you  like  a 
man,  than  follow  him  like  a  dwarf. 

Mrs.  Pof^e.  ()  you  are  a  Haltering  boy;  now,  I 
see,  you^U  be  a  courtier. 

£/i/er  Ford. 

Ford.  Well  met,  mistress  Page:    Whither  go 
you! 
Mrs,  Page.  Truly,  sir,  to  see  your  wife :    Is  she 

at  home!  .      .^.         ^ 

Ford.  Ay ;  and  as  idle  as  she  may  hang  togeth- 
cn  for  want  of  company:  1  think  if  your  husbands 
were  daiui,  you  two  would  marry. 

Mrs.  Page,  Be  sure  of  that, — two  other  hus- 

iHindfc 
Ford.   Where  had  you  this  pretty  weather-cock  1 
Mrs.  1  age.  I  cannot  tell  what  the  dickens  his 

name  is  my  husband  had  him  of:    What  do  you 

call  your  knight's  name,  sirrah ! 


Hob.  Sir  John  Falstad. 


Ford.  Sir  John  FalsUftI 

Mrs.  Page.  He,  he :  i  can  never  hit  on's  name 
There  is  such  a  league  between  my  good  man  and 
he !  —  Is  your  wile  at  home,  indeed! 

Ford.   Indeed,  slie  is. 

Mrs.  Page.  By  your  leave,  sir; — I  am  aick.'tiU 
I  see  her.  [Exeunt  Mrs.  Paob  and  Rubin. 

Ford.  Has  Page  any  brains !  hatti  he  any  eves ! 
hath  he  any  thuiKiu^  f  sure  they  sleep ;  he  hath  rto 
use  of  them.  Why,  this  boy  will  carry  a  letter 
twenty  mUes,  as  easy  as  a  caimon  will  shoot  point- 
blank  twelve  SCO  e.  He  pieces-out  his  wile's  iu- 
clination ;  he  gives  her  folly  motion,  and  advantagf* : 
and  now  she's  going  to  my  wife,  and  Falstail  s  bov 
with  her.  A  man  may  hear  this  shower  sing  ii; 
the  wind! — and  Falstad'^s  boy  with  her!  —  (,oo<i 
plots !  —  they  are  laid ;  and  our  revolted  wives  share 
damnation  togetlier.  Well;  1  will  take  hiin,  then 
torture  my  wile,  pluck  the  borrowed  veil  of  mtv 
desty  from  the  so  seeming  mi8lre«s  Page,  divulge 
Page  lumself  for  a  secure  and  wilful  ActaH>ii;  and 
to  these  violent  proceedings  all  my  neighbors  shall 
cry  aim.'  [Cukk  ttrifUM.\  The  clock  gives  me  luy 
cu",and  my  assurance  bids  me  search ;  tlirre  I  shall 
hnd  Kalstaa':  1  shall  be  rather  praised  for  this  Uian 
mocked;  for  it  is  as  positive  as  the  earth  is  firm» 
that  Falstalf  is  there :  1  wili  go. 

Enter  Page,  Sballuw,  Slender,  Host,  Str  Hvoh 

Evans,  Caivs,  and  Ruobt. 

Shai.,  Page,  ice.  Well  met,  master  Ford. 

Ford.  Trust  me,  a  good  knot :  1  have  good  cheer 
at  home ;  and  1  pray  you,  all  ^  with  me. 

S/nil.  1  roust  excuse  mysell,  master  Ford. 

Slen,  And  so  must  1,  sir;  we  have  appointed  to 
dine  with  mistress  Anne,  and  1  would  not  break 
with  her  for  more  money  than  1*11  speak  of. 

ShaL  We  have  lingered  about  a  match  between 
Anne  Page  and  my  cousin  Slender,  and  this  day 
we  shall  have  our  answer. 

Slen.  i  hope  1  have  your  good-will,  fother  Page. 

Page-  You  have,  master  blender;  I  stand  whol- 
ly for  you :  —  but  my  wife,  master  doctor,  is  lor  you 
altogether. 

Caius.  Ay,  by  gar;  and  de  maid  is  love-a-me; 
my  nursh-a  Quickly  tell  me  so  mush. 

Host.  What  say  you  to  young  master  Fenton? 
he  capers,  he  dances,  he  has  eyes  of  youth,  he 
writes  verses,  he  speaks  holyday  ;*  lie  smells  April 
and  May :  he  will  carry  t,  he  will  carry 't ;  *tis  in  his 
buttons;  he  will  carry  U 

Page.  Not  by  my  consent,  I  promise  you.  The 
gentleman  ia  oi  no  having :  he  kept  company  with 
the  wild  Prince  and  Poins;  he  is  of  too  high  a 
region,  he  knows  too  muciL  N<k  he  shall  not  Knit 
a  knot  in  his  fortunes  with  the  nnger  of  my  sub- 
stance :  if  he  take  her,  let  him  take  her  simpiy ;  the 
wealth  1  have,  waits  on  my  consent,  and  my  con- 
sent goes  not  that  way. 

Ford.  1  beseech  you,  beartilv,  some  of  you  go 
home  with  me  to  dinner :  besides  your  cheer,  you 
shall  have  sport ;  I  will  show  you  a  monster^ 
M lister  doctor,  you  shall  go; — so  shall  you,  mas- 
ter Page; — and  you,  sir  Hugh. 

Shal,  Well,  fare  you  well :  -i^we  shall  have  the 
freer  wooing  at  master  Page's. 

[Exeunt  Shallow  and  Slender. 

Caius,  Go  home,  John  Rugby;  1  come  anon. 

[Exit  Ruobt. 

Host.  Farewell,  my  hearts :  I  will  to  my  honest 
knight  Falstalf,  and  drink  canary  with  him. 

[Exit  noet^ 

Ford.  [Aside,]  I  think,  I  shall  drink  in  pipe-wiue 
first  with  him ;  I'll  make  him  dance.  Will  you  go. 
gentles ! 

All.  Have  with  you,  to  see  this  monster.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  III.—  A  Koom  in  Ford's  House. 

Enter  Mrs.  Fohb  and  Mrs.  Paoe. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What, John?  what,  Robert ! 

Mrs  Page.  Quickiy.  quickly  :    la  the  buck-beis 

ket~ 
Mrs.  Ford,  I  waitaut:  —  What,  Robin,  I  say. 

Enter  Servants  with  a  baakeL 
Mrs.  Page-  Come,  come,  come. 
>  Sbttll  oncourags.  *  "^i  of  tbs 
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I  hdvc  <Ire»i)ml  to-night:  Til  tell  you  mv  dream. 
}^ere^  h»>rc,  here  be  my  keys:  ascend  my  chambers, 
search,  seek,  find  out:  rif  warrant  we'll  unkennel 
the  fox  — Let  QIC  stop  this  way  first: — So  now 
uncape. 

Pa/ce,  Good  master  Ford,  be  contented:  you 
wronjf  jourself  too  much. 

FtjTfL  True,  master  Pase. —  Up,  gentlemen ;  you 
«hall  see  spurt  anon :  follow  me,  gentlemen.  [I:xif, 

Eva,  Tnis  is  fery  fimtantical  humors,  and  jea- 
lousies. 

Caitiff.  By  gar,  His  no  de  fashion  of  Prance :  it  is 
uot  jealous  m  France. 

Page,  Nay,  follow  him,  gentlemen ;  see  the  issue 
of  his  search.  [Exeunt  Rvans,  Page  and  Caius. 

Mrt.  Page,  Is  there  not  a  double  excellency  in 
this! 

Mrs,  Ford,  I  know  not  which  pleases  me  better, 
that  my  husband  is  deceived,  or  sir  John. 

Mrg.  Page,  What  a  taking  was  he  in,  when  your 
hus'iand  asked  who  was  in  the  basket  1 

Mrs,  Ford,  I  am  half  afraid  he  will  have  need  of 
washing ;  so  throwing  him  into  the  water  vhU  do 
him  a  tieneflt. 

Mrs,  Page,  Hang  him,  dishonest  rascal !  I  would, 
fiU  of  the  same  strain  were  in  the  same  distress. 

Mrs,  Ford,  I  think  nriy  husband  hath  some  spe- 
aal  suspicion  of  Falstafrs  being  here :  for  I  never 
saw  him  so  gross  in  his  jealousy  till  now. 

Mrs,  Page.  I  will  lay  a  plot  to  try  that:  And  we 
will  yet  have  more  tricks  5Kn'th  Falstaff:  his  dissolute 
disease  will  scarce  obey  this  medicine. 

Mrs,  Ford.  Shall  we  send  that  foolish  carrion, 
mistress  Quickly,  to  him,  and  excuse  his  throwing 
into  the  water;  and  give  him  another  hope,  to  be- 
tray him  into  another  punishment  1 

Mrs,  Page,  We'll  do  it;  let  him  be  sent  for  to- 
morrow eight  o'clock,  to  have  amends. 

Re-enter  Ford,  Paos,  Caivm,.  and  Sir  Hugh 

EvAirs. 

Ford,  I  cannot  find  him:  may  be  the  knave 
bragged  of  that  he  could  not  compass. 

Afrs,  Page,  Heard  you  that? 

Mrs,  Ford.  Ay,  ay,  peace: — you  use  me  well, 
master  Ford,  do  you ! 

Ford,  Ay,  I  do  so. 

Mrs,  Ford.  Heaven  make  you  better  than  your 
thoughts ! 

Ford.  Amen. 

Mrs.  Page,  You  do  yourself  mighty  wrong, 
master  Ford. 

Ftrrd,  Ay,  ay:  I  must  bear  it 

Eva,  If  there  be  anypody  in  the  bouse,  and  in 
the  chambers,  and  in  tne  coifers,  and  iy  the  presses, 
heaven  forgive  my  sins  at  the  day  of  judgment ! 

Caius,  By,  gar,  nor  I  too :  dere  is  no  bodies. 

Page,  Fie,  fie,  master  Ford !  are  you  not  ashamed  t 
What  spirit,  what  devil  suggests  this  imagination  1 
I  would  not  have  your  distemper  in  this  kind,  for 
the  wealth  of  Windsor  Castle. 

Ford,  'Tis  my  fault,  master  Page:  I  sufl^  for  it 

Eva.  You  suner  Ibr  a  pad  conscience ;  your  wife 
is  as  honest  a  'omans,  as  I  will  desires  among  five 
thousand,  and  five  hundred  too. 

Caius.  By  gar,  I  see  'tis  an  honest  woman. 

Ford,  Well; — I  promised  you  a  dinner:  — 
Come,  come,  walk  in  the  park :  I  pray  you,  pardon 
me ;  1  will  hereafter  make  known  to  you,  why  I 
have  done  this.  Come,  wife; — come  mistress 
Page :  I  pray  you  pardon  me ;  pray  heartily,  par- 
don me. 

Page.  Let's  go  in,  gentlemen ;  but  trust  me,  we'll 
mock  him.  I  do  invite  you  to-morrow  morning  to 
my  house  to  breakfast;  after,  we'll  a  birding  to- 
gether ;  1  have  a  fine  hawk  for  the  bush :    Shall  it 

Fot  d.  Any  thing. 

Eva,  If  there  is  one,  I  shall  make  two  in  the 
company. 

CaiMs.  If  there  be  one  or  two,  I  shall  make-a  de 
tird. 

Eva,  In  your  teeth :  for  shame. 

Ford,  Pray  you  go,  master  Page. 

Eva,  I  pray  you  now,  remembrance  to-morrow 
Cfi  the  lousy  knave,  mine  host 

Caius.  Dat  is  good ;  by  gar,  vit  all  my  heart 

t  Unbag  the  fin. 


Eva,  A  lousy  knave ;  to  have  his  gibes  ami  hi« 
mockeries.  [Ejceuni* 

SCENE  IV  —il  Room  in  Page's  Mouse. 

Enter  Fexto;?  and  Mistress  Axirs  Paob* 

Feni.  I  see,  I  cannot  get  thy  father's  love: 
Therefore,  no  more  turn  me  to  him,  sweet  Nan. 

Anne.  Alas !  how  then ? 

Fent.  Why,  thou  must  be  thyaeUl 

He  doth  object,  I  am  too  great  of  birth ; 
And  that,  my  state  beins  i^all'd  with  my  expense, 
1  seek  to  heal  it  only  by  his  wealth : 
Besides  these,  other  bars  he  lays  before  me,— 
My  riots  past,  my  wild  societies ; 
And  tells  me,  'tis  a  thing  impossible 
I  should  love  thee,  but  as  a  property. 

Anne.  May  be,  he  tells  you  true. 

Fent,  No.  heaven  so  speed  me  in  my  time  to 
come! 
Albeit  I  will  confess,  thy  father's  wealth 
Was  the  first  motive  that  I  woo'd  thee,  Anne: 
Yet  wooing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  value 
Than  stamps  in  gold,  or  sums  in  sealed  bags; 
And  'tis  the  very  riches  of  thyself 
That  now  I  aim  at 

AnTie.  Gentle  master  Fen  ton. 

Yet  seek  my  father's  love :  still  seek  it  sir : 
If  opportunity  and  humblest  suit 
Cannot  attain  it,  why  then — Hark  you  hither. 

[They  converse  apart 

Enter  Shallow,  Slctc der,  and  Mrs.  Quicrlt. 

ShaL  Break  their  talk,  Mrs.  Quickly;  my  kino- 
man  shall  speak  for  himself. 

Slen,  I'll  make  a  shaft  or  a  bolt  on't:*  slid, 'tis 
but  venturing. 

ShaL  Be  not  dismay'd. 

Slen.  No,  she  shall  not  dismay  me :  I  care  not 
for  that — hut  that  I  am  afeard. 

QtAck,  Hark  ye;  master  Slender  would  speak  a 
word  with  you. 

Ann^  I  come  to  him. —  This   is  my  father's 
choica 
O,  what  a  world  of  vile  ill-favor'd  fkults 
Looks  handsome  in  three  hundred  pounds  a  year ! 

[Aside. 

Quiekm  And  how  does  good  master  Fenton! 
Pray  you,  a  word  with  you. 

Shal,  She's  coming;  to  her,  coz.  O  boy,  thou 
badst  a  father. 

Slen,  I  had  a  fkther.  mistress  Anne; — my  uncle 
can  tell  you  good  jests  of  him :  —  Pray  you.  uncle, 
tell  mistress  Anne  the  jest  how  my  rather  stole 
two  geese  out  of  a  pen,  good  uncle. 

SfutL  Mistress  Anne,  my  cousin  loves  you. 

Slen.  Ay,  that  I  do ;  as  well  as  I  love  any  woman 
in  Gloucestershire. 

ShaU  He  will  maintain  you  like  a  gentlewoman. 

Slen,  Ay,  that  I  will,  come  cut  and  long-tail,  un- 
der the  degree  of  a  'squire. 

ShaL  He  will  make  you  a  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  jointure. 

Anm.  Good  master  Shallow,  let  him  woo  fbr 
himself. 

ShaL  Marry,  I  thank  you  fbr  it;  I  thank  you  for 
that  good  comfort  She  calls  you,  coz:  ru  leave 
you. 

Anne.  Now,  master  Slender. 

Slen,  Now,  eood  mistress  Anne. 

Anne,  What  is  your  will? 

Slen,  My  willf  od's  heartlings,  that's  a  pretty 
jest  indeed !  I  ne'er  made  my  will  ye^^  I  thanlr 
heaven ;  I  am  not  such  a  sickly  creature.  1  give 
heaven  praise. 

Anne,  I  mean,  master  Slender,  what  would  yon 
with  met 

Slen.  Truly,  for  mine  own  part,  I  wouW  little 

nothing  with  you :  Your  father,  and  ray  uncle« 
have  made  motions:  if  it  be  my  luck,  so:  if  not, 
happy  man  be  his  dole!*  They  can  tell  you  bow 
things  go,  better  than  I  can :  You  may  ask  your 
fkther;  here  he  comes. 

Enter  P^ok,  and  Mistress  Taos. 

Page.  Now,  master  Slender : — Love  him,  da  ugh 

ter  Anne.— 
•  A  prorerb — a  abaft  was  a  kmg  arrow  tnJ  a  bolt  a 
thkk  short  one.  'Loi. 


or 
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hke  a  strong  distillation,  with  stinking  clothes  that 
fretted  in  tlieir  own  grease:  think  of  that, —  a  man 
ot  my  kidney,  think  of  that ;  that  am  as  subject  to 
heal  as  butter;  a  man  of  continual  dissolution  and 
thaw ;  it  was  a  miracle  to  'scape  sutlbcation.  And 
in  the  height  of  this  bath,  when  1  was  more  than 
half  stewed  in  grease,  like  a  Dutch  dish,  to  be  thrown 
into  the  i'hamcs,  and  cooled,  glowing  hot,  in  that 
surge,  like  a  hor8e-«hoe;  think  of  that; — hissmg 
hot, —  ihnik  of  that,  master  Brook. 

Ford,  In  good  sadness,  sir,  C  am  sorry  that  for 
my  sake  you  have  surtered  all  this.  My  suit  then  is 
desperate;  you'll  undertake  her  no  more. 

/•tf/.  Master  Brook,  I  will  be  thrown  into  ^.tna, 
as  I  have  been  into  Thames,  ere  1  will  leave  tier 
thus.  Her  husband  is  this  morning  gone  a  birding : 
I  have  received  from  her  another  embassy  of  meet^ 
ing;  'twixt  eight  and  nine  is  the  hour,  master  Brook. 

Ford,  Tispasteight  already,  sir. 

FaU  Is  it  1 1  will  then  address  me  to  my  appoint- 


ment. Come  to  me  at  your  convenient  leisure,  and 
you  shaU  know  how  1  sjieed ;  and  the  conclusion 
shall  be  crowned  with  your  enjoying  her:  Adieu. 
You  shall  have  her,  master  Brook:  master  Brook, 
you  shall  cuckold  Ford.  [Exit, 

Ford,  H  um !  ha !  is  this  a  vision  I  is  this  a  dieam  1 
do  I  sleep?  Master  Ford,  awake;  awake,  master 
Ford ;  there's  a  hole  made  in  your  best  coat,  master 
Ford.  This  'tis  to  be  married !  this  'tis  to  have  lin- 
en and  buck-baskets!  —  Well.  I  will  proclaim  my- 
self what  1  am :  1  will  now  take  the  lecher;  he  is  at 
ray  house  :  he  cannot  'scape  me ;  'tis  imposstible  he 
sliould;  he  cannot  creep  mlo  a  halfpenny  purse, 
nor  into  a  pepper-box :  but,  lest  the  devil  that  guides 
him  should  aid  him,  1  will  search  impossible  places. 
Though  what  I  am  I  cannot  avoid,  yet  to  be  what  I 
would  not,  shall  not  make  me  tame :  if  1  have  homa 
to  make  one  mad,  let  the  proverb  go  with  me,  1*11  be 
horn  mad.  [JEirit. 


ACT  IV. 


SCKNE  l^The  Street, 
Enter  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs,  Qcicklt,  and  William. 

Mrs,  Paob.  In  he  at  master  Ford's  already, 
think'stthou? 

Quick,  Sure  ho  is  by  this;  or  will  be  presently: 
but  truly,  he  is  very  courageous^  mad,  about  his 
throwing  mto  the  water.  M  istress  Ford  desires  you 
to  come  suddenly. 

Mrs,  Page,  I'll  be  wth  her  by  and  by :  I'll  but 
bring  my  young  man  here  to  school :  look,  where 
his  master  comes:  'tis  a  playing-day,  1  see. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evans. 
How  now,  sir  Hughl  no  school  to-day? 

Eva,  No;  master  Slender  is  let  tlie  lioys  leave  to 
play. 

Quick.  Blessing  of  his  heart ! 

Mrs.  Page,  Sir  Hugh,  my  husband  says,  my  son 
protits  nothing  in  the  world  at  his  book;  1  pray  you, 
ask  him  some  questions  in  his  accidence. 

Eva,  Come  hitiier,  William ;  hold  up  your  head; 
come. 

Mrs.  Page,  Come  on,  sirrah ;  hold  up  your  head; 
answer  your  master,  be  not  afraid. 

Eva,  William,  how  many  numbers  is  in  nouns? 

WUL  Two. 

Quick,  Truly,  I  thought  there  had  been  one  num- 
ber more ;  because  they  say,  od's  nouns. 

Eva,  Peace  your  tattlings.  What  is  fair,  Wil- 
liam. 

tViU.  Pulcher. 

Quick.  Poulcats!  there  are  fairer  things  than 
poulcats,  sure. 

Eva,  You  are  a  very  simplicity  'oman :  I  pray 
you,  peace.    What  is  lapis,  William ? 

WUL,  A  stone. 

Eva^  And  what  is  a  stone,  William  ? 

WUL  A  pebble. 
'Eva,  No, it  is  lapis ;  I  pray  you  remember  in 
your  prain. 

WxlL  Lapis, 

Eva,  That  is  good  William.  What  is  he,  Wil- 
liam, that  does  lend  articles  ? 

iViU.  Articles  are  borrowed  of  the  pronoun ;  and 
be  thus  declined,  SinguUtriter,  nominaivvOf  hie, 
tiSK,   hoe. 

Eva-  Nominativo,  hig,  hag,  hog ;  pray  you,  mark : 
geniiivo,  ht^fus .-  Well,  what  is  your  accusative 
ease? 

WiU,  Accusative,  hinc, 

Eva,  I  pray  you,  have  your  remembrance,  child : 
Accusativo,  hmg,  hang,  ho^. 

Quick.  Hang  hog  's  Latin  for  bacon,  I  warrant 
you. 

Eva.  Leave  your  prabUes,  'oman.  What  is  the 
focative  case,  William  ? 

fVill.  ()— Koca/iw.O. 

Eva.  Remember,  William ;/oc<i/tpe  is  caret* 

Quick,  And  that's  a  good  root 
Eva,  *Oman,  forbear. 
Mrs,  Page,  Peace. 

vOutrsgfouB. 


Eva,  What  is  your  genitive  ease,  plural,  WU^ 
liam  ? 

IVUl,  Genitive  ease  f 

Eva,  Ay. 

fVill.  Oenitivo — horum,  harum,  horum. 

Quick,  'Veneeanceof/i-wwy'^case!  fie  on  her! 
—  never  name  her,  child,  if  she  be  a  whore. 

Eva,  For  shame,  'oman. 

Quick,  You  do  ill  to  teach  the  child  such  words  : 
he  teaches  him  to  hick  and  to  hack,  which  they  'U 
do  fast  enough  of  themselves ;  and  to  call  horuin  :-^ 
fie  upon  you ! 

Eva,  'Oman,  art  thou  lunatics?  hast  thou  no 
understandings  for  thy  cases,  and  the  numbers  uf 
the  genders  ?  Thou  art  as  foolish  Christian  creatures 
as  I  would  desires. 

Mrs,  Page.  Pr'ythee,  hold  thy  peace. 

Eva,  Show  me  now,  William,  some  declensioos 
•of  your  pronouns. 

tVilL  Forsooth,  I  have  forgot 

Eva,  It  is  fei,  kse,  cod  ;  if  you  forget  your  ktes. 
your  kses,  and  your  cods,  you  must  be  preeches.* 
Uo  your  ways,  and  play,  go. 

Mrs,  Page.  He  is  a  better  scholar  than  I  thought 
he  was. 

£ra.  He  is  a  good  sprag*  memory.  Farewell, 
mistress  Page. 

Mrs,  Page,  Adieu,  good  sir  Hugh.  [Exit  Sir 
HuoH.]  Get  you  home,  boy. — Come,  we  stay  too 
long.  [Exeuni, 

SCENE  II.—  A  Room  in  Ford's  House. 

Enter  Falstaft  and  Mrs,  Ford. 

FaL  Mistress  Ford,  your  sorrow  hath  eaten  np 
my  sufferance :  I  see  you  are  obseouious  in  your 
love,  and  I  profess  requital  to  a  hair  a  breadth :  not 
only,  mistress  Ford,  in  the  simple  olfice  of  love,  but 
in  all  the  accoutrement  complement,  and  ceremony 
of  it    But  are  you  sure  of  your  husband  now  ? 

Mrs.  Ford,  He's  a  birding,  sweet  sir  John. 

Mrs.  Page.  [WUhin.]  What  hoa !  gossip  Ford  ! 
what  hoa ! 

Mrs,  Ford,  Step  into  the  chamb^  sir  John. 

[Exit  Falstaff 

Enter  Mrs,  Paok. 

Mrs,  Page,  How  now,  sweetheart?  who's  at  homo 
besides  yourself? 

Mrs,  Ford,  Why,  none  but  mine  own  people^ 

Mrs,  Page.  Indeed? 

Mrs.  Ford,  No,  certainly ; — apeak  louder  l^«{(ie, 

Mrs,  Page,  Truly,  I  am  so  glad  you  have  nobudj 
hare. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why? 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  woman,  your  husband  is  in 
his  old  lunest  again :  he  so  takes  on  yonder  with  mjr 
husband;  so  rails  against  all  marri^  minkind;  so 
curses  all  Eve's  daughters,  of  what  complexion  ro- 
ever;  and  so  bulTets  himself  on  the  forehoad,  crying 
Peer  out,  peer  out  /  that  any  madness  I  ever  yet 
beheld  seemed  but  tameneas,  civility  ac  1  patience 

•  Bresebedy  I.  e.  flog((ed.       •  Apt  to  le^ni.      *  ^mA  tts 
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*     no)eH::at,  you  rooyon  !*  out !  out !  ru  connire  you, 
rU  ibrtune-tell  you.  [Exit  Fal. 

Mrs.  Page*  Are  you  not  ashamed  1  1  think  you 
have  kWVd  the  poor  woman. 

Mnt.  Ford.  Nay,  he  will  do  it: — Tia  a  goodly 
et>Mlit  for  you. 

Ford,  Hang  her,  witch ! 

Kva.  By  vea  and  no,  I  think,  the  ^ornan  is  a 
witch  indeed :  I  like  not  when  a  *oman  has  a  great 
peard :  I  spy  a  preat  peard  under  her  muffler. 

FoM.  Will  you  follow,  gentlemen  t  1  beseech 
you,  follow;  see  but  the  issue  of  my  jealousy:  if  I 
cry  out  thus  upon  no  trail,«  never  trust  me  when  I 
open  a;;ain. 

Pofti.  Lets  obey  his  humor  a  little  fbrther :  Come, 
gentlemen. 

[ICxeunt  Park,  Fonn,  5?h allow,  and  Etans. 

Mrs.  Page.  Trust  me,  he  beat  him  most  pitifully. 

Mrf,  Ford.  Nay,  by  the  massi,  that  he  did  not ;  he 
beat  him  most  unpitifully,  methought. 

Mrs.  Pofte.  I'll  have  the  cudjrel  hallowed,  and 
hung  o*er  the  altar;  it  hath  done  meritorious  ser- 
vice. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  think  you  ?  May  we,  with  the 
warrant  of  womanhood,  and  the  witness  of  a  go(»d 
conscience,  pursue  him  with  any  further  revenue  1 

Mrs.  Page.  The  spirit  of  wantonness  is,  sure, 
scared  out  of  him ;  if  the  devil  have  him  not  in  fee- 
simple,  with  fine  and  recovery,  he  will  never,  I 
think,  in  the  way  of  waste,  attempt  us  asain. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Shall  we  tell  our  husbanos  how  we 
have  served  him  t 

Mrs.  Page.  Yes,  by  all  means;  if  it  be  but  to 
scrape  the  n^res  out  of  your  husband's  brains.  If 
tbey  can  find  in  their  hearts,  the  poor  unvirtuous 
fat  Kuij^ht  shall  be  any  further  afflicted,  we  two  will 
still  he  the  ministers. 

Mrs.  Ford,  I'll  warrant,  they'll  have  him  pub- 
tidy  shamed:  and  methinks,  there  would  be  no 
period  to  the  jest,  should  he  not  be  publicly 
shamed. 

Mrs,  Paf^e.  Come,  to  the  foi^e  with  it  then,  shape 
it :  I  would  not  have  things  cool.  [Exeunt. 

SCBNE  III.  —  A  Room  in  the  Oarter  Inn. 
Enter  Host  and  BAitnoLPU. 

Bar.  Sir.  the  Germans  desire  to  have  three  of 
your  horses:  the  duke  htmM*lf  will  be  to-morrow 
at  court,  and  they  arc  goint;  to  meet  him. 

Host.  What  duke  should  that  be,  comes  so 
secretly  t  I  hear  not  of  him  in  the  court:  Let  me 
speak  with  the  gentlemen ;  they  speak  English  ! 

Bar.    Ay,  sir ;  1*11  call  them  to  you. 

Host.  They  shall  have  my  horses;  but  Til  make 
them  pay.  Til  sauce  them :  they  have  had  my  houses 
a  week  at  comtnaud;  1  have  turned  away  my  other 
guests:  they  must  come  off;  Til  sauce  them :  Come. 

[Eoceunl. 

SCENE  IV.— il  RoominFord^B  House. 

Enter  Paos,  Ford,  Mrs.  Paob,  Mrs.  Ford,  and 
Sir  Hugh  Evans. 

Eva.  *Tis  one  of  the  pest  discretions  of  a  *oman 
as  ever  I  did  look  upon. 

Page.  And  did  he  send  you  both  these  letters  at 
an  instant? 

Mrs.  Page.  Within  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Ford.  Pardon  me,  wire:    Henceforth  do  what 
thou  wilt; 
I  rather  will  suspect  the  sun  with  cold. 
Than  thee  with  wantonness :  now  doth  thy  honor 

stand. 
In  him  that  was  of  late  an  heretic 
As  firm  as  faith. 

Page.  'Tis  well,  'tis  well ;  no  more. 

Be  not  as  Extreme  in  submission. 
As  in  offence; 

But  let  our  pk>t  go  forward :  let  our  wives 
Yet  once  again,  to  make  us  public  sport. 
Appoint  a  mectins  with  this  old  fat  fellow. 
Where  we  may  take  him  and  disgrace  him  for  it 

Ford,  There  is  no  better  way  than  that  they 
spoke  of. 

Page.  How !  to  send  him  word  they'll  meet  him 
fn  the  park  at  midnight !  fie,  fie !  he'll  never  come. 

Eva,  You  say,  he  uas  been  thrown  in  the  rivers: 
•  SesK  «8o«nt 


and  has  been  grievously  peaten,  as  an  old  'oman, 
methinks,  there  should  be  terrors  iu  him,  that  he 
should  not  come,  methinks  bis  flesh  is  punished  be 
shall  have  no  desires. 

Page.  So  think  I  too. 

Mrs,  Ford.  Devise  but  how  you'll  use  him  when 
he  comes. 
And  let  us  two  devise  to  bring  him  thither. 

Mrs,  Page.  There  is  an  okl  tale  goes,  that  Henw 
the  hunter. 
Sometime  a  keeper  here  in  Windsor  forest. 
Doth  all  the  winter  time,  at  still  midnight. 
Walk  round  about  an  onic,  with  great  ragg'd  horns; 
A  nd  there  he  blasts  the  tree,  and  takes*  the  cattle ; 
And  makes  milch-kine  yield  blood,  and  shakes  a 

chain 
In  a  most  hideous  and  dread  Ail  manner; 
You  have  heard  of  such  a  spirit,  and  well  yon  know, 
The  superstitious  idle-heaoed  eld« 
Received,  and  did  deliver  to  our  ape. 
This  tale  of  Heme  the  hunter  for  a  truth. 

Page.  Why,  yet  there  want  not  many,  that  do 
fear 
In  deep  of  nieht  to  walk  by  this  Heme's  oak: 
But  whPtof  this! 

Mrs.  Ford.  Marry,  this  is  our  device; 
That  FnlstafTat  that  oak  shall  meet  with  us, 
DisiTuis^d  like  Heme,  with  huge  horns  on  his  head. 

Page.  Well,  let  it  not  be  doubted  but  he'll  come. 
And  m  this  shape:  When  you  have  brought  him 

thither. 
What  shall  be  done  with  him?  what  is  your  plot  t 

Mrs.  Page.  That  likewise  have  we  thought  upon, 
and  thus: 
Nan  Page  my  daughter,  and  my  little  son. 
And  three  or  four  more  of  their  growth,  we'll  dress 
Like  urchins,  ouphcs,*  and  fairies,  green  and  white, 
W^ith  rounds  of  waxen  tapers  on  their  heads, 
And  rattles  in  their  hands;  upon  a  sudden, 
As  Falstaff,  she,  and  1,  are  newly  met, 
Let  them  from  forth  a  saw-pit  rush  at  once. 
With  some  diflTused  song ;  upon  their  sight 
We  two  in  great  amazcdness  will  lly; 
Then  let  them  all  encircle  him  about. 
And,  fairy-like,  to  pinch  the  unclean  knight. 
And  ask  him,  why,  that  hour  of  fair>" -revel, 
In  their  so  sacred  path  ho  dares  to  tread. 
In  shape  profane. 

Mr*.  Ford.  And  till  he  tell  the  troth. 

Let  the  supposed  fairies  pinch  him  sound. 
And  bum  nun  with  their  tapers. 

Mrs.  Page.  The  troth  being  known. 

We'll  all  present  ourselves^  dis'hom  the  spirit. 
And  mock  him  home  to  Wmdsor. 

Ford.  The  children  must 

Be  practiced  well  to  this,  or  they'll  ne'er  do't 

Eva.  I  will  teach  the  children  their  behaviors ; 
and  I  will  be  like  a  jack-an-apes  also,  to  bum  the 
knight  with  my  taber. 

Ford.  That  will  be  excellent!  I'll  go  buy  them 
vizards. 

Mrs.  Page.  My  Nan  shall  be  the  queen  of  mU  the 
fWiries, 
Finely  attired  in  a  robe  of  white. 

Page.  That  silk  will  1  ko  buy ;  —  and  in  that  time 
Shall'master  Slender  steal  my  Nan  away,    [A<Hde. 

And  marry  her  at  Eton Go,  send  to  h  alstafT 

straight 

Ford.  Nay,  I'll  to  him  again  in  name  of  Brook: 
He'll  tell  me  all  his  purpose :  Sure,  he'll  come. 

Mrs.  Page.  F<%ir  not   you  that:   Go,   get    vn 
properties. 
And  tricking  ror  our  fairies. 

Eva.  Let  us  about  it :  it  is  admirable  pleAsarea, 
and  fbry  honest  knaveries. 

[Exeunt  Paok,  Ford,  and  Etah a. 

Mrs.  Page,  Go,  mistress  Ford, 
Send  quickly  to  sir  John,  to  know  his  mind. 

[Exit  Mnt.  Pom». 
I'll  to  the  doctor;  he  hath  my  good  will. 
And  none  but  he,  to  marry  with  Nan  Page* 
That  Slender,  though  well  landed,  is  an  idiot ; 
And  he  my  husband  best  of  ail  eflects: 
The  doctor  is  well  money 'd,  and  his  fnends 
Potent  at  court;  he,  none  but  he,  shall  have  her. 
Though  twenty  thousand  worthier  come  to  crave 
her.  [ExU. 


•  BtTlkss. 


•  OUsfs.  ««U;iiobgobl]a. 
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Her  mothe*  Qver  etrong  againgt  that  match, 
Ai.tl  firm  for  doctor  Caius,  hath  appointed 
That  he  shall  likewise  shuflSe  her  away, 
While  other  sports  are  tasking  oflT their  minds, 
A  ^d  at  the  deanery,  where  a  priest  attends, 
Straight  marry  her :  to  this  her  mother's  plot 
She.  seemingly  obedient,  likewise  hath 
Made  promise  to  the  doctor:  —  Now,  thus  it  rests; 
Her  father  means  she  shall  be  all  in  white; 
And  in  that  habit,  when  Slender  sees  his  time 
To  take  her  by  the  hand,  and  bid  her  go, 
She  shall  go  with  him:  her  mother  hath  intended, 
The  better  to  denote  her  to  the  doctor, 
(For  they  must  all  be  masked  and  vizarded,) 
That,  quaint  in  green,  she  shall  be  loose  enrob'd, 


With  ribands  pendant,  flaring  'bout  her  head? 
And  when  the  doctor  spies  his  vantage  ripe. 
To  pinch  her  by  the  hand  and  on  that  token. 
The  maid  hath  given  consent  to  go  with  him. 

Host,  Which  means  she  to  deceive?  father  or 
mother  ? 

Pent.  Both,  my  good  host,  to  go  along  with  ro« : 
And  here  it  rests, — that  you'U  procure  the  vicar 
To  stay  for  me  at  church,  'twixt  twelve  and  one, 
And,  in  the  lawful  name  of  marrying. 
To  give  our  hearts  united  cerpnK>ny. 

Host.  Well,  husband  your  device ;  Til  to  the  near: 
firing  you  the  maid,  you  shall  not  lack  a  priest. 

Fern.  So  shall  I  evermore  be  bound  to  thee ; 
Besides,  Til  make  a  present  recompense.  \  Exeunt, 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  h^A  Room  in  the  Garter  Inn, 

Enter  Falstaff  and  Mrs,  Quickly. 

FaL  Pr*ythee,  no  more  prattling ;  —  go. I'll 

hold:*  This  is  the  third  time;  I  hope  good  luck 
lies  in  odd  numbers.  Away,  go;  they  say,  there  is 
divinity  in  odd  numbers,  either  in  nativity,  chance, 
or  deatn.  —  Away. 

Quick,  V\i  provide  you  a  chain ;  and  1*11  do  what 
I  can  to  get  you  a  pair  of  horns. 

FaL  Away,  I  say;  time  wears:  hold  up  your 
be«d,  and  mmce.  [Exit  Mrs,  Quicklt. 

Enter  Fonn. 

How  now,  master  Brook  1  mafter  Brook,  the  mat* 
ter  will  be  known  to-night,  or  never.  Be  vou  in  the 
Park  about  midnight,  at  Heme's  oak,  ana  you  shall 
■ee  wonders. 

Ford,  Went  you 'not  to  her  yesterday,  sir,  as  you 
told  me  you  had  appointed  ? 

Fal,  I  went  to  her.  master  Brook,  as  you  see, 
like  a  poor  old  man :  out  I  came  from  her,  master 
Brook,  like  a  poor  old  woman.  That  same  knave. 
Ford,  her  husoand,  hatli  the  finest  mad  devil  of 
jealousy  in  him,  master  Brook,  that  ever  governed 
nenzy.  I  will  tell  you. — He  beat  me  gnevously, 
in  the  shape  of  a  woman :  for  in  the  shape  of  man, 
noaster  Brook,  I  fear  not  Goliath  with  a  weaver's 
beam;  because  (  know  also,  life  is  a  shuttle.  I  am 
in  haste;  ^o  along  with  me;  111  tell  you  all  master 
Brook.  Smce  I  plucked  geese,  played  truant,  and 
whipped  top,  I  knew  not  what  it  was  to  be  beaten, 
till  lately.  Follow  me:  1*11  tell  you  strange  things 
of  this  knave  Ford:  on  whom  to-night  I  will  Be 
revenged,  and  I  will  deliver  his  wife  into  your  hand. 
—  Follow :  Strange  things  in  hand,  master  Brook ! 
follow.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— Windsor  Park, 

Enter  Paob,  Shallow,  and  Slsvdiiu 

Page,  Come,  come;  we'll  couch  i*  the  castle- 
ditch,  till  we  see  the  light  of  our  fairies. —  Remem- 
ber, son  Slender,  my  daughter. 

Slen.  Ay,  forsooth;  I  have  spoke  with  her,  and 
we  have  a  nay-word,*  how  to  know  one  another.  I 
come  to  her  in  white,  and  cry  mum ;  she  cries 
budget  t  and  by  that  we  know  one  another. 

ShaL  That's  good  too:  But  what  needs  either 
your  mum  or  hef  budt^et?  the  white  will  decipher 
her  well  enough. — It  hath  struck  ten  o'clock. 

Page,  The  night  is  dark;  light  and  spirits  will 
become  it  well.  Heaven  prosper  our  sport !  No 
man  means  evil  but  the  devil,  and  we  snail  know 
liim  by  his  horns.    Let's  away  ;  follow  me. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.—  The  Street  in  Windsor. 

Enter  Afr^.PAOi,  Mrs,  Ford,  and  Dr,  Caivs. 

Mrs.  Page,  Master  doctor,  my  daughter  is  in 
creen :  when  you  see  your  time,  take  her  by  the 
nand,  away  with  her  to  the  deanery,  and  despatch 
tt  quickly :  Go  before  into  the  park ;  we  two  must 
go  together. 

sK«wdU  thetinis.  •  Waftolhword. 


yoi 
the 


CaUis.  I  know  vat  I  have  to  do ;  Adieu. 

Mrs,  Page,  Fare  you  well  sir.  [Exit  CAivn. 
My  husband  will  not  rejoice  so  much  at  the  abuse 
of  Falstaff,  as  he  will  chafe  at  the  doctor's  marrying 
my  daughter :  but  'tis  no  matter :  better  a  little 
chiding  than  a  great  deal  of  heart-break. 

Mrs.  Ford,  Where  is  Nan  now,  and  her  troop  of 
fairies  ?  and  the  Welsh  devil,  Hugh  1 

Mrs,  Page,  They  are  all  couched  in  a  pit  hard  by 
Heme's  oak,  with  obscured  lights:  which  at  the 
very  instant  of  Falstaff's  and  our  meeting,  they  will 
at  once  display  to  the  night. 

Mrs.  Ford,  That  cannot  choose  but  amaze  him. 

Mrs,  Page,  If  he  be  not  amazed,  he  will  lie 
mocked ;  if  he  be  amazed,  be  will  every  way  be 
mocked. 

Mrs.  Ford,  We'll  betray  him  finely. 

Mrs,  Page,  Against  such  lewdsters,  and  their 
lechery. 
Those  that  betray  them  do  no  treachery. 

Mrs.  Ford.  The  hour  draws  on ;  to  the  oak,  to 
the  oak!  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.—  Windsor  Park. 

Enter  Sir  Hvoh  Etahs,  and  Fairies. 

Eva.  Trib.  trib.  fairies;  come;  and  remember 
our  parts :  be  pold,  }  pray  you ;  follow  me   into 
lie  pit ;  and  when  I  give  the  watch  'ords,  do  as  I 
pid  you ;  Come,  come ;  trib,  trib.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  y,-' Another  Part  qf  the  Park. 

Enter  Falstaff  disguised,  with  a  buck^^  head  on. 

FaU  The  Windsor  bell  hath  struck  twelve;  the 
minute  draws  on :  Now,  the  hot-blooded  gods  assist 
me!  —  Remember,  Joveu  thou  wast  a  bull  for  thy 
Europe;  love  set  on  thy  norns. — ()  powerfVil  love  ! 
that,  in  some  respects,  makes  a  beast  a  man ;  in 
some  other,  a  man  a  beast. —  You  were  also^  Jupi" 
ter,  a  swan,  for  the  love  of  Leda ;  O,  omnipotent 
love !  how  near  the  rod  dtew  to  the  complexion  of 
a  goose !  —  A  fault  aone  first  in  the  form  of  a  beast; 
—  O  Jove,  a  beastly  fkult!  and  then  another  fitull 
in  the  semblance  of  a  fowl ;  think  on*t  Jove,  a  foul 
fault. —  When  gods  have  hot  backs,  what  shall  poor 
men  do!  For  me,  I  am  here  a  Windsor  stag;  and 
the  fiittest,  I  think  i'  the  forest :  send  me  a  cool  nit> 
time,  Jove,  or  who  can  blame  me  to  piss  my  taUo>w ! 
Who  comes  here  7   my  doe  1 

Enter  Mrs,  Ford  and  Mrs.  Paob. 

Mrs,  Ford.  Sir  John  1  art  thou  there,  my  deer! 
my  male  deer  1 

FaL  My  doe  with  the  black  scut?  —  Let  the  sky 
rain  potatoes ;  let  it  thunder  to  the  tune  of  Green 
Sleeves  f  hail  kissing  comfits,  and  snow  erin^oes; 
let  there  come  a  tempest  of  provoi'ation,  1  will  shel- 
ter me  here.  [Embracing  her 

Mrs,  Ford,  Mistress  Page  is  corae  with  me. 
sweet-heart 

FaL  Divide  me  like  a  bribe-buck,  each  a  hatinch : 
I  will  keep  my  sides  to  myself,  my  shouMera  fat 
the  fellow  of  this  walk,  and  my  lioms  I  Itequeath 
your  husbands.    Am  I  awoodmsu^  ha' Speak  « 
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hke  Heriw  the  hunter? —  Why,  now  is  Cupid  a 
dik]  of  conscience ;  he  makes  restitution.  As  1  am 
ft  true  spirit,  welcome.  [Noise  within, 

Mrn.  Pagt,  Alas!  what  noise  1 
Mrs.  fw4.  Heaven  foqcive  our  sins! 
Fal.  What  should  this  be? 


Mr9,  Pa^e.  i  ^'"y* 


away.  [They  run  qff, 

FaL  1  think  the  devil  wili  not  have  me  damned, 
kat  the  oii  that  is  in  me  should  set  hell  on  fire ;  he 
wouU  never  else  cross  me  thus. 

EntrrSir  HcoH  EvAfs  like  a  aafyr;  Mm,  Quick- 
it  and  Pistol  ;  Axtc a  Pagk  an  the  Fairy  Queen, 
otttnded  by  her  brother  and  others,  dreMed  like 
/ixrie>,  umk  waxen  tapers  on  their  heads, 

Qf/irfe;  Fairies,  black,  grey,  green  and  white, 
Vra  nsoon-shine  revellers,  and  shades  of  night, 
VcQ  orphan  heirs  of  fixed  destin;(r, 

AKnu!  yoar  office  and  your  quality. 

Crir  Hob^roUin,  make  the  fiiiry  o-yes. 

}^.  KJ ves,  list  your  names ;  silence,  you  airy  toys. 
OvktU  to  Windsor  chimney  shalt  thou  leap : 
Where  iirea  thou  find^st  unrak'd«  and  hearths  un- 

swept, 
Thrre  pinch  the  maids  as  blue  as  bilberry: 
Oar  radiant  Queen  hates  sluts  and  sluttery. 

T^  They  are  ferries;  he,  that  speaks  to  them, 
shall  die : 
FD  wink  and  couch :  No  nwn  their  works  must  eye. 

[Ues  dmtm  upon  his  face, 

£ra.  Where's  Pede? — Go  you,  and  where  you 
find  a  maid, 
Tkat.  ere  she  sleep,  has  thrice  her  prayers  said, 
RatK  ap  the  or$;ana  of  her  fantasv. 
^r«pp  «bf  as  MHind  as  careless  innincv : 
Bsi  thov  as  sleep,  and  think  not  on  their  sins, 
Pindi  them,  arms,  legs,  backs,  shoulders,  sidc<i,  and 
^ins. 

Qvick.  About,  about ; 
9etrdi  Windsor  Castle,  elves,  within  and  out; 
Jtrew  ^ood  luck,  ouphes,  on  every  sacred  room, 
I  hit  it  may  stand  till  the  perpetual  doom, 
•r.  itate  as  wholesome,  as  m  state  'tis  fit ; 
WartliT  the  owner,  and  the  owner  it 
The  several  chain  of  order  look  you  scour 
With  juice  of  balm,  and  every  precious  dower; 
F«h  fur  instalment,  coat  ana  several  crest, 
Wiih  myal  Mason,  evermore  be  blest ! 
A»1  ni;fhtly.  meadow-fairies,  look  you  sing, 
Like  to  the  Garter's  compass,  in  a  rmg; : 
Tbrexpressure  that  it  bears,  men  let  it  be, 
iM.iiv  irn:ic>freph  than  all  the  field  ti>  see ; 
A&JL  Jkmv  toit  qui  mat  y  penite,  write, 
|r;<^fMrald  tufra,  flowers  purple,  blue,  and  white; 
Likr  fiipnhire,  pearl,  andfrich  embroidery, 
BtKkied  Mow  fair  knii;hthood's  bending  knee: 
Fares  use  tlowers  for  their  rharactery. 
A»3t; disperse:  But,  till  'tis  one  o'clock, 
">^r  caore  of  custom,  round  about  the  oak 
fK  H«roe  the  hunter,  let  us  not  forget 

£ta.  Pray  you,  lock  hand  in  hand ;  youraelvea 
in  order  set: 
AQd  twenty  glow-worms  shall  our  lanterns  be. 
To  ^i4t  our  measure  round  about  the  tree. 
fi<i(.itaj;  1  smell  a  man  of  middle  earth. 

FaL  Heavens  defend  me  from  that  Welsh  fairy ! 
^  i)p  transform  me  to  a  piece  of  cheese ! 

^id.  Vile  worm,  thou  wast  o'erlooked  even  in 
thy  birth. 

Q'tidc  With  trial-flre  touch  me  his  finger-end: 
I^w  be  chaste,  the  flame  will  back  descend, 
^^  tarn  him  to  no  pain :  but  if  he  start, 
It «« the  flesh  of  a  corrupted  heart 

Pid.  A  trial,  come. 

£nr.  Cooke,  will  this  wood  take  fire? 

[They  bum  him  with  their  tapers, 

r9iLOh,oh,oh! 

(initk.  Corrupt,  corrupt,  and  tainted  in  desire! 
^vm  htm,  ftiriea ;  sinf^  a  scorn  fill  rhyme: 
^B^  as  you  trip,  still  pinch  him  to  your  time. 

£ta.  It  is  rigot ;  indeed  he  is  full  of  lecheries  and 
«*luJty. 

SONG. 

Fue  on  sinful  fantasy  ! 
frye  on  lust  and  luxury 
Lnsf  is  but  a  bloody  fire, 
KiiUtUd  with  uneJuMS  aesiru 


Fed  in  heart ;  whose  flames  aspire^ 

As  thoughts  do  blow  them,  higher  and  highet 

Pinch  him,  fairies,  mutually  / 

Pineh  him  for  his  villany ! 
Pinch  him,  and  bum  him,  ana  turn  him  about, 
TUl  candles,  and  starlight,  and  moonshine  be  out 

[During  this  song,  the  fairies  pinch  Falstaff.  Doc- 
tor Caius  comes  one  way,  and  steals  away  a  fairy 
in  green ;  Slender  another  way,  and  taken  tfjf 
a  fairy  in  white,-  and  Fenton  comen,  and  steals 
away  Mrs.  Anne  Page.  A  noise  qf  hunting  Is 
made  within.  All  the  fairies  run  away.  Fa}- 
ttsff  pulls  off  his  buck's  head,  and  rises,] 

Enter  Pagk,  Foan,  Mrs.  Paok,  and  Mrs,  Ford. 
They  lay  hold  on  him. 

Page,  Nay,  do  not  fly ;  I  think  we  have  watched 
you  now ; 
Will  none  but  Heme  the  hunter  serve  your  tuni  ? 

Mrs,  Page,   I  pray  you,  come;  hold  up  the  jest 
no  higher :  — 
Now,  good  sir  John,  how  like  you  Windsor  wives  ? 
See  you  these,  husband  ?  do  not  thes^  fair  yokes* 
Become  the  forest  better  than  the  town? 

Ford,  Now,  sir,  who's  a  cuckold  now?  —  Mas* 
ter  Brook,  Falstafl's  a  knave,  a cockoldly  knave ;  hero 
are  his  horns,  master  Brook :  And,  master  Arook, 
he  hath  enjoyed  nothing  of  Ford's  but  his  buck- 
basket,  his  cudgel,  and  twenty  pounds  of  money : 
which  must  he  paid  to  master  Brook ;  his  horaea 
are  arrested  for  it,  master  Brook. 

Mrs,  Ford.  Sir  John,  we  have  had  ill  luck:  we 
could  never  meet.  I  will  never  take  you  for  my 
love  again,  but  I  will  always  count  you  my  deer. 

FcU,  1  do  begin  to  perceive  that  I  am  made  an 


Ford,  Ay,  and  an  ox  too;  both  the  proofii  an 
extant 

Fal,  And  these  are  not  fairies?  1  was  three  or 
four  times  in  the  thought,  they  were  not  fairies:  and 
yet  the  guiltiness  of  my  mind,  the  sudden  surprise 
of  my  powers,  drove  tne  grossness  of  the  foppery 
into  a  received  belief,  in  despite  of  the  teeth  of  all 
rhyme  and  reason,  that  they  were  fairies.  See  now. 
how  wit  may  be  made  a  jack-a-lcnt,  when  'tis  upon 
ill  employment 

Eva.  Sir  John  FalstafT,  serve  Got  and  leave  your 
desires,  and  fairies  will  not  pinse  you. 

Ford,  Well  said,  fairy  Hugh. 

Eva,  And  leave  you  your  jealousies  too,  I  pray 
you. 

Ford,  I  will  never  mistrust  my  wife  again,  till 
thou  art  able  to  woo  her  in  good  Knglrsh, 

Fal,  Have  I  laid  my  brain  in  the  sun,  and  dried 
it,  that  it  wants  matter  to  prevent  so  ftross  o'er- 
reaching  as  this?  Am  I  ridden  with  a  Welsh  goat 
too?  Shall  I  have  a  coxcomb  of  frtzel*  'tis  time  I 
were  choked  with  a  piece  of  tossted  cheese. 

Eva,  Seese  is  not  good  to  give  putter ;  your  peUy 
is  all  putter. 

Fal,  Seese  and  putter!  Have  I  lived  to  stand  at 
the  taunt  of  one  tliat  makes  fritters  of  English  ? 
This  is  enough  to  be  the  decay  of  late-walking 
through  the  realm. 

Mrs,  Page.  Why,  sir  John,  do  you  think,  thouf^b 
we  would  have  thrust  virtue  out  of  our  hearts  by 
the  head  and  shoulders,  and  have  given  ourselves 
without  scruple  to  hell,  that  ever  the  devil  could 
have  made  you  our  delight? 

Ford,  What  a  hodgc-pudding?  a  bag  of  flax  ? 

Mrs,  Page,  A  nufled  man  ? 

Paife,  Old,  cold,  withered,  and  of  intolerable 
entraila. 

Ford,  And  one  that  is  as  slanderous  as  Satan  ? 

Page,  And  as  poor  as  Job? 

Ford,  A  nd  as  wicked  as  his  wife  ? 

Eva,  And  given  to  fornications,  and  to  tavema. 
and  sack,  and  wine,  and  metheglins,  and  to  drink- 
Ings,  and  swearings,  and  starings,  pribbles  and 
prabbles? 

Fal,  Well,  I  am  your  theme:  you  have  the  stan 
of  me :  1  am  dejected ;  1  am  not  able  to  answer  the 
Welsh  flannel ;  ignorance  itaelf  is  a  plummet  o'er 
me:  use  me  as  you  will. 

Ford.  Marry,  sir,  we'll  bring  you  to  Windsor,  tf 
one  master  Brook,  that  you  have  cozened  of  nsoaey 

«  Homf  wbiefa  Falntaff  bad. 

•  A  fool's  cap  of  Welsh  matsrlala. 
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to  whom  yoL  should  have  been  a  pmder:  over  and 

ibove  that  you  have  Autfered,  I  thmk  to  repay  that 

money  will  be  a  biting  afHiction. 
Mrs.  Ford,  Nay,  buaoand,  let  that  go  to  make 
amends. 

Forgive  that  sum,  and  so  we'll  all  be  friends. 
FortL  Well,  here's  my  hand ;  all's  forgiven  at  last 
Page*  Yet  be  cheerful,  knight:  thou  shalt  eat  a 

Sosaet  to  night  at  my  house ;  where  I  will  desire 
ice  to  laugh  at  my  wife  that  now  laughs  at  thee: 
Tell  her,  master  Slender  hath  married  her  daughter. 
Mrs*  Page.  Doctors  doubt  that : —  If  Anne  Pa«e 
be  my  daughter,  she  is,  by  this,  doctor  Caius's  wile. 

[Aaidt. 
JS/i^Sleiidbr. 

Slen.  Whoo,  ho !  ho !  father  Page ! 

Page,  Son !  how  now  ]  how  now,  son  ?  have  you 
despatched  t 

Slcn.  Despatched — I'll  make  the  best  in  Glou- 
cestershire know  on't;  would  I  were  hanged,  la, 
el-ic. 

Page.  Of  what,  son  1 

Sien.  I  came  yonder  at  Eton  to  marry  mistress 
Anne  Psi^e,  and  she's  a  trreat  lubberly  boy :  If  it 
had  not  been  i'  the  churcn,  I  would  have  swinged 
him,  or  he  should  have  swinged  me.  If  I  did  not 
think  it  had  been  Anne  Page,  would  I  might  never 
stir,  and  'tis  a  post-master's  boy. 

Page.  U  pon  my  life,  then,  you  took  the  wrong. 

N«/i.  What  need  you  tell  me  that?  I  think  so. 
when  I  took  a  boy  for  a  girl :  If  I  had  been  married 
to  him,  for  all  he  was  in  woman's  apparel,  I  would 
not  have  had  him. 

Pofte.  Why,  this  is  your  own  folly.  Did  not  I 
tell  you,  how  you  should  know  my  daughter  by  her 
garments! 

SLen.  I  went  to  her  in  white,  and  cried  munit  and 
she  cry'd  budget^  as  Anne  and  I  had  appointed  ; 
and  yet  it  was  not  Anne,  but  a  post^master's  boy. 

Kva.  Jeshu !  Master  Slender,  cannot  you  see 
but  marry  boys! 

Page.  O,  I  am  vexed  at  heart:  What  shall  I  dol 

Mrs.  Page.  Good  George,  be  not  angry :  I  knew 
of  your  purpose:  turned  my  daughter  into  green; 
and,  indeed,  she  is  now  with  the  doctor  at  the  dean- 
ery, and  there  married. 

Enter  Caius. 

Caiu9,  Vere  la  mistress  Page!  By  gar.  I  am 
cocened ;  I  h£  married  un  garcon,  a  boy ;  unpaisant 


by  gar,  a  boy ;  it  is  not  Anne  Page:  by  gar,  I  ojd 
cozened. 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  did  you  take  her  in  green! 

Caitu.  Aye,  by  gar,  and  'tis  a  boy :  by  gar,  I'D 
raise  all  Windsor  [Exit  Caii^. 

Ford.  This  is  strange:  Who  hath  got  the  right 
Annel 

Page,  My  heart  misgives  me:  Here  comes  mas- 
ter Feuton. 

Enter  FRirroif  and  Airirx  Paob. 

How  now,  master  Fen  ton  t 

Anne.  Pardon,  good  &ther!    good  my  mother, 
pardon ! 

Page.  Now,  mistress  !  how  chance  you  went  not 
with  master  Slender  ? 

Mrs,  Page,  Why  went  you  not  with  master  do^ 
tor,  maid? 

Fent.  You  do  amaze  her:    Hear  the  truth  of  it. 
You  would  have  married  tier  most  shamefully. 
Where  tiiere  was  no  proportion  held  in  love. 
The  truth  is,  she  and  1,  lung  since  contracted. 
Are  now  so  sure,  that  nothmK  can  dissolve  us. 
The  offence  is  holy,  that  she  bath  committed : 
And  this  deceit  loses  the  name  of  crsit, 
Of  disobedience,  or  unduteous  title; 
Since  therein  she  doth  evitate  and  shun 
A  thousand  irreligious  cursed  hours. 
Which  forced  marriage  would  have  brought  upon 
her. 

Ford.  Stand  not  amaz'd :  here  is  no  remedy :  — 
In  love,  tlie  heavens  themselves  do  guide  the  state; 
Money  buys  lands,  and  wives  are  sold  by  fate. 

FaL  I  am  glad,  though  you  have  ta'en  a  special 
stand  to  strike  at  me,  that  your  arrow  hath  glanced. 

Page,  Well,  what  remedy  1  Fenton,  heaven  give 
thee  joy ! 
What  cannot  be  eschew'd  must  be  embrac'd. 

FaL  When  night-dogs  run,  all  sorte  o(  deer  are 
chas'd. 

Eva,  1  will  dance  and  eat  pliuns  at  your  wedding 

Mrs,  Page,  Well,  I  will  muse  no  farther  :•« 
Master  Fenton, 
Heaven  give  you  many,  many  merry  days! 
Good  husband,  let  us  every  one  go  home. 
And  laugh  this  sport  o'er  by  a  country  fire ; 
Sir  John  and  aU. 

Ford.  Let  it  be  so :  —  Sir  John, 

To  master  Brook  you  yet  shall  hold  your  word ; 
For  he,  to-night,  shall  ue  with  Mia.  Ford.  [lisetat 
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KyOp. 

An  in  hig  name. 

Via.  What  is  his  name  1 

Cap'  Orsino. 

VUh  Orsino!  T  have  heard  my  father  name  him! 
He  was  a  bachelor  then. 

Cap.  A  nd  so  is  now, 

Or  was  so  very  late :  for  but  a  month 
Ago  I  went  from  hence;  and  then  'twas  fresh 
In  murmur,  (as,  you  know,  what  ereat  ones  do. 
The  less  will  prattle  of,)  that  he  did  seek 
The  love  of  fair  Olivia. 

Vio.  What's  she! 

Cap.  A  virtuous  maid,  the  daughter  of  a  count 
That  died  some  twelvemonth  since;  then  leaving 

her 
In  the  protection  of  his  son,  her  brother. 
Who  shortly  also  died:  for  whose  dear  love, 
They  sav,  she  hath  abjur'd  the  company 
And  sight  of  men. 

Vio,  O,  that  I  served  that  lady : 

And  might  not  be  delivered  to  the  world. 
Till  I  had  made  mine  own  occasion  mellow, 
What  my  estate  is. 

Cap,  That  were  hard  to  compass ; 

Because  she  will  admit  no  kind  of  suit. 
No,  not  the  duke's. 

Vio.  There  is  a  fair  behavior  in  thee,  captain ; 
And  though  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  oft  close  in  pollution,  yet  of  thee 
1  will  believe,  thou  hast  a  mind  that  suits 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  character. 
I  pray  thee,  and  1*11  pay  thee  bounteously, 
Conceal  me  what  I  ant;  and  be  my  aid 


For  such  disguise  as.  haply,  shall  become 
The  form  of  my  intent.    IMI  serve  this  duke; 
Thou  Shalt  present  me  as  a  eunuch  to  him : 
It  may  be  worth  thy  pains;  for  I  can  sing,         , 
And  speak  to  him  in  many  sorts  of  music. 
That  will  allow  me  very  worth  his  service. 
What  else  may  hap,  to  time  f  will  commit ; 
Only  shape  thou  thy  silence  to  my  wit. 

Cap.  Be  you  his  eunuch,  and  I  your  mute  will  be : 
When  my  tongue  blabs,  let  mine  eyes  not  see! 

Via.  I  thank  thee,  lead  me  on.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  in.—  A  Room  in  Olivia's  Houte, 

Enter  Sir  Tobt  Bkt.ch.  and  Maria. 

Sir  To.  What  a  plague  means  my  neice,  to  take 
the  death  of  her  brother  thus  1  I  am  sure  care's  an 
enemy  to  life. 

Afar.  By  troth,  sir  Toby,  you  must  come  in  ear- 
lier  o'  rights;  your  cousin,  my  lady,  takes  great 
ex  'eptions  to  your  ill  hours. 

Sir  To.  Why,  let  her  except  before  excepted. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  you  must  conflne  yourselr  witliin 
the  modest  limits  of  order. 

Sir  To.  Confine!  I'll  confine  myself  no  finer 
than  I  am :  those  clothes  are  good  enough  to  drink 
in,  and  so  be  these  boots  too;  an  they  l)e  not,  let 
them  bans  themselves  in  their  own  stmps. 

Mar.  That  quafling  and  drinking  will  undo  you . 
I  heard  my  lady  talk  of  it  yesterday ;  and  of  a 
foolish  knight,  that  you  brought  in  one  night  here, 
to  be  her  wooer. 

Sir  To.  Who?  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek  1 

Mar,  Ay,  he. 

.Sir  TfK  He's  as  tall  a  man  as  any's  in  Illyria. 

Mar.  What's  thai  to  the  purpose  * 

Sir  To.  Why,  he  has  three  thousand  ducati  a 
year. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  he'll  have  but  a  year  in  all  these 
ducats;  he's  a  very  fool,  and  a  prodigal. 

Sir  To.  Fve,  that  you'll  say  so !  he  plays  o'  the 
▼iol-de-gambo.  and  speaks  throe  or  four  languages 
word  for  word  without  book,  and  hath  all  the  good 
gifts  of  nature. 

Mar.  He  hath,  indeed. — almost  natural:  for, 
besides  that  he's  a  fool,  he's  a  ereat  quarreler;  and 
but  that  he  hath  the  gifl  of  a  coward  to  allay  the 
gust  he  hath  in  auarreltine.  'tis  thought  a?nong  the 
prudent,  he  would  quickly  have  the  gifl  of  a  grave. 

Sir  To.  By  this  band,  they  are  scoundrels,  and 
su*)<tractors,  that  say  so  of  him.    Who  are  they  ? 

Afar.  They  that  add  moreover,  he*s drunk  nightly 
in  vour  company 

Sir  To.  With  drinking  healths  to  my  niece;  I'll 
dnnk  to  her.  as  long  as  there's  a  passage  in  my 
throat,  and  drink  in  lUyria:  He*0  a  coward,  and  a 


A  noble  duke,  in  nature,   c  ystril,*  that  will  not  drink   to  my  neire,  till  hit 

brain*  turn  o'  the  toe  like  a  parish-top.  What, 
wench  1  Castiliano  vulgo;  for  here  comes  sir  An- 
drew Ague-face. 

Enter  Sir  Axdukw  Aouk-chsek. 

Sir  And,  Sir  Toby  Belch!  how  now,  air  Tobr 
Belch  ? 

Sir  To.  Sweet  sir  Andrew  ? 

Sir  And.  Bless  you,  fair  shrew. 

Afar.   And  you  too,  sir. 

Sir  To,    Accost,  sir  Andrew,  accost 

Sir  And.  What's  that  t 

Sir  To.  My  neice's  chamber-maid. 

Sir  And.  €Sood  mistress  Accost,  I  desire  better 
acauaintance. 

Afar.  My  name  is  Mary.  sir. 

Sir  And.  Good  mistress  Mary  Accost, 

Sir  To.  You  mistake,  knight:  accost  is,  fhnit 
her,  board  her,  woo  her,  assail  her. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  I  would  not  undertake 
her  in  this  company.  Is  that  the  meaning  of  ac' 
cost! 

Afar.  Fare  you  well,  gentlemen. 

Sir  To.  An  thou  let  part  so.  sir  Andrew,  would 
thou  mightst  never  draw  swora  again. 

Sir  And.  And  you  part  so,  mistresK,  I  would  1 
might  never  draw  sword  again.  Fair  lady,  do  yoa 
think  you  have  fools  in  hand  t 

Afar.  Sir,  I  have  not  you  by  the  hand. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  but  you  shall  have;  and  here*^ 
my  hand. 

Mar.  Now,  sir,  thought  is  finee:  I  pray  you  brin^ 
your  hand  to  the  buttery-bar,  and  let  it  drink. 

Sir  And.  Wherefore,  sweet  heart?  what's  yuur 
metaphor  ? 

Afar.  It's  dry,  sir. 

Sir  And.  W ny,  1  think  so :  T  am  not  such  an  nsa, 
but  I  can  keep  my  Hand  ory.  But  what's  your 
jest  1 

Afar.  A  dry  jest,  sir. 

Sir  And.  Are  vou  full  of  them? 

Afar.  Ay.  sir;  1  have  them  at  my  flnirers'  ends- 
marry,  now  I  let  go  your  hand,  I  am  barren. 

\Exif  Mawia. 

Sir  To.  O  knight,  thou  lack'st  a  cup  of  canary 
When  did  I  see  thee  so  put  down  ? 

Sir  And.  Never  in  your  liflp,  I  think;  unless  ycm 
see  canary  put  me  down :  Methinks,  sometimes  i 
have  no  more  wit  than  a  Christian,  or  an  ordinary 
man  has:  but  I  am  a  greater  eater  of  beef,  and,  I 
believe,  that  does  harm  to  my  wit 

Sir  To,  No  question. 

Sir  And.  An  1  thought  that,  I'd  forswear  it 
1*11  ride  home  to  morrow,  sir  Toby. 

Sir  To.  Pourqtuty,  my  dear  knight? 

Si'^  And.  Whtii'iH  pffurquof/P  do  or  not  do*  I 
would  I  had  bestowed  that  time  in  the  tonjruei^  that 
I  have  in  fencing,  dancing,  and  bear-baiting  :  o, 
had  I  but  followed  the  arts ! 

Sir  To.  Then  hadst  thou  an  excellent  head  of 
hair. 

Sir  And.  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my  hnirl 

Sir  To.  Past  question ;  for  thou  seest,  it  will  not 
curl  by  nature. 

Sir  And.  But  it  becomes  me  well  enough,  does't 
not? 

Sir  To.  Excellent;  it  hangs  like  flax  on  n  dt»- 
tafT;  and  I  hope  to  see  a  housewife  take  thee   be- 


tween her  legs,  and  spin  it  off. 

Sir  And.  'Faith,  1*11  home  to-morrow,  sir  Toby : 
your  niece  will  not  be  seen :  or,  if  she  be,  it's  Ihor 
to  one  sheMl  none  of  me ;  the  count,  himself,  here 
hard  by,  wooe  her. 

Sir  To.  She'll  none  of  the  count;  she*]|  net 
match  above  her  degree,  neither  in  estate,  veara,  nor 
wit;  I  have  heard  her  swear  it  Tut,  titere's  life 
in't  man. 

Sir  And.  I'll  stay  a  month  longer.  T  am  a  fel- 
low o' the  strangest  mind  in  the  world;  I  del  if  hi 
in  mttMues  and  revels  sometimes  altogether. 

Sir  TO.  Art  thou  good  at  these  kick-ahawis 
knisht? 

Sir  And.  As  any  man  in  Illyria,  whaUoe\'er  he 
be.  under  the  decree  of  my  betters;  and  yet  I  mriU 
not  compare  with  an  old  man. 

Sir  To.  What  is  thy  excellence  in  a  galbaio, 
knight! 

I  Kaystrll,  a  bastard  bavk. 


{k'Kxi  y. 


OR,  WHAT  YOU  WILL. 


6» 


Sir  And,  Taitb,  I  can  cat  a  caper. 

Sir  To,  And  I  can  cut  the  mutton  to't. 

Sir  An  i.  And,  I  think,  I  have  the  i>ack-trick, 
cmply  A«  strong  as  any  man  in  lUyria. 

Sir  To.  Wherefore  are  these  thini^  hid  !  where- 
(nre  bare  these  gifts  a  curtain  before  them  1  are 
t.w  likt>  to  lake  du«t,  like  mistreM  Mall's  picture? 
Wi)v  doist  tliou  not  i;o  to  church  in  a  eaitiard,  and  , 
cone  home  in  a  coranto!   My  very  walk  should  be  , 
I  jt4;  1  would  not  so  much  as  make  water,  but  in  i 
I  »ink.«-o«ce.«    What  dost  thou   mean  T    is  it  a  ' 
w)rld  to  hide  virtues  in?    I  did  think,  by  the  ex- 
eeilent  constitution  of  thy  leg,  it  was  formed  under 
ib-^Ctfofai^lliard. 

ftr  And.  Ay,  'tis  atrong,  and  it  does  indifferent 
veil  in  a  tlameH^loied  stock.*  Shall  we  set  about 
&?rB«  revels  f 

^ir  Tih  What  shall  we  do  else?  were  we  not 
bo'n  under  Taurus? 

Si«-  Afii.  Taurus !  that's  sides  and  heart 

Sir  Tn.  N'o.sir:  it  is  le^s  and  thighs.  Let  me  see 
sbee  aper :  ha !  b  igher :  oa,  ha !  —  excellent ! 

{Exeunt, 

SCeXE  IV.—  A  Room  in  the  Duke's  Palace. 

Enlir  ViiciiTiif  a  and  Violl  in  man*a  attire. 

Tj*.  If  the  duke  continue  these  ftvora  towards 
rc'-J.  Cesarto,  you  are  like  to  be  much  advanced ; 
li  lath  known  you  but  three  days,  and  already  you 
ire  no  itmnger. 

Kc/.  Yoli  either  fear  his  humor,  or  my  negligence, 
'tiityuucall  in  question  the  continuance  of  his 
y^'.  U  he  inoDnstant,  air,  in  his  favors  f 

To/.  No,  believe  me. 

Enter  Duke,  Crnio,  and  Attendants. 

Vlx  I  thank  you.    Here  comes  the  count. 

bikf.  Who  saw  Cesario.  ho  ? 

Vvh  On  your  attendance,  my  lord ;  here. 

D-iiv.  Stand  you  awhile  aloof.— Cesario, 
Thij  koow'st  no  leas  but  all;  I  hive  unclasp*d 
To  thiw  the  book  even  of  my  secret  soul : 
TVnfi)fe.  j{rx-.d  youth,  aidre«s  thy  gait  unto  her; 
Ik  not  (l<>ny'd  aci'ess,  stand  at  her  doors. 
All  u^:i  the:n.  thprc  thy  fixed  foot  shall  grow, 
Ti'Mhju  have  audience. 

r;a  Sure,  my  noble  lord, 

IfeiiebrsoabaDdon'd  to  her  sorrow 
is  .1 » dpoke,  she  never  will  admit  me. 

Ihike.  Be  ctamoroui).  and  leap  all  civil  bounds, 
R3>*ier  than  make  unprofited  return. 

Ttt.  Siy,  I  do  speak-  with  her,  my  lord :  What 
then? 

DifJcr.  0.  then  unfold  the  passion  of  my  love, 
^QTprsp  her  With  discourse  of  my  dear  faith : 
It  nail  Ijecome  thee  well  to  act  my  woea; 
^«  wUI  attend  it  better  in  thy  youth, 
rtto  in  a  nuncio  of  grave  aspect. 

lb).  I  think  not  so,  my  fc>rd. 

0  tkf.  Dear  lad,  believe  it ; 

To'  iwy  shall  yet  belie  thy  happy  years 
T.'ai  uy,  thou  art  a  man :  Diana's  lip 
I<n>itnaore smooth  and  rubious;  tliy  small  pipe 
l«  uthe  maiden's  organ,  shrill,  and  nound, 
AfrJ  ail  Its  semMative  a  woman's  part. 
I  <:iow,  thy  constellation  is  right  apt 
r^r  this sifiiir:— Some  four,  or  five,  attend  him; 
AS,  if  you  will;  for  I  myself  am  best, 
*^ipn  letft  in  company :— Prosper  well  in  this, 
And  thou  Shalt  live  as  freely  as  tliy  lord. 
To  oil  his  fortimes  thine. 

Tb.  I  mi  do  my  best 

Tovoovourlady:  yet,f  AH'le.]  a  barflil*  strife! 
Wboerl  woo,  myself  would  be  bis  wife.  [Exeunt. 

SCIINE  y^A  Room  in  Olivia's  House. 
Enter  VI. km k  and  Clown. 

Mv,  \ay,  either  Cell  me  where  thou  hast  been, 
*i  wiU  not  open  my  lips  so  wide  as  a  bridile  may 
m'fr.in  way  of  thy  CACUse:  my  lady  will  hang 
^  for  thy  absence. 

.  Cia.  Let  her  bang  me :  be,  that  if  woU-hanged 
t  'Jbii  world,  needs  to  fear  no  colon. 

Hir.  Make  that  goo.l. 

CJA.  He  shall  see  none  to  frir. 

thpnaoMoradaiiSik       •StocUaff. 


Mar.  A  good  lenten'  answer:  I  can  tell  the# 
where  that  saying  was  bom,  of.  I  fear  no  colors. 

Co.  Where,  gcwxl  mistress  Mary  I 

Mar.  In  the  wars;  and  that  may  you  be  bold  to 
say  in  your  foolery. 

do.  Well,  God  give  them  wisdom,  that  have  i( 
and  those  that  are  fools,  let  them  utte  their  talents 

Mar,  Yet  you  will  be  hanged,  for  being  so  long 
absent :  or,  be  turned  away ;  is  not  that  as  good  as 
a  hanging  to  you  ' 

Clo.  Many  a  good  banging  prevents  a  bad  mar- 
riage ;  and,  for  turning  away,  let  summer  bear  it  out. 

Mar.  Yuu  are  resolute  then  ? 

Clo.  Not  so  neitlier;  but  I  am  resolved  on  two 
points. 

Mar.  That,  if  one  break,  the  other  will  hold ;  or, 
if  both  break,  your  gaskms  fall. 

Clo.  Apt,  in  good  faith ;  very  apt !  Well,  go  thy 
way;  if  sir  Toby  would  leave  drinking,  thou  wert 
as  witty  a  piece  of  Kve*s  flesh  as  any  in  Illyria. 

Mar.  Peace,  you  rogue,  no  more  o'  that ;  here 
comes  my  lady :  make  your  excniae  wisely,  you 
were  best  [ExU 

Enter  Olivia,  and  Malvolio. 

Clo.  Wit,  and't  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  good 
fooling!  Those  wits,  that  think  tliey  have  thee,  do 
very  ot\  prove  fools ;  and  l,thit  am  sure  I  lack 
thee,  may  pass  for  a  wise  man :  For  what  says 
Quinapalus  f  Better  a  witty  fool,  than  a  foolish 
wit. (lOd  bless  thee,  lady ! 

0/t.  Take  the  fool  away. 

Do  you  not  hear,  fellows?    Take  away  tho 


Clo. 
lady. 
OIL 


Go  to,  you*re  a  dry  fool :  Til  no  more  of  you : 


besides,  you  grow  dishonest 

Clo,  Two  faults,  madonna,*  that  drink  and  good 
counsel  will  amend:  for  give  the  dry  fool  drink, 
then  is  the  fool  not  dry ;  bid  the  dishonest  man 
mend  himself;  if  he  mend,  he  is  no  longer  dishonest; 
if  ho  cannot,  let  the  botcher  mend  him:  any  thing, 
that*s  mended,  is  but  patched :   virtue,  that  trun;^ 


gresses,  is  but  patched  with  sin;  and 
amends,  is  but  patched  with 


«MorkBM 


sin,  that 
virtue:  if  that  this 
simple  syllogism  will  serve,  so:  if  it  will  not,  what 
remedy  f  Ah  there  is  no  true  cuckold  but  calamity, 
so  beauty's  a  flower: — the  lady  bade  take  away 
the  fool ;  therefore,  1  say  again,  take  her  away. 

0/t.  Sir,  I  bade  them  take  away  you. 

Clo.  Misprision  in  the  highest  degree!  —  Lady, 
CucuUtUf  non  fadt  monachum ;  that's  as  much  as 
to  say,  I  wear  not  motley  in  my  brain.  Good  ma- 
donna, give  me  leave  to  prove  you  a  fool. 

Oli.  Can  you  do  it? 

Clo.  Dexterously,  good  madonna. 

0/t.  Make  your  proof. 

Clo,  I  must  catechise  you  for  it,  madonna ;  good 
my  mouse  of  virtue,  answer  me. 

OIL  Well,  sir,  for  want  of  other  idleness,  1 11  'bide 
your  proof. 

Clo,  Good  madonna,  why  moum*st  thou? 

OIL  (tood  fool,  for  my  brother's  death. 

Clo,  I  think  his  soul  is  in  hell,  madonna. 

Oli.  1  know  his  soul  is  in  heaven,  fool. 

Clo,  The  more  fool  you,  madonna,  to  mourn  for 
your  brother's  soul  being  in  heaven. —  Take  away 
the  fool,  gentlemen. 

OIL  What  think  you  of  this  fool,  Malvolio?  doth 
he  not  mend  ? 

MaL  Yes:  and  shall  do,  till  the  pangs  of  death 
shake  him.  Iiiflrmity,  that  decays  the  wise,  doth 
ever  make  the  better  fool. 

Clo,  God  send  you,  sir,  a  speedy  infirmity,  fbr 
the  better  increasing  your  folly!  Sir  Toby  will  be 
sworn,  that  I  am  no  fox ;  but  tie  will  not  pass  his 
word  for  two-pence  that  you  are  no  fool. 

0/t.   How  say  you  to  that,  Malvolio  ? 

MaL  I  marvel  your  ladyship  takes  delight  in 
such  a  barren  ra^al;  I  saw  him  put  down  the  other 
day  with  an  ordinary  fool,  that  hiis  no  more  brain 
than  a  stone.  Look  you  now,  he's  out  of  his  guard 
already:  unless  you  laugh  and  minister  occasion 
to  him,  he's  gagged.  I  protest  I  take  thesi.'  wise 
men,  that  crow  so  at  these  set  kind  of  fools,  no  bet- 
ter than  the  fools'  sanies.* 

OIL  (),  you  are  nek  of  aelf-love,  Malvolio,  ai Hi 

•  Short  and  «Mrs.  •JlsUim,  mistMSs,  daiiM. 
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tzsVe  with  n  difOemperfHJ  appetite.  To  be  generous, 
KUiltleiM^  and  of  tree  diBpo^iition,  is  lo  take  tlio^e 
Uiui^s  tor  bird-boits,*  thdt  yuu  deem  cani.on-bul- 
iets:  i'here  is  no  slander  in  an  allowed  koU  though 
be  do  notbing  but  rail;  nor  no  railing  in  a  known 
discreet  man,  thoUf^b  be  do  notliiii^  but  reprove. 

Clo,  >ow  Mercury  endue  tbe«  witb  leasing,*  for 
Uiou  speakest  well  ol*  fools. 

Re-enter  Maria. 

Mar  Madam,  tbere  is  at  tbe  gate  a  young  gen- 
tleman, mucii  desires  to  speak  witb  vou. 

OU,  From  tbe  count  Oraino,  is  it  f 

Mar.  I  know  not,  inadam ;  'tis  a  fair  young  man 
And  well  attended. 

Oil  Wbu  of  my  people  hold  him  in  delay  7 

Alar,  Sir  Toby,  inaaam,  your  kinsman. 

OIL  Fetch  him  oil,  i  pray  you ;  he  speaks  noth- 
ing but  madman:  Fye  on  mm !  [Exit  Maria.J  Go 
you,  Malvolio;  if  it  be  a  suit  from  the  count,  1  am 
sick,  or  not  at  home;  what  you  will,  to  dismiss  it. 

iExii  Malvolio.]     >ow  you  see,  sir,  how  your 
bobng  grows  old,  and  people  dislike  it. 

Clo.  fhou  hajt  spoke  for  us,  madonna,  as  if  thy 
eldest  son  should  be  a  fool :  whose  skull  Jove  cram 
with  brains,  for  here  comes  one  of  thy  kin,  has  a 
most  weak  pia  nutters 

Enter  Sir  Tobt  Belch. 

Oiu  By  mine  honor,  half  drunk. —  What  is  he 
at  the  Kate,  cousin  I 

Sir  To.    A  gentleman. 

Oil  a  gentleman!   What  gentleman  T 

Sir  To.  'Tim  a  gentlcmdn  here  —  A  plague  o'  these 
pickle-herrings ! —  How  now,  sot. 

Clo.  Good  sir  Toby, 

O.u  Cousin,  cousm,  how  have  you  come. so  early 
by  Ibis  lethargy  ? 

Sir  To,  Lecnery !  I  defy  lechery* :  there's  one  at 
the  gate. 

OiL  Ay,  marry;  what  is  he? 

Sir  To.  Let  him  be  the  devil,  an  he  will,  I  care 
not:  give  me  faith,  say  I.    Well,  its  all  one.  l£jri/. 

OIL  What's  a  drunken  man  like,  fool! 

Ctu.  Like  a  drown'd  man,  a  Ibol,  and  a  madman : 
one  draught  above  heat  makes  him  a  fool ;  the  sec- 
ond mads  him ;  and  a  third  drowns  him. 

OiL  Go  thou  and  seek  the  coroner,  and  let  him 
sit  o  my  coz ;  for  he's  in  the  third  degree  of  drink, 
lie's  drown 'd :  go,  look  after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet,  madonna:  and  the  fool 
shall  look  to  the  madman.  [Exit  Clowx. 

Re-enter  Malvolio. 

MaL  Madam,  yond'  young  fellow  swears  he  will 
speak  with  you.  1  told  him  you  were  sick;  he 
tanes  on  him  to  understand  so  much,  and  therefore 
comes  to  speak  with  you:  I  told  him  you  were 
asleep :  be  seems  to  have  a  fore-knowledge  of  that 
too,  and  therefore  comes  to  speak  with  yuu.  What 
is  to  be  said  to  him,  lady  1  he^s  fortified  against  any 
denial. 

Oil  Tell  him,  he  shall  not  speak  with  me. 

Mai.  He  has  been  told  so;  and  he  says,  he'll 
stand  at  your  door  like  a  sheriirs  post,  and  be  the 
supporter  of  a  bench,  but  he'll  speak  witli  you. 

OIL  What  kind  of  a  man  is  he  ! 

Mai.  Why,  of  man  kind. 

OU.  What  manner  of  man! 

Mai.  Of  very  ill  manner;  he'll  speak  with  you, 
will  >ou,  or  no. 

OIL  { >f  what  personage,  and  years,  is  he  1 

Mai.  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  man,  nor  young 
enough  for  a  boy ;  as  a  sauash  is  before  'tis  a  peas- 
cod,  or  a  codling  when  'tis  almost  an  apple;  'tis 
with  him  e'en  »tandin^  water,  between  lx>y  and 
man.  He  is  very  well  tavorcd,  and  ho  speaks  very 
shrewishly;  one  would  think,  his  mother's  milk 
were  scarce  out  of  him. 

O  t.  Let  him  approach :  Call  in  my  gentlewoman. 

MaL  Gentlewoman,  my  lady  calls.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  M  Ant  K. 

OIL  Give  me  my  veil :  come,  throw  it  o'er  my 
(kce; 
We'll  onoe  more  hear  Orsino's  embassy. 

Enter  \tOLk. 
Vio.  The  honourable  lady  of  the  house,  which  is 
fbet 
iShort  arrows.       •  Lying,      t  The  oorer  of  tbe  brain. 


OIL  Speak  to  me,  I  shall  answer  for  her.  Youi 
Willi 

Vio.  Most  radiant,  exquisite,  and  unroaichable 
beauty,— I  pray  you,  tell  me,  if  tliis  be  the  lady  of 
tlie  house,  lor  1  never  saw  her :  1  would  be  loth  to 
cast  away  my  speech ;  for,  besides  that  it  is  excel- 
lently well  penn'd,  I  have  taken  great  pains  to  con 
it  (>ood  beauties,  let  me  sustain  no  scorn:  I  am 
very  coroptible,*  even  to  the  least  sinister  usage. 

OU.  Whence  came  you,  sir  ? 

Vio.  I  can  say  little  more  than  I  have  studied, 
and  that  question's  out  of  my  part.  Good  gentle 
one,  give  me  modest  assurance,  if  you  be  the  lady 
of  the  house,  that  1  may  proceed  in  my  speech. 

OIL  Are  you  a  comedian  ? 

Via.  No,  my  profound  heart:  and  yet,  by  thf 
very  fangs  of  malue,  I  swear,  1  am  not  tliat  1  play 
Are  you  the  lady  of  the  house? 

Olu  If  I  do  not  usurp  myself.  I  am. 

Vio.  Most  certain,  if  you  are  she,  you  do  usurp 
yourself;  for  what  is  yours  to  bestow,  is  not  youts 
.to  reserve.  But  this  is  from  my  commission:  I 
will  on  with  my  speech  in  your  praise,  and  then 
show  you  the  heart  of  my  message. 

OIL  Come  to  what  is  important  in't:  I  forgive 
you  the  praise. 

Vh.  Alas,  1  took  great  pains  to  study  it,  and  tw 
poetical. 

OIL  It  is  the  more  like  to  be  feigned;  I  pray 
you,  keep  it  in.  I  heard,  you  were  eaucy  at  my 
gates;  and  allowed  your  approach,  rather  to  won 
der  at  you  than  to  hear  you.  If  you  be  not  mad, 
be  gone;  if  you  have  reason,  be  brief;  'tis  not  that 
time  of  moon  witli  me,  to  make  one  in  so  skipping 
a  dialogue. 

Mar.  Will  you  hoist  sail,  sirl  here  lies  your  way. 

Vio.  No,  good  swabber;  1  am  to  hull  liere a  little 
longer. —  Some  mollification  for  your  giant,*  swoel 
ladv. 

OIL  Tell  me  your  mind. 

Vin.  I  am  a  messenger. 

OIL  Sure,  you  have  s.ime  hideous  matter  td< de- 
liver, when  the  courtesy  of  it  is  so  fearfuL  Speak 
your  oltice. 

Vio.  It  alone  concerns  your  ear.  I  brinr  no 
overture  of  war,  no  taxation  of  homage;  I  hold  the 
olive  in  my  hand:  my  words  are  as  full  of  peace  as 
matter. 

on.  Yet  you  began  rudely.  What  are  you  1 
what  would  you  ? 

Fto.  The  rudeness,  that  hath  appear'd  in  me, 
have  I  leam'd  firom  my  entertainment.  What  I  am, 
and  what  1  would,  are  as  secret  as  maidenhead:  lo 
your  ears,  divinity ;  to  any  other's,  profanation. 

on.  Give  us  the  place  alone:  we  will  hear  this 
divinity.  [£xt/ Maria.]  Now,  sir,  what  is  your 
textl 

Vio.  Most  sweet  lady, 

on.  A  comfortable  doctrine,  and  much  may  be 
said  of  it    W  here  lies  your  text ! 

Vio.  In  Orsino's  bosom. 

OIL  In  hisbosomi  In  what  chapter  of  his  boeom? 

Vio.  To  answer  by  the  method,  in  the  first  of  hi« 
heart. 

OIL  O. I  have  read  it;  it  is  heresy.  Have  you  no 
more  to  say ! 

Vin.  Good  madam,  let  me  see  your  face. 

OIL  Have  you  any  commission  from  your  lord  to 
negotiate  with  my  face?  you  are  now  out  of  your 
text :  hut  we  will  draw  the  curtain,  and  »how  you 
the  picture.  Look  you,  sir,  such  a  one  a»  1  waa 
this  present  :•  Is't  not  well  done ?  [Unveilingm 

Vio.  Kxcellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 

OIL  Tis  in  grain, sir;  'twill  endure  wind  and 
weather. 

Vio.  *Tis  beauty  truly  blentwhose  red  and  white 
Nature^s  own  sweet  aud  cunnin&r  hand  laid  on : 
Lady,  you  are  the  cruel'st  she  alive, 
If  you  will  lead  these  graces  to  the  grave. 
And  leave  the  world  no  copy. 

0/t.  (>,  sir.  I  will  not  be  so  hard-hearted;  1  will 
give  out  divers  schedules  of  my  beauty :  It  shall  be 
inventoried;  and  every  particle,  and  utenMil.  la- 
belled to  my  will:  as,  item,  two  lips  inditTerent 
red;  item,  two  grey  eyes,  witb  lids  to  them ;  ite'in 

•  Aoeoontable. 

a  It  sppeMTs  (Vom  iWTeral  part*  of  this  plaj  that  •!» 
orli^al  sotTMs  ot  Maria  ws»  very  al  eri. 

•  Presents. 


t  ajuitiemim; — it' it  be  so,  (as  'tis,) 

poor  iady,  she  were  better  love  a  dream. 

Ihii^uibe,  1  t>ee.  tliou  art  a  wick6due.<*«, 

VVnerbin  ti»e  p  ej^n-Jtui*  triiemy  doen  much. 

How  eauy  is  it  lor  Uk-  piopei-ialse 

la  women's  waxen  hearts  lo  set  their  forms! 

Aids,  our  I'rauty  is  tue  cause,  iu»t  we ; 

i*  or,  suci)  as  we  are  made  ot\  such  we  be. 

How  will  tins  lad^  !•  My  master  loves  her  dearly ; 

And  1,  poor  monster,  lond  as  much  on  hmi ; 

And  «he^  mistaken,  seems  to  dote  on  me: 

What  will  t>ecome  ot  th.s1    As  i  am  man, 

My  itate  is  desperate  lor  my  master's  love; 

As  1  am  woman,  now  alas  the  day  ! 

W  liat  thriftless  sighs  shall  poor  uuvia  breathe! 

0  time,  thou  must  untangle  this,  not  1 ; 

It  ia  too  hard  a  knot  tor  me  to  untie;  [£xU. 

SCENE  III.— ^  Room  in  Olivias  House, 
Enter  Sir  Tomt  Bslgu,  find  Sir  Anubkw  Aoub- 

CHKKK. 

Sir  To.  Approach,  sir  Andrew :  not  to  be  a-bed 
after  midnight,  is  lo  be  up  betimes;  and  UUucuio 
tur^ere^  tliou  know 'at, 

Str  And.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  1  know  not:  but  I 
know,  to  be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

Sir  To.  A  talse  conclusion :  1  hate  it  as  an  un- 
filled can:  i'o  be  up  alter  midnight, and  to  go  to 
bed  then,  is  early ;  so  tnat,  to  go  to  bed  alter  mid- 
night, IS  to  go  to  bed  betimes.  Do  not  our  lives 
consist  of  tne  lour  elements  I 

Sir  And,  'Faith,  >o  they  say;  but,  I  think,  it 
ratner  consists  ol  eating  and  drinking. 

Sir  I'o,  Tliou  art  a  sclioiar;  let  us  therefore  eaC 
and  drink. — Maria,  1  say ! — a  stoop  of  wme! 

Enter  Clown. 

Sir  And.  Here  comes  the  fool. 

Clo,  How  now,  my  hearts !  Did  you  never  see 
the  picture  of  we  three  !> 

Sir  Tu.  Welcome,  ass.    Now  let's  have  a  catch. 

Sir  And.  by  my  troth,  the  fool  has  an  excellent 
breast*  1  had  rather  than  forty  shillings  1  had 
such  a  leg ;  and  so  sweet  a  breath  to  sing,  as  the 
lool  has.  in  sooth,  thou  wast  in  very  gracious  tool- 
injg  last  night,  wuen  thou  spokest  ol  Pigrogrormlus, 
of  the  Vapians  passing,  the  equinoctial  of  ^ueabus; 
'twas  very  goou,  'i  laith.  I  sent  thee  sixpence  for 
thy  leman  :*  hadst  ii ! 

Clo,  1  did  iinpeticoa  thy  gratillity ;«  for  Malvo- 
lio  8  nose  is  no  wmpstocik :  my  lauy  has  a  winte 
hand,  and  the  Myrmidons  are  no  boitie-aie  houses. 

Sir  And,  KxceUent !  w  iiy,  tins  is  the  best  tool- 
ing, when  ail  is  done.    Now,  9.  song. 

Sir  To,  Come  on ;  Mere  is  a  sixpence  for  you : 
let's  have  a  song. 

Sir  And,  1  here's  a  testril  of  me  too;  if  one 
knight  give  a 

Vio,  Would  you  have  a  love-«ong,  or  a  song  of 
food  liie ! 

Sir  To.  A  love-song,  a  love-song. 

Sir  Atid,  Ay,  ay ;  i  care  not  tor  good  life. 

SONG. 

Clo.  O  mistress  mine,  where  are  you  roaming  ? 
O  stay  and  hear  ;  ^our  true  lovers  comuig^ 

Twit  am  sinK  both  high  and  tow : 
Trip  no/urther,  pre,  ty  siveeting  ; 
Journeys  end  in  lovers*  meeivig. 

Every  wi^e  man's  son  doth  know. 

Sir  And,  bxcellent  good,  i'  faith ! 
Sir  To,  Good,  good. 
Clo.   What  is  love?  His  not  hereof ter  $ 
Present  mtr/A  hath  present  laughter  g 

IV hat* s  to  comet  is  still  unsure : 
In  delay  there  lus  no  p^nty  ; 
Then  come  kiss  me,  sweet-and-twenty. 
Youths  a  stajf  will  nut  aidure. 
Sir  And.  A  melUfluous  voice,  as  1  am  true  knight* 
Sir  Tit,  A  contagious  bream. 
SirAruL  Very  sweet  and  contagious,  i'  faith. 
Sir  To,  To  hear  uy  tlie  nose,  it  is  dulcet  in  con- 
tagion.   Hut  shall  we  make  the  welkin  dance  in* 
deed  !   Shall  wo  rouse  ttie  night-owl  in  a  catch,  that 
will  draw  three  souls  out  of  one  weaver !  Shall  we 
ilothati 

•  Dvzteroof,  resdy.  •Suit 

■  LoKgerbesflR  be  •  Vok«.  •  Mistress. 

« I  dkl  imiMtiooat  thy  gnUulty. 


Sir  And.  An  you  love  me,  let's  do't;  1  am  dc 
a  catch. 

Clo,  tiy'r  lady,  sir, and  some  doga  will  catchi 

Sir  And,  Most  certain :  let  our  catch  be,  " 
knave, 

Clo.  Hold  thy  peace,  thou  knave,  knight!  I 
be  constrain'd  in  t  to  call  thee  knuve,  knight. 

Sir  And.  'Tis  not  the  tlrst  time  1  have  constr 
one  to  call  me  knave.  Begin,  Ibol ;  it  begiun,; 
thy  peace, 

Clo,  I  shall  never  begin,  if  I  hold  my  peace. 

Sir  And,  Good,  i'  laitli !    Come,  begin. 

[They  sing  a 
Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  What  a  caterwauling  do  you  keep  berej 
my  lady  have  not  called  up  her  steward,  Malvc' 
and  bid  him  turn  you  out  oi  doors,  never  trust 

Sir  To.  My  lady's  Catalan,*  we  are  politiaa 
Malvoho's  a  Peg-a-Kamtiey,*and  Thr.e  nierry 
we  be.    Am  not  1  connanguineousl  am    1  not 
her  bUiod  i  Tilly- valley,^  hidy !  There  dwelt  a 
in  Babylon,  lady,  Iwtu  !  [  Sw§i% 

Clo,  Besnrew  me,  the  knight's  in  admirable  iii 
ing. 

Sir  And,  Ay,  he  does  well  enough,  if  he  br 
posed,  and  so  do  I  too ;  ho  does  it  witu  a  bet 
grace,  but  I  do  it  more  natural. 

Sir  i'o.  0  the  twelfth  day  qf  December, — [Si 
ifig. 

Mar,  For  tlie  love  of  God,  peace. 

Etiter  Malvolio. 

MaL  My  masters,  are  you  road?  or  what  ut 
you?  Have  you  no  wit,  manners,  nor  honesty,  boi 
to  gabble  like  tinkers  at  this  time  of  night  i  do  y« 
make  an  ale-house  of  my  lady's  house,  that  yf 
squeak  out  your  cocKiers'*  catches  without  any  nut- 
igation  or  remorse  of  voice  ?  Is  there  no  respect  o( 
place,  persons,  nor  time,  in  you  1 

Sir  To.  We  did  keep  time,  sir,  in  our  catches. 
Sneck  up !» 

Afoi.  Sir  Toby,  I  must  be  round  with  you.  My 
lady  bade  me  tell  you,  that,  though  she  harbors  yoa 
as  her  kinsman,  sne's  nothing  allied  to  your  disor- 
ders. 1  f  you  can  separate  yourself  and  y  our  micde- 
meanors,  you  are  welcome  to  the  house ;  if  not,  an 
it  would  please  you  to  take  leave  of  her,  she  is  very 
wiUing  to  bid  you  farewell. 

Sir  fo.  Farewellfdear  heart,  since  J  must  needs 
be  gone. 

Mar.  Nay,  good  sir  Toby. 

Clo.  Hut  eytK  do  show  his  days  are  almost  done. 

Mai,  Is't  even  sol 

Sir  To.  But  I  will  nverdie, 

Clo,  Sir  i'oby,  there  you  lie. 

Mat.  This  is  much  credit  to  von. 

Sir  To.  Shall  J  bid  him  go  f  { Singing, 

Clo.  What  an  if  you  day 

Sir  To.  Shall  i  bid  hini  go,  and  spare  not  ? 

Clo.  O  no,  no,  no,  no,  you  dor*'  not. 

Sir  To.  Out  o'  time!  sir,  ye  lie. —  Art  any  more 
than  a  steward !  Dost  thou  think,  because  thou  art 
virtuous,  there  shall  be  no  more  cakes  and  ale  ? 

Clo,  Yes,  by  saint  Anne;  and  ginger  aliail  be 
hot  i'  the  mouth  too. 

Sir  To,  fhou'rt  i'  the  right. — Go,  air.  rub  your 
chain  with  crums:  —  A  stoop  of  wine,  Maria ! 

Mai.  Mistress  Mary,  if  you  prized  mv  lady's 
favor  at  any  thing  more  than  contempt,  you  wouid 
not  give  means  for  this  uncivil  rule ;  abe  aball  know 
of  it.  by  this  hand. 

Jmir,  Go  shake  your  ears. 

Sir  AntL  ' Twere  as  good  a  deed  aa  to  drink 
when  a  man's  a  hung^ry,  to  challenge  him  to  the 
tield ;  and  then  to  break  promise  with  him,  and 
make  a  fool  of  him. 

Sir  To,  Dot,  knight;  I'll  write  thee  a  challenge: 
or  I'll  deUver  my  indignation  to  him  by  wora  of 
mouth. 

Mar.  Sweet  sir  Toby,  be  patient  for  to-night, 
since  the  youth  of  the  count's  was  to-day  with  my 
lady,  she  is  much  out  of  quieU  For  monsieur  Mai* 
volio,  let  me  alone  with  him :  if  1  do  not  guU  him 
into  a  nay- word,'  and  make  him  a  common  recr^a* 
tion,  do  not  think  I  have  wit  enough  to  he  straignt 
in  my  bed :  I  know  I  can  do  it 

•  nomaooer.  •Name  of  an  old  eoaf. 
n  Kqohralrat  toJUly-faUy,  stnUy^haUy. 

•  CobUers.        •  Hang  yoarstiLt      » ifye-wo«4. 


•B 


•  I". 


TWELFTH  NIGHT: 


Airp  II. 


A  Ins.  then  lovp  may  becall'd  appetite, — 
No  motion  of  the  liver*  but  the  palate, — 
That  BUiFer  Murfeit,  cloyment,  and  revolt; 
Hut  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  sea, 
\nd  can  digest  as  much :  make  no  compare 
Between  that  love  a  woman  can  bear  me, 
And  that  I  owe  Olivia. 

Via,  Ay,  but  I  know,— 

Duke,  What  dost  thou  know  1 

Vio.  Too  well  what  love  women  to  men  may  owe : 
In  faith,  they  are  as  true  of  heart  as  we. 
My  frtther  had  a  daughter  lov'd  a  man, 
\h  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  I  a  woman, 
1  should  your  lordship. 

D'lke,  And  what's  her  history  T 

Vio.  A  blank,  my  lord :  She  never  told  her  love, 
Hut  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i*  the  bud. 
Feed  on  her  damask  cheek :  bhe  pin*d  in  thought: 
A  nd,  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy, 
She  sat  like  patience  on  a  monument, 
fimiling  at  grief.    Was  not  this  love,  indeed  ? 
We  men  may  say  more,  swear  more :  but,  indeed, 
Our  shows  are  more  than  will ;  for  rUII  we  prove 
Much  in  our  vows,  but  little  in  our  love. 

Duke.  But  died  thv  sister  of  her  love,  mjr  boy  1 

Vio.  I  am  all  the  daughters  of  my  father's  house. 
And  all  the  brothers  too ;  —and  yet  I  know  not :  — 
Sir,  shall  I  to  this  lady  1 

Duke,  Ay,  that's  the  theme. 

To  her  in  haste ;  give  her  this  Jewel ;  say. 
My  love  can  give  no  place,  bide  no  denay* 

[Exettni, 

SCENE  v.— Olivia's  Garden. 

Enter   Sir   Tobt  Belch,  Sir  Andrkw  Aevs- 
CHKKK,  and  Fabiatc. 

Sir  To.  Come  thy  ways,  signior  Fabian. 

Fah.  Nay,  Til  come ;  if  I  lose  a  scruple  of  this 
sport,  let  me  be  boiled  to  death  with  mclanclioly. 

Si"  To.  Would*8t  thou  not  be  glad  to  have  the 
niicgardly  rasoUly  sheep-biter  come  by  some  nota- 
ble shame  1 

Fab,  I  would  exult,  man :  you  know,  he  brought 
me  outof  fiivor  with  my  lady,  about  a  bear-baiting 
here. 

Sir  To,  To  anger  him,  weUI  have  the  bear  again ; 
and  we  will  fool  him  black  and  blue: — Shall  we 
not  sir  Andrew! 

Sir  And.  An  we  do  not,  it  is  pity  of  our  lives. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To,  Here  comes  the  little  villain:— How 
now,  my  nettle  of  India  1 

Mar,  Get  ye  all  three  into  the  box-tree :  Malvo- 
lio's  coming  down  this  walk ;  he  has  been  Yonder 
i*  the  sun,  practising  behavior  to  his  own  shadow, 
tills  half  hour:  observe  him,  for  the  love  of  mockery  ; 
for.  I  know,  this  letter  will  make  a  contemplative 
idiot  of  him.  Close,  in  the  name  of  jesting!  [The 
men  hide  ikemMelveif,]  Lie  thou  there;  [Throw/t 
down  a  tetter  A  for  here  comes  the  trout  that  must 
be  caught  with  tickling.  {Exit  Mami  a. 

En/erMALTOLio. 

Mai,  'Tis  but  fortune;  all  is  fortune.  Maria 
once  told  me,  she  did  affect  me :  and  I  have  heard 
herself  come  thus  near,  that,  should  she  fancy,  it 
should  be  one  of  my  complexion.  Besides,  she  uses 
me  with  a  more  exalted  respert  than  any  one  else 
thtt  follows  her.    What  should  I  think  on*t1 

Sir  To,  Here's  an  overweening  rogue! 

Fah,  O,  peace!  Contemplation  makes  a  rare 
turkey-cock  of  him,  how  he  jet^  under  his  ad- 
vanced plumes! 

Sir  And,  'Slight,  I  could  so  beat  the  rogue :  — 

Sir  To.  Peace.  I  say. 

Mai,  To  be  count  Malvolio; — 

Sir  To,  Ah, rogue! 

Sir  And,  Pistol  him,  pistol  him. 

Sir  To.  Peace,  peace! 

Mai.  There  is  example  for*t ;  the  lady  of  the 
•trachy  married  the  yeoman  of  the  wardrobe. 

Sir  And    Fie  on  him,  Jezebel ! 

Fah,  O,  peace !  now  he's  deeply  in,  look,  how 
imasinatior.  blows  him. 

Mai,  Having  been  three  months  married  to  her, 
■itting  in  my  state.— 


•  DeniA. 


•  Struts. 


Sir  To-  O,  for  a  stone-bow,  to  hit  him  in  the  eyri 

Mai.  Calling  my  officers  about  me,  in  my  brands 
ed  velvet  gown;  having  come  from  a  day-beU, 
where  I  left  Olivia  sleeping. 

Sir  To,  Fire  and  brimstone ! 

Fab,  O,  peace,  peace ! 

Mai.  And  then  to  have  the  humor  of  state:  «nd 
after  a  demure  travel  of  regard, — telling  them.  I 
know  my  place,  as  I  would  they  should  do  thoirt,— 
to  ask  for  my  kinsman  Toby : 

Sir  To,  Kolls  and  shackles! 

Fab,  O,  jjeace,  peace,  peace !  now.  now. 

MaL  Seven  of  my  people,  with  an  obedien*  start, 
make  out  for  him:  I  frown  the  while;  and,  p^-r- 
chance,  wind  up  my  watch,  or  play  with  some  rich 
jewel.    Toby  approaches ;  court'sies  there  to  me : 

Sir  To,  ShalJ  this  fellow  live? 

FcA,  Thou;;h  our  silence  be  drawn  flrom  us  with 
cars,  yet  peace. 

Mat.  I  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus,  quenching 
my  familiar  smile  with  an  austere  regard  of  control 

Sir  To,  And  does  nut  Toby  take  you  a  Mow  o^ 
the  lips  then! 

MaU  Saying,  Cousin  Toby,  my  fortunes  harinft 
cast  me  on  your  neice,  give  ine  this  prerogative  qf 
speech : — 

Sir  To,  What,  what? 

Mai.  You  must  amend  your  drunkenness. 

Sir  To,  Out,  scab! 

Fab.  Nay,  patience,  or  we  break  the  ainews  of 
our  plot. 

Mai.  Besides,  you  waste  the  treasure  qf  your 
time  with  a  foolish  knighr : 

Sir  And.  That's  me,  1  warrant  you. 

Mai.  One  Sir  Andrew  : 

Sir  And,  I  knew,  'twas  I ;  for  many  do  call  me 
fool. 

MaL  What  employment  have  we  heret 

( Taking  up  the  tetter. 

Fab,  Now  is  the  woodcock  near  tlie  gin. 

Sir  To,  O,  peace!  and  the  spirit  of  humors  inti 
mate  reading  aloud  to  him! 

Mai.  By  my  life,  this  is  my  Iady*s  hand :  these 
be  her  very  Cs,  her  ITs.  and  her  Ts,  and  thus  makes 
she  her  great  P'b,  It  is,  in  contempt  of  question 
her  hand 

Sir  And.  Her  Cs,  her  IPn.  and  her  r*s,:  Why 
that! 

Mai.  [Reads.]  To  the  unknofon  beloved,  this  mid 
my  good  wishes :  her  very  phrases !  —  By  your  leave, 
wax*— Soft!  —  and  the  impressure  her  Lucrece, 
with  which  she  uses  to  seal:  'tis  my  lady:  To 
whom  should  this  be? 

Fab,  This  wins  him, liver  and  alL 

Mai.  iReads,]  Jove  knmon,  I  love : 

But  who  ? 
Lips  do  not  move. 
No  man  must  knofo. 
No  man  mttstknow. —  What  follows?  the  numbers 
altered !  —  No  man  must  know  .*—  If  this  should  be 
thee,  Malvolio? 
Sir  To,  Marry,  hang  thee,  brock !» 

Mai.   /  may  command^  where  I  adore : 

But  silence,  like  a  Lucrece  knife. 
With  bloodless  stroke  my  heart  doth  gore  ,• 
M,  O,  A,  I,  doth  sway  my  life 

Fab,  A  fustian  riddle ! 

Sir  To.  Kxcellent  wench,  say  I. 

Mai,  M,  O,  A,  I,  dolh  sway  my  ft*/>*— Nay,  but 
first  let  me  sec, — let  me  see. —  let  me'see. 

Fab.  What  a  dish  of  poison  hath  she  dressed  him  ! 

Sir  To,  And  with  what  wing  the  stannyel* 
checks  at  it!» 

Mai.  /  may  command  where  I  adore.  Why,  she 
may  command  me ;  I  serve  her,  she  is  my  lady. 
Why,  this  is  evident  to  any  formal  capacity.  There 
is  no  obstruction  in  this; — And  the  end,— Whui 
should  that  alphabetical  position  portend^  It  I 
could  make  that  resemble  something  in  me, —  Soft- 
ly!-Af,  O.  ^, /.— 

Sir  TO'  O,  Ay !  make  up  that;— be  la  now  wA  % 
cold  scent 

Fab,  Sowter*  will  cry  upon*t  for  an  this,  thou^k 
it  be  as  rank  as  a  fox. 

Mai.  Af,— Malvolio;— iV,— why,  that  beg.ns  t  ly 
name. 


>  Badger.  •  Tlswk. 
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That  comes  before  hii  eye.    This  is  «  practice, 

Aft  fall  of  labor  as  a  wise  inan^s  art : 

For  lolly,  that  he  wisely  shows,  is  fit; 

0tit  wise  men,  folly-faUen,  quite  taint  their  wit 

Enter  Sir  Tobt  Belch  and  Sir  Aivnacw  AouK- 

CHEBK. 

Sir  To,  Save  yon,  gentleman. 

Vio,  And  you,  sir. 

Sir  And  Vieu  votu  garde^  mowrieur, 

Vio.  £1  vutM  awfsi ;  voire  iierrUeur. 

Sir  And,  I  hope, sir, you  are*  and  I  am  yours. 

Sir  7V>.  Will  you  encounter  the  house  ?  my  niece 
is  desirous  you  should  enter,  if  your  trade  be  to 
her. 

Vio,  I  am  bound  to  your  niece,  sir;  I  mean, she 
is  the  list*  of  my  voyaee. 

Sir  To.  Taste  vour  legs,  sir,  put  them  to  motion. 

Vio.  My  legs  ao  better  understand  me,  sir,  than 
I  understand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  taste 
my  legs. 

Sir  To,  I  mean,  to  go,  sir,  to  enter. 

Vio.  1  will  answer  you  with  gait  and  entrance: 
bat  we  are  prevented. 

ErUer  Olivia  and  Maria. 

Most  excellent  accomplished  lady,  the  heavens  rain 
odors  on  you ! 

Sir  And,  That  youth's  a  rare  courtier!  Rain 
odon!  well. 

Vio.  My  matter  hath  no  voice,  ladv,  but  to  your 
own  most  pregnant*  and  vouchsafed  ear. 

Sir  And.  Odorsi  pregnant ,  and  vouchsqfed : — I'll 
get  'em  all  three  ready. 

OIL  Let  the  garden  door  be  shut,  and  leave  me 
to  ray  hearing. 

j^Exeunt  Sir  Tobt,  Sir  Aivurew,  and  Maria. 
Give  me  vour  hand,  sir. 

Vio,  My  duty,  madam,  and  most  humble  service. 

Oli,  What  is  your  name  i 

Vio.  Cesano  is  your  servant^s  name,  fair  princess. 

Oil  My  servant,  sir !    Twas  never  merry  world 
Since  lowly  feigning  was  callM compliment: 
You  are  servant  to  the  count  (Jri»ino,  youth. 

Vio,  And  he  is  yours,  and  his  must  needs  be 
yours: 
Tour  servant  s  servant  is  your  servant,  madam. 

0/t,  For  him,  1  think  not  on  him :  for  his  thoughts. 
'Would  thcv  were  blanks,  rather  than  fillM  with  me ! 

Viu,  Madam,  I  come  to  whet  your  gentle  thoughts 
On  his  behalf: 

OIL  O,  by  your  leave,  I  pray  you : 

I  tMide  you  never  speak  again  of  him : 
But  would  you  undertake  another  suit, 
1  had  rather  hear  you  to  nolicit  that, 
Than  music  from  the  spheres. 

Vio,  Dear  lady. 

OIL  Give  me  leave,  I  beseech  you :  1  did  send, 
After  the  last  enchantment  you  did  here, 
A  ring  in  chase  of  you :  so  did  1  abuse 
Myself,  my  servant,  and,  I  fear  me,  you: 
Under  your  hard  construction  must  1  sit. 
To  force  that  on  you,  in  a  shameful  cunning. 
Which  you  knew  none  of  yours :    W  hat  might  yoa 

think? 
Have  you  not  set  mine  honor  at  the  stake. 
And  baited  it  with  ail  the  unmuzzled  thoughts 
That  tyrannous  heart  can  think  ?    To  one  of  your 

receiving* 
Enough  is  shown ;  a  Cyprus,  not  a  bosom. 
Hides  my  poor  heart:  So  let  me  hear  you  speak. 

Vio.  1  pjty  you. 

OIL  That  s  a  degree  to  love. 

Vio.  No,  not  a  grise  ;^  for  'tis  a  vulgar  proof. 
That  very  oA  we  pity  enemies. 
OIL  Why,  then,  methinks,  tis  time  to  smile 
again; 
O  world,  how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud ! 
If  one  should  be  a  prey,  how  much  tne  better 
'1  o  fall  before  the  lion  than  the  wolf!  [Clock  siriktB. 
The  clock  upraids  me  with  the  waste  of  time, — 
Be  not  afraid,  good  youtli,  I  will  not  have  you : 
And  yet,  when  wit  and  youth  is  come  to  harvest, 
Your  wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  man : 
Ihere  lies  your  way,  due  west 

Vio,  Then  westward-hoe : 

Grace  and  good  disposition  *tend  your  ladyship ! 
You  U  nothing,  maoam,  to  my  lord  by  met 

•  Boand,  Umlt    •Bcsdj.    •  Rssdy  spprebeniloii.   iStsp. 


OIL  Stay: 
I  pr'yUiee,  tell  me,  what  thou  think'st  of  roe. 

Vio,  That  you  do  think,  you  are  not  what  you  are. 

OH.  If  I  think  so,  I  think  the  same  of  you. 

Vijo.  Then  think  you  right:  I  am  not  what  I  ank 

OL  I  would  you  were  as  I  would  have  you  be! 

Vin,  Would  it  be  better,  madam,  than  1  am, 
I  wish  it  mieht ;  for  now  I  am  your  fool. 

0/t.  O  what  a  deal  of  scorn  looks  beautiAil 
In  the  contempt  and  anger  of  his  lip ! 
A  murd'rous  guilt  shows  not  itself  more  soon 
Than  love  that  would  seem  hid :  love's  night  is  noaft 
Cesario,  by  the  roses  of  the  sprins. 
By  maidhood,  lK>nor.  truth,  and  every  thmg, 
1  love  thee  so.  tliat,  maugre  all  thy  pride. 
Nor  wit,  nor  reaMn.  can  my  passion  hide. 
Do  not  extort  thy  reasons  from  this  clauf«. 
For  that  I  woo,  thou  therefore  hast  no  cause: 
But,  rather,  reason  thus  with  reason  fetter : 
Love  sought  is  good,  but  given  unsought  is  better. 

Vio.  By  innocence  I  swear,  and  by  my  youth. 
I  have  one  heart,  one  bosom,  and  one  truth. 
And  that  no  woman  has;  nor  never  none 
Shall  mistress  be  of  it,  save  I  alone. 
And  so  adieu,  good  madam ;  never  more 
Will  I  my  master's  tears  to  you  deplore. 
OIL  Yet  come  again :  for  thou,  perhaps,  mayrt 
move 
That  heart,  which  now  abhors,  to  like  his  k>ve. 

[ExeunL 

SCENE  U.—A  Room  in  Olivia's  floiwe. 

Enter  Sir  Tobt    Brlch.  Sir  Attdrrw   Aevv- 
CHREK,  ana  Fariait. 

Sir  And,  No.  faith.  Til  not  stay  a  jot  longer. 

Sir  To,  Thyrea8on,dearvenom.give  thy  reason. 

Fab.  You  must  needs  yield  yotu*  reason,  sir  An- 
drew. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  I  saw  your  niece  do  more  favors 
to  the  count's  servinii:  man,  than  ever  she  bestowed 
ap<Hi  me :   T  saw  t  i'  the  orchard. 

Sir  To.  Did  she  see  thee  the  while,  old  boy  ?  tell 
roe  that. 

Sir  And.   As  plain  as  I  see  you  now. 

Fab.  This  was  a  great  argument  of  love  in  her 
towards  you. 

Sir  And.  *Slight!  will  you  make  an  ass  o*  me! 

Fab.  I  will  prove  it  legitimate,  sir,  upon  the 
oaths  of  jud^^ment  and  reason. 

Sir  To.  And  they  have  been  grand  jury-men, 
since  before  Noah  was  a  sailor. 

Fab.  She  did  show  favor  to  the  youth  in  your 
sight,  only  to  exasperate  you,  to  awake  your  dor- 
mouse vaior,  to  put  fire  in  your  heart,  and  brim- 
stone in  your  liver .-  You  should  then  have  acroated 
her;  and  with  some  excellent  jests,  fire-new  fVom 
the  mint,  you  should  have  hanged  the  youth  into 
dumbness.  This  was  looked  for  at  V^ur  hand,  and 
this  was  baulked :  the  double  gilt  of  this  opportun* 
ity  you  let  time  wash  off,  and  you  are  now  sailed 
into  the  north  of  my  lady's  opinion ;  where  you 
will  bang  like  an  icicle  on  a  Dutchman's  beard,  un- 
less you  do  redeem  it  by  some  laudable  attempt 
either  of  valor,  or  policy. 

Sir  And.  And*t  be  any  way,  it  must  be  with 
valor;  for  policy  1  hate:  I  had  as  lief  be  a  Brown- 
ist,*  as  a  politician. 

Sir  To.  Why  then,  build  me  thy  fbrtunes  upon 
the  basis  of  valor.  Challenge  me  the  count's  youth 
to  fight  with  him;  hurt  him  in  eleven  places;  my 
niece  shall  take  note  of  it :  and  assure  Oiyself,  there 
is  no  love  broker  in  the  worid  can  more  prevail  in 
man*8  commendation  with  woman,  than  report  of 
valor. 
Fab,  There  is  no  way  but  this,  sir  Andrew. 
Sir  And,  Will  either  of  you  bear  me  a  challenge 
to  him  1 

Sir  To.  Go,  write  it  in  a  martial  hand ;  be  cnnl* 
and  brief;  it  is  no  matter  how  witty  si>  it  be  elo- 
quent, and  taU  of  invention :  taunt  him  with  the 
licence  of  ink:  if  thou  fhou^sf  him  some  thrice,  it 
shall  not  be  amiss;  and  as  manv  lies  as  will  l:e  in 
thy  sheet  of  paper,  although  tne  sheet  were  big 
enough  fbr  the  bed  of  Ware>  in  Knglsnd,  ser  *em 
down ;  go,  about  it    Let  the^  be  gall  enough  in 
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pui poee,  that  I  may  appear  stubborn  to  him;  for 
f  lie  incites  me  ^o  that  m  the  letter.  Cui>t  tky  hum- 
ble slougfij  says  she :  fte  opposite  with,  a  kinnman^ 
Mirhj  with  servants,— let  thy  tongue  tang  with  ar- 
guments of  state,— piU  thyself  into  the  trick  of 
hingulaiilyt — and,  consequently,  sets  down  the 
m.iiiner  1  ow  ;  as,  a  sad  face,  a  reverend  carriage, 
a  slow  tongue,  in  tlie  habit  of  some  sir  of  note,  aim 
sn  forth.  I  have  limed  her;  but  it  is  Jove's  doin^', 
and  Jove  make  me  thankful !  And,  when  she  went 
away  now.  Let  this  ffllctu  be  looked  to :  Fellow  !• 
not  Malvolio.  nor  after  my  dej^ree,  but  fellow. 
Why,  every  thiuj^  adheres  together:  that  no  dram 
of  a  scruple,  no  scruple  of  a  scruple,  no  obstacle, 
no  incredulous  or  unsafe  circumstance,—  What  can 
be  said ?  Nothing,  that  can  be,  can  come  between 
me  and  the  full  prospect  of  my  hopes.  Well,  Jove, 
not  I,  is  the  doer  of  this,  and  lie  is  to  be  thanked. 

Re-enter  Maria,  wUh  Sir  Tost  Bslcu,  and 

Fabiax. 

Sir  To,  Which  way  is  he,  in  the  name  of  sanc- 
tity !  If  all  the  devils  in  hell  be  drawn  in  little,  and 
Letrion  himself  possessed  him,  yet  I'll  speak  to  him. 

Fab*  Here  he  is,  here  he  is :  —  How  is't  with  you, 
sirl  how  is t  with  you,  man! 

Mai.  Go  otf ;  1  discard  you,  let  me  enjoy  my 
private ;  go  off. 

Mar,  Lo,  how  hollow  the  fiend  spcsks  within 
him !  did  not  I  tell  you  f  —  Sir  Toby,  my  lady  prays 
you  to  have  a  care  of  him. 

AfaL  A  h,  ha !  does  she  so ! 

St**  T(t.  I  Jo  to,  go  to ;  peace,  peace,  we  must  deal 
gently  with  him ;  let  me  alone.  How  do  you.  Mal- 
volio! how  ist  with  ynu!  What,  man!  defy  the 
devil :  cons  der  he's  an  enemy  to  mankind. 

Af./A   Do  you  know  what  you  say  ? 

Mar.  la  you,  an  you  speak  ill  of  the  devil,  how 
he  takes  it  at  he  irt !   I»ray  tiod,  he  be  not  bewitched ! 

Fa't.  Carry  his  water  to  the  wise  woman. 

Mnr.  Marry,  and  it  shall  be  done  to-morrow 
morninj;,  if  I  live.  My  lady  would  not  lose  him  for 
more  t!ian  Til  say. 

Mil,  How  now,  miatress? 

Mir,  (>  lord ! 

Sir  To.  Pr>'thec  hold  Ihy  peace :  this  is  not  the 
way :  Do  you  not  see,  you  move  him  1  let  me  alone 
with  him. 

Fab,  No  way  but  gentleness;  gently,  gently:  the 
fiend  is  roush,  and  will  not  be  roughly  used. 

Sir  To.  Why,  how  now,  my  bawcock  !•  how  dost 
thou,chuck^ 

Mil.  Sir? 

Sir  Tt».  Ay,  Biddy,  come  with  me.  What,  man ! 
'tis  not  for  gravity  to  play  at  cherry-pit'  with  Satan ; 
Hang  him,  foul  collier! 

A/a'*.  Get  him  lo  say  his  prayers;  good  sir  To- 
by, eel  him  to  pray. 

MaU  My  prayers,  minx  t 

Mar.  No,  1  warrant  you,be  will  not  hear  of  god- 
liness. 

MaU  Go  hang  yourselves  all!  you  are  idle  shal- 
low things:  I  am  not  of  your  element;  you  shall 
know  more  hereafter.  [Exit, 

Sir  To.  I s't  possible'? 

F*i^.  If  this  were  played  upon  a  stage  now,  I 
could  condemn  it  as  an  unprobable  fiction. 

Sir  Tit.  His  very  genius  hath  taken  the  infection 
of  the  de.ice,  man. 

Mar,  Nay,  pursue  him  now ;  lest  the  device  take 
air,  and  taint. 

Fab.  W^hy.  we  shall  make  him  mad,  indeed. 

Mar,  The  hou^  will  be  the  quieter. 

Sir  To.  Come,  we*y  have  him  in  a  dark  room, 
and  bound.  My  niece  is  already  in  the  belief  that 
he  is  mad :  we  may  carry  it  thus,  for  our  pleasure, 
and  his  penance,  till  our  very  pastime,  tired  out  of 
breath,  prompt  us  to  have  mercy  on  him ;  at  which 
time,  we  will  bring  the  device  to  the  bar,  and  crown 
thee  for  a  finder  or  madmen.    Uut  see,  but  see. 

Enter  Hir  Axdbkw  Agdk-chcek. 

Fab,  More  matter  for  a  May  morning. 
Sir  And,  Here's  Uie  chillenKC,  read  it ;  I  warrant, 
there's  vinegar  and  pepper  in'U 
Fab,  Ist  HO  saucy  ? 

•-  CompMiton,  •  Jo)l j  eoek,  bmu  and  eoq. 
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Sir  And.  Ay,  is  it.  I  warrant  him ;  do  but  read 

Sir  To.  Give  me.  [Reads,]  Youiti,  rvkattoeto 
thou  art,  th/tu  art  but  a  scurvy  feUaw, 

Fab,  Good  and  valiant. 

Sir  To.  Wonder  not  nor  admire  not  m  thy  min*u 
why  I  do  call  thee  so,  for  J  will  slufw  thee  no  reth 
sonforU, 

Fab.  A  good  note :  that  keeps  you  from  the  blow 
of  the  law. 

Sir  To.  Thou  earnest  to  the  lady  Olima,  and  in 
my  sight  she  uses  thee  kindly:  but  thou  liesi  in 
thy  tturoaty  that  is  not  the  matter  I  challenge  tha 
for. 

Fab,  Very  brief,  and  exceeding  good  sense-lefs. 

Sir  To.  IwiU  way-tau  thee  going  home,  where 
if  it  be  thy  chance  to  kill  me, 

Fab,  Good. 

Sir  To.  Thou  kiUest  me  like  a  rogue  and  a  vth 
lain. 

Fab,  Still  you  keep  o'  the  windy  side  of  the  law: 
Good. 

Sir  To.  Fare  thee  well  t  And  God  hare  mercy 
upon  one  of  our  soult !  He  may  have  mercy  upon 
mine  ,•  but  my  hope  is  better,  and  so  took  to  th  useff. 
Thy  friend,  as  thou  useet  him,  and  thy  suntm  ene- 
my, AXDRKW  AgI'F.-CHERK. 

Sir  To.  If  this  letter  move  him  not,  his  legs  can- 
not- I'll  givet  him. 

Afflrr.  You  may  have  very  fit  occasion  fbr  t;  he 
IS  now  in  some  commerce  with  my  lady,  and  will 
by  and  by  depart. 

Sir  To.  Go,  sir  Andrew;  scout  me  for  him  at 
the  corner  of  the  orchard,  like  a  bum-bailifif;  sc 
soon  as  ever  thou  seest  him.  draw;  and,  as  thou 
drawest,  swear  horrible;  for  it  comes  to  pass  oft, 
that  a  terrible  oath,  with  a  swaeeering  acrent  sharp* 
ly  twanged  off,  gives  manhood  mpre  approbation 
than  ever  proof  itself  would  have  earned  him.— 
Away. 

Sir  And,  Nay,  lei  me  alone  for  swearing.  f£j^- 

Sir  To.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  his  letter:  for  the 
behavior  of  the  young  gentleman  gives  him  out  to 
be  of  good  capacity  and  breeding;  hi»*empk)vinenl 
between  his  lord  and  my  niece'  confirms  no  leas; 
therefore  this  letter,  being  so  excellently  iisnorant, 
will  breed  no  terror  in  the  youth ;  he  will  find  i*. 
comes  from  a  clodpole.  But,  sir,  I  will  deliver  his 
challenge  by  word  of  mouth;  set  upon  Ague-cheek 
a  notable  report  of  valor;  and  drive  the  gentleman, 
(as,  1  know,  this  youth  will  aptly  receive  it,)  into 
a  most  hideous  opinion  of  his  rage,  skill,  fury,  and 
impetuosity.  Tnis  will  so  frigfiten  them  both,  tliat 
they  will  kill  one  another  by  tiie  look,  like  cocka- 
trices. 

Enter  Oltvia  and  Viola. 

Fab,  Here  he  comes  with  your  niece:  give  them 
way.  till  he  take  leave,  and  presently  a  Her  hiin. 

^ir  To.  I  will  meditate  the  whUe  upon  some 
horrid  messaKe  for  a  challenge. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Tobt,  Fabiatt  and  Maria. 

0!u  T  nave  said  too  much  unto  a  lieart  of  stone. 
And  laid  mine  honor  too  unchar>'  out: 
There's  something  in  me,  that  reproves  my  fault; 
But  such  a  headstrong  potent  fault  it  is. 
That  it  but  mocks  reproof. 

Vio.  With  the  same  *havior  that  your  paisioo 
bears.  • 

Go  on  my  master's  griefs. 

Qfi,  Here,  wear  this  jewel  for  me,  'tis  my  picture : 
Refuse  it  not  it  hath  no  tongue  to  vex  you : 
And,  I  beseech  you,  come  aieain  to-morrow. 
What  shall  you  ask  of  me.  that  I'll  deny. 
That  honor,  savM,  may  upon  asking  give  • 

Vio,  Nothing  but  this,  your  true  love  for  my  ro«<y> 
ter. 

Olu  How  with  mine  honor  may  I  give  bim  tbet 
Which  I  have  given  to  you? 

Vio.  I  will  acquit  you. 

OIL  Well,  come  again  to-morrow :  Fare  tlioe  well , 
A  fiend,  like  thee,  might  bear  my  soul  to  bell. 

[Exii 

Re-enter  Sir  Tort  Bblch  and  Fabiax. 

Sir  To.  Gentleman,  God  save  thee 
Vio,  Andyou,  sir. 

Sir  TV}.  Tnat  defence  thou  hast,  betake  thee  to't « 
of  what  nature  the  wrongs  are  thou  hast  done  bus 
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Clu.  Marry,  sir,  they  praii«e  me,  and  make  an  ass 
of  mi*;  now  my  toctn  tell  me  plainly  I  am  aii  a^s: 
CO  tnal  by  my  iodSt  sir,  I  protil  in  tne  knowledge  ol' 
my:«eir;  and  by  my  iVienJs  1  am  ao'jsed:  so  that, 
conclusions  to  ite  as  kisses,  it'  yojr  (bur  nej^alivea 
make  your  two  atlirmatives,  why  llien  llie  worse  for 
my  Inends,  and  the  better  tor  my  ibes. 

JJuke,  Why,  thts  is  excellent. 

Cm.  Hy  my  troth,  sir,  no;  Uiougb  it  please  you 
to  be  one  of  my  trends. 

Duke.  Thou  stialt  not  be  the  worse  for  me; 
tht'res  gold. 

C'v.  liut  that  it  would  bo  double-dealing,  sir,  I 
would  you  could  maku  it  another. 

DuU  .  i>;  you  give  me  ill  counsel. 

C<o.  Put  your  grace  in  your  pocket,  sir,  for  this 
oncti,  and  let  your  liesh  and  blood  obey  it. 

Duke.  VV  ell,  1  will  be  so  much  a  sinner  to  be  a 
double-dealer;,  tiiere's  another. 

Clo.  Friinu,  xecuiuio,  terlio,  is  a  good  play ;  and 
the  old  say  in,;  is,  the  third  pays  for  all :  Uie  tnpieXj 
sir,  IS  a  good  tnpp.ng  measure ;  or  the  bells  of  St. 
bennet,  str,  may  put  you  in  mind:  One,  two,  Uiree. 

Duke.  •^  ou  Ciiu  tool  no  more  monoy  out  of  me  ut 
thid  Uirow :  if  you  will  let  your  lady  know,  i  am 
hete  to  speak  wiUi  her,  and  bring  ner  along  with 
you,  It  may  awake  my  bouniy  further. 

CTo.  Marry,  sir,  lullaby  to  your  bounty  till  I  come 
a.;ain.  1  go,  sir;  but  I  would  not  have  you  to 
think,  tliat  my  dcsireof  having  is  the  sin  of  covet- 
oudness:  but  as  you  say,  sir,  let  your  bounty  take 
a  nap,  i  will  awake  it  anon.  [Exit  Clown. 

Enter  Axtosio  and  Officers. 

Fto.  Here  comes  the  man,  sir,  that  did  rescue  me. 

Duke.  That  liice  of  his  1  do  remember  wed; 
Yet,  when  I  saw  it  last,  it  was  besnicard 
As  black  as  V  ulcan,  in  tne  smoke  of  war: 
A  bawbling  vessel  was  he  captain  of, 
For  shallow  draught,  and  bulk,  unprizablc; 
Witli  which  such  scatliful  grappie  did  he  make 
With  the  most  noble  botto.u  of  our  tlect, 
That  very  envy,  and  the  tongue  of  loss. 
Cry  d  f  ime  and  honor  on  hiin.   What's  the  matter  i 

1  Ojf.  Ors.no,  this  is  that  Antonio, 
That  took   the   pnocniK,  and  her  fraught"  from 

Candy ; 
And  this  is  he,  that  did  the  Tiger  board, 
When  your  young  nephew  Titus  lost  his  leg: 
Here  in  the  streets,  desperate  of  shame,  and  state, 
In  private  bra'ible  did  we  apprehend  him. 

Vio.  He  did  me  kindness,  sir;  drew  on  my  aide; 
But,  in  conclusion,  put  strdnge  speech  upon  me, 
1  know  not  what  Hwas,  but  distraction.  , 

Duke.  Notable  pirate!  tliou  salt-water  thief ! 
Wnai  loolisti  boldness  brought  thee  to  their  mercies, 
Whom  thou,  ill  terms  so  bloody,  and  so  dear. 
Hast  made  thine  enemies  I 

l,i(,  Orsmo,  noble  sir. 

Be  pleasd  that  1  shake  olf  these  names  you  give  me ; 
Antonio  never  yet  was  thief,  or  pirate: 
Tliough,  1  confess,  on  base  and  Kround  enough, 
Oritino's  enemy.    A  witchcrall  drew  me  Hither: 
That  most  iiigrateful  boy  there,  by  your  side, 
From  the  rude  sea  s  enrag  d  and  loamy  mouth 
Did  1  redeem;  a  wrei'k  past  hope  he  was: 
His  lile  I  ffave  him,  and  did  thereto  add 
My  love,  without  retention,  or  restr.iiut, 
M\  his  in  dedication :  for  his  sake, 
Did  I  expose  myself,  pure  for  his  love, 
Into  the  danger  of  this  adverse  town ; 
Drew  to  defend  him,  when  he  was  beset; 
Where  being  apprehended,  his  false  cunning, 
(Not  meaning  to  partake  with  me  in  danger,) 
7'aught  him  to  face  me  out  of  his  acquaintance. 
And  grew  a  twenty-years-removed  thing. 
While  one  would  wink ;  denied  me  mine  own  puxse, 
Which  I  had  n^ommended  to  bis  uao 
Not  half  an  hour  belore. 

yiQ^  How  can  this  be  7 

Duke.  When  came  he  to  this  town  f 

Ant.  To-day,  my  lord;  and  for  three  months 
before, 

gfo  interim,  not  a  minute's  vacancy,) 
oth  day  and  night  did  we  keep  company. 
Enter  Olivia  and  A  ttendanta. 
Duke.  Here  comes  the  coimteea;  niiw  bem^n 
walks  on  eartlu 
•  Freight. 


But  for  thee,  fellov^,  fellow,  thy  words  are  niadued: 
Three  months  this  youth  hath  tended  upon  me; 
But  more  of  that  anon. Take  him  a»ide. 

OIL  What  would  my  lord,  but  that  he  may  not 
have. 
Wherein  Olivia  may  seem  aenriceable  1 
Cesiiario,  you  do  not  keep  promise  with  me. 

Viu.  Madam  f 

Duke.  Gracious  Olivia, 

OIL   What  do  you  say,  Cesario? Good  my 

lord, 

Vio.  My  lord  would  speak,  my  duty  hushes  .ne. 

OiL  If  It  be  aught  to  tlie  old  tune,  my  lopl, 
It  s  as  lat«  and  fulsome  to  mine  ear. 
As  liowhng  atler  music. 

.  mke.  Still  so  cruel  ? 

OIL  Still  so  constant,  lord. 

Duke.  What!  to  perverseneas?  you  uncivil  lad) 
To  whose  ingrate  and  unauspicious  altars 
My  soul  the  faithfulfst  oHeriuirs  hath  breatb'd  out. 
That  e'er  devotion  tender*d!  Wh«t  shall  1  dol 

OIL  h.ven  what  it  please  ray  loui,  that  shall  be> 
come  him. 

Duke.  Why  should  I  not,  had  I  tlie  heart  to  doit, 
Like  to  the  Kgyptian  tliief.  at  point  of  deatti, 
Kill  what  [  love;  a  savage  jeaiousy. 
That  sometime  savors  nobly  !  —  but  hear  ine  this: 
Suice  you  to  non-regardance  cast  my  taith. 
And  that  1  paitl)r  know  the  instrument 
That  screws  me  from  my  true  place  in  your  fav<r, 
Live  you,  the  marble-breasted  tyrant,  still ; 
But  this,  your  minion,  whom,  1  know,  you  love. 
And  whom,  by  lieavcn,  I  swear,  1  tender  dearly, 
Hun  will  1  tear  out  of  that  cruel  eye. 
Where  he  sits  crowned  in  hie  master's  spite. — 
Come  boy,  with  me;  my  thoughta  are  ripe  in  m>i- 

chief; 
ril  aacriUce  the  lamb  that  I  do  love, 
To  spite  a  raven's  heart  within  a  dove.         |  Goitig. 

Vio.  And  I,  most  jocund,  apt,  and  willingly, 
To  do  you  rest,  a  thousand  deaths  would  die. 

[FoUowing 

OU.  Where  goes  Cesario  ? 

Vio.  After  him  I  love. 

More  than  I  love  theae  eyes,  more  tiiaii  my  iile. 
More,  by  all  mores,  than  e  er  1  shall  love  vvil«r: 
if  1  do  feign,  you  witnesaea  aliovc. 
Punish  my  hte,  for  tainting  of  my  love! 

OIL  Ah  me,  detested!   how  am  I  beguil'd ! 

Vio.  Who  does  beguile  youl   who  dues  do  j^^ 
wrong  1 

OiL  Hast  thou  forgot  tliyaelf?    Is  it  so  lonsl  — 
Call  forth  tlie  holy  faiiier.  |  Exit  an  AtieiulaiX 

Duke.  Come  away.    [To\io.k. 

OIL  Whither, my  lord  1  —Cesario,  husband,  b.iay. 

Duke.  Husband ! 

Oli.  Ay,  husband;    Can  lie  that  denyi 

Duke.  Her  husband,  sirrah  I 

Vio.  No,  my  lord,  not  L 

Om  Alas,  it  is  the  baseness  of  thy  fear. 
That  makes  tliee  strangle  thy  propriety : 
Fear  not.  Cesario,  take  thy  fortunes  up  { 
Be  Uiat  tliou  know'st  thou  art,  and  then  thou  art 
As  great  as  that  thou  fear'st. —  O,  welcome,  faU  erS 

Reenter  Attendant  and  Priest 

FAher,  I  charge  ihee,  by  thy  reverence, 
Here  to  unfold  (tliough  lateiy  we  intended 
lo  keep  in  darkness,  what  occasion  now 
Reveals  beiore  'tis  ripe)  what  tliou  dost  know 
Hath  newiy  past  between  this  youUi  and  me. 

Prieaf.  A  contract  of  eternal  bond  of  love. 
Confirm  d  by  mutual  joinder  of  your  handa. 
Attested  by  the  holy  close  of  lipa. 
Strengthened  by  ititerchangement  of  your  rtn^; 
And  ail  the  ceremony  of  this  compact 
Seald  in  my  function,  oy  my  testimony : 
Since  when,  my  watch  hath  told  me,  toward  ni)j 

grave, 
I  have  travel rd  but  two  hours. 

Duke.  O  thou  dissembling  cub !  what  wilt  t^tou  ^ 
When  time  hath  sow  d  a  grizzle  on  thy  case  } 
Or  will  not  else  thy  craft  so  quickly  grow. 
That  tliine  own  trip  shall  be  thine  overthrow  « 
Farewell,  and  take  her;  but  direct  thy  feet, 
Where  thou  and  I  henceforth  may  never  BMtet. 

Vio.  My  lord,  1  do  protest,— 

OIL  O,  do  DOl 

«DaU, 


NO 
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So  tkr  beneath  your  soft  and  tender  breeding, 
And  since  you  calfd  me  master  tor  so  lon^, 
Here  is  my  hand ;  you  shall  from  this  time  be 
Vuur  masters  mistress. 
Oli.  A  sister  ?  —  you  are  she. 

Rc-cnier  Fabiak  wUh  MALVOua 

Dukt.  Is  this  the  madman ! 

Oli,  Ay,  my  lord,  the  same : 

How  now,  MaWoliol 

Mai.  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrong, 

Notorious  wrong. 

OLu  Have  I,  Malvolio?  no. 

iWfli,  Lady,  you  have.  Pray  you  jieruse  that  letter. 
You  must  not  now  deny  it  is  your  hand, 
Write  from  it,  if  you  can,  in  hand,  or  phrase; 
Or  say,  'lis  not  your  seal,  nor  your  invention : 
You  can  say  none  of  this :   Well,  grant  it  then, 
And  tell  me,  in  the  modesty  of  honor. 
Why  you  have  given  me  such  clear  lights  of  favor; 
Bade  me  come  Kmiling,  and  cross-gartered  to  you, 
To  put  on  yellow  stockings,  and  to  frown 
Ujwn  air  Toby,  and  the  lighter  people : 
And,  acting  this  in  an  obedient  hope. 
Why  have  you  suffer'd  me  to  be  iniprison'd. 
Kept  in  a  cfark  house,  visited  by  the  priest. 
And  made  the  most  notorious  gerk,»  and  gull. 
That  e'er  invention  play  *d  on  !   tell  me  why. 

OLi.  Alas,  Malvoho,  this  is  not  my  writing, 
Though  1  confess  much  like  the  character: 
But  out  of  question,  'tis  Maria's  hand. 
And  now  1  do  bethink  me,  it  was  she 
First  told  me,  thou  wast  mad ;  then  cam'stin  smiung. 
And  ill  such  forms  which  here  were  presuppos'd 
U  pon  thee  in  the  letter.    Pry  thee,  be  content : 
This  practice  hath  mtwt  shrewdly  paa«d  upon  thee ; 
But  when  we  know  the  grounds  and  authors  of  it, 
Thou  shalt  be  both  the  plaintiff  and  the  judge 
Of  thine  own  cause. 

Pab.  Good  madam,  hear  me  apeak; 

And  let  no  quarrel,  nor  no  brawl  to  come, 
Taint  the  condition  of  this  present  hour, 
Which  I  have  wonder'd  at    In  lioj^e  it  sliall  not, 
Most  freely  1  confess,  myself  and  I  oby 
Set  this  device  against  Malvolio  here. 
Upon  some  stubtxirn  and  uncourleous  parts 
W  e  had  conceived  against  him "  Maria  writ 
The  letter,  at  sir  Toby  s  great  importance ;» 
In  recompense  whoreof,  lie  hath  married  her. 
How  with  a  sportful  malice  it  was  foUow'd, 
t  root  *  luportoai^. 


May  rather  pluck  on  laughter  than  revenge; 
Iftliatthe  injuries  be  justly  weigh'd. 
That  have  on  both  sides^past 

O.i,  Alas,  poor  fool !  now  have  they  baflfled  thee! 

Cto.  Why,  Ao//tc  are  bom  great,  some  achitrt 
greatness,  and  some  hare  Rainess  thrown  ujm 
them.  1  was  one,  sir,  in  this  interlude:  one  &ir  I'lv 
pas,  sir;  but  that's  all  one \  — By  the  Lord,  f,>fK.  I 
am  not  wiarf;— But  do  you  remember!  Malum. 
why  laugh  you  at  such  a  barrren  rttseal?  an  yvt 
smile  not,  fte's  gufKg^d:  And  thus  the  whirligig  c^ 
time  brings  in  his  revenges. 

Mai,  I  U  be  revenged  on  the  whole  pack  of  you. 

Oli.  He  hath  been  most  notoriously  abused. 

Duke.  Pursue  him,  and  entreat  him  to  a  peace  .— 
He  hath  not  told  us  of  the  captain  yet ; 
When  that  is  known  and  golden  time  convents,* 
A  solemn  combination  shall  be  made 
Of  our  dear  souls :  —  Mean  time,  sweet  sister. 
We  will  not  part  from  hence.— Cesario,  come. 
For  so  you  shall  be  while  you  are  a  man: 
But,  when  in  other  habits  you  are  seen, 
Orsino's  mistress,  and  his  fancy's  queen.  {EteuM 

SONG. 

Clo.  When  that  I  was  and  a  little  finy  boy. 
With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain, 
A  foolish  thing  was  but  a  toy. 
For  the  rain  U  raineth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came  to  man^s  estate. 
With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  OJid  the  min, 

'Gainst  knave  and  thief  men  shut  their  gate 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  <<ay. 

But  when  leame,  alas  /  to  wive, 
With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain. 

By  swaggering  could  I  never  thrive. 
For  the  rmin  it  raineth  every  day- 

But  when  I  came  unto  my  bed. 
When  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  raw. 

With  tosS'pots  stilt  had  irunken  head. 
For  the  rain  il  raineth  every  day. 

A  grtat  while  ago  the  world  begun, 
WUh  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  tne  rain. 

But  that*s  all  one,  our  play  is  done. 
And  we^U  strive  to  please  you  every  dttt 
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Lf'irii/.  Nay,  tarry;  Til  ^o  along  with  thee;  I 
am  tell  tliee  pretty  tales  of  the  duke. 

Duke,  You  have  told  me  too  many  of  him  al- 
leady,  air,  if  they  be  true ;  if  not  true,  none  were 
vnouf^h. 

L'lrio.  I  waa  once  before  him  for  {;:etting  a  wench 
witt  child. 

DuKe,  Did  you  such  a  thing! 

Ltteio,  Yes,  marry,  did  I:  but  was  fain  to  for- 
swear it;  they  wouiaelse  have  married  me  to  the 
rotten  medlar. 

Duke.  Sir,  your  company  is  fairer  than  honest : 
Rest  you  weU. 

Lucin,  By  my  troth,  I'll  go  with  thee  to  the  lane's 
end:  If  bawdy  talk  offend  you^  we'll  have  very  lit- 
tle of  it:  Nay,  friar,  I  am  a  kind  of  burr,  I  shall 
stick.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— il  Room  in  Angelo's  House. 
Enter  Axoblo  and  Escalus. 

EseaL  Every  letter  he  hath  writ  hath  disvouch'd 
other. 

An/f.  In  most  uneven  and  distracted  manner. 
His  actions  show  much  like  to  madness:  pray 
heaven,  his  wisdom  be  not  tainted !  And  why  meet 
him  at  the  gates,  and  re-deliver  our  authorities 
there] 

EscaL  I  puess  not 

Anff.  And  why  should  we  proclaim  it  in  an  hour 
before  his  enterms:,  that,  if  any  crave  redress  of 
injustice,  they  should  exhibit  their  petitions  in  the 
street? 

Escal.  He  shows  his  reason  for  that:  to  have  a 
despatch  of  complaints,  and  to  deliver  us  from  de- 
vices hereafter,  which  shall  then  have  no  power  to 
stand  against  us. 

Ang.  Well,  I  beseech  you,  let  it  be  prodaimM: 
Betimes  i'  the  morn,  TU  call  you  at  your  house: 
Give  notice  to  such  men  of  sort  and  suit* 
As  are  to  meet  him. 

EaeaL  1  sbalL  sir ;  fare  you  well. 

[ExU. 

Anff.  Good  night. 
This  deed  unshapes  me  quite,  makes  me  unpreg- 

nant. 
And  dull  to  all  proceedings.    A  deflowered  maid ! 
And  by  an  eminent  body,  that  enforced 
The  law  asainst  it!  —  but  that  her  tender  shame 
Will  not  proclaim  against  her  maiden  loss. 
How  might  she  tongue  met    Yet  reason   dares 

her  1— no: 
For  my  autltority  bears  a  credent  bulk, 
That  no  particular  scandal  once  can  touch. 
But  it  confounds  the  breather.  He  should  have  llv'd, 
Save  that  his  riotous  youth,  with  dangerous  sense, 


Might,  in  the  times  to  come,  have  la'en  revenue, 

By  fto  receiving  a  dishonor'd  life. 

With  ransom  of  such  shame.    'Would  yet  fas  lad 

lived ! 
Alack,  when  once  our  grace  we  have  forgot, 
Nothing  goes  right ;  we  would,  and  we  wouM  not. 

[EiiL 

SC  RNE  y ^Fields  wiihout  the  town. 
Enter  Duke  in  his  own  habit  and  Friar  Pkteb. 

Duke.  These  letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me. 

{Gmng  Utten. 
The  provost  knows  our  purpose,  and  our  plot 
The  matter  being  afoot  Keep  your  instruction, 
And  hold  you  ever  to  our  special  drift; 
Though  sometimes  you  do  olenclis  from  this  tc  that. 
As  cause  doth  minister.    Go, call  at  Flavius*  house, 
And  tell  him  where  I  stay :  give  the  like  notice 
To  Valentinus,  Rowland,  and  to  Crassus, 
And  bid  them  bring  the  trumpets  to  the  gate; 
But  send  me  Flavius  first 

F.  Peter.  It  shall  be  speeded  well 

Li^Friiir. 

Enter  Varrius. 

Duke,  I  thank  thee,  Varrius;  thoa  bast  mads 
good  haste: 
Come,  we  will  walk :   There*s  other  of  our  friends 
Will  greet  us  here  anon,  my  gentle  Varrius. 

{Exeunt 

SCENE  VLStreet  near  the  eiiy  gate. 

Enter  Isabella  €tnd  Mariaita. 

Isah.  To  speak  so  indirectly,  I  am  loath; 
I  would  say  the  truth  ;  but  to  accuse  him  so, 
That  is  your  part:  yet  I'm  advis'd  to  do  it; 
He  says,  to  veil  f\ill«  purpose. 
Mori,  Be  rul'd  by  him 

hab.  Bcsideshetellsme,  that  if  peradventura 
He  speak  a^inst  me  on  the  adverse  side, 
I  should  not  think  it  strange;  for  'tis  a  physic 
That's  bitter  to  sweet  end. 
Mori.  I  would,  friar  Peter  ^ 
laab.  O,  peace ;  the  friar  is  come. 

ErUer  Friar  Petrr. 

*F.  Peter.  Come,  I  have  found  you  out  a  stand 
most  fit, 
Where  you  may  have  such  'vantage  on  the  duke. 
He  shall  not  pass  you;   Twice  have  the  trumpets 

sounded ; 
The  generous*  and  gravest  citizens 
Have  hqnt«  the  gates,  and  very  near  upon 
The  duke  is  ent'ring ;  therefore  hence,  away. 

[Exeunt 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I.— A  public  place  near  the  City  Gate. 

Mariaxa  (vefTd),  Isabella  and  Peter  at  a 
dvitanee.  Enter  at  opposite  dnorSy  Dvrk,  Var- 
rius, Lords;  A?roRLO,  Escalus,  Lucio,  Pro- 
vost, Officers,  and  Citiiens. 

Duke.  My  very  worthy  cousin,  fliirly  met  :^ 
Our  old  anci  faithful  friend,  we  are  glad  Ui  see  you. 

Ang.  and  Eseal.  Happy  return  be  to  your  royal 
grace! 

Duke,  Many  and  hearty  thankings  to  you  both. 
We  have  made  inquiry  of  you ;  and  we  hear 
Such  goodness  of  your  justice,  that  our  soul 
Cannot  but  yield  you  forth  to  public  thanks. 
Forerunning  more  requital. 

Ang.  You  make  my  bonds  stID  greater. 

Dtike.  O,  your  desert  speaks  loud ;  and  I  should 
wrong  it 
To  lock  it  in  the  wards  of  covert  boeom. 
When  it  deserves  with  characters  of  brass 
A  forted  residence,  'gainst  the  tooth  of  tinw, 
And  razuro  of  oblivion :  Give  me  vour  hand, 
And  let  the  subject  see,  to  make  them  know 
That  outward  courtesies  would  fain  proclaim 
Favors  that  keep  within. — Come,  Escalus: 

•  rtgttTBand  rsRk. 


You  must  walk  by  us  on  our  other  hand  ;«- 
And  good  supporters  are  you. 

Peter  and  Isabella  eome  foreword, 

F,  Peter.    Now  is  your  time;  speak  loud,  and 
kneel  before  him. 

Isab.  Justice,  O  royal  Duke!    Vaih  your  regsrd 
Upon  a  wronged,  I'd  fkin  have  said,  a  maid  * 
O  worthy  prince,  dishonor  not  your  eye 
By  throwing  it  on  any  other  object 
Till  you  have  heard  me  in  my  true  coniplair.. 
And  give  me  justice,  justice,  justice,  junice ! 

Duke.  Relate  your  wrongs :  In  what  t  By  Whom  * 
Be  brier: 
Here  is  lord  Angelo  shall  give  you  justice; 
Reveal  younelf  to  him. 

/ta6.  0,  worthy  duke. 

You  bid  me  seek  redemption  of  the  devil : 
Hear  me  yourself;  for  that  which  I  muiit  speak 
Must  either  t)unish  me,  not  being  believ»d, 
Or  wring  renress  from  you:  hear  me,04iear  me,  hers. 

Ang.  My  lord,  her  wits,  I  fear  me,  are  not  firm 
She  hath  been  a  suitor  to  me  for  her  brother 
Cut  off  by  course  of  justice. 
■  8Urt  off  *  AvsilfU. 

•  Seised.  *  Lofr«r. 
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Parewetl,  thou  Iob«  if  spirits,  I'll  be  gone; 
Our  queen  and  all  her  elves  come  here  anon. 

Puck.  The  king  doth  keep  his  revels  hereto>night 
Taxe  heed,  the  queen  come  not  within  his  sight, 
?or  Oberon  is  passing  fell  and  wrath. 
Because  that  she,  as  her  attendant,  hath 
A  lovely  boy,  stol'n  fh>m  an  Indian  king; 
She  never  had  so  sweet  a  changeling: 
Andjealous  Oberon  would  have  the  child 
Knight  of  his  train,  to  trace  the  forest  wild : 
B'lt  she,  perforce,  withholds  the  loved  boy, 
C  rowns  him  with  flowers,  and  makes  him  all  her  joy : 
And  now  they  never  meet  in  groves,  or  green. 
By  fountains  clear,  or  spangled  star-light  sheen,A 
But  they  do  square  ;*  that  all  their  elves,  for  fear, 
Creeji  into  acorn  cups,  and  hide  them  there. 

Ftii.  Either  I  mistake  your  shape  and  making 
quite, 
Or  else  you  are  that  shrewd  and  knavish  sprite; 
Caird  Robin  Goodfellow :  are  you  not  he. 
That  tri^ht  the  maidens  of  the  villagery ; 
Skim  milk;  and  sometimes  labor  in  the  (fiiem,* 
And  bootless  make  the  breathlen  housewife  chum ; 
And  sometimes  make  the  drink  to  bear  no  barm  ;• 
Mislead  nitrht^wanderers,  laughing  at  their  harmi 
Those  that"  Hobgoblin  call  you,  and  sweet  Puck, 
You  do  tlieir  work,  and  they  shall  have  good  luck : 
Are  not  jfou  hel 

Puck.  Thou  speak'st  aright ; 

I  am  that  merry  wanderer  of  the  night 
I  je«t  to  Oberon,  and  make  him  smile, 
W  hen  I  a  fat  and  bean-fed  horse  beguile. 
Neighing  in  likeness  of  a  silly  foal : 
And  sometime  lurk  I  in  a  gossip's  bowl, 
In  very  likeness  of  a  roasted  crab  ;* 
And,  when  she  drinks,  against  her  lips  I  bob. 
And  on  her  withered  dew-lap  pour  the  ale. 
The  wisest  aunt,  telling  the  saddest  tale. 
Sometime  for  three-foot  stool  mistaketh  me ; 
Then  slip  I  from  her  bum,  down  topples  she, 
And  taiwr  cries,  and  falls  into  a  cough ; 
And  then  the  whole  quire  hold  their  nips,  and  loflfe; 
And  waxen  in  their  mirth,  and  neeze,  and  swear 
\  merrier  hour  was  never  waited  there. — 
But  room,  fairy,  here  comes  Oberon. 

Fai.  And  here  my  mistreu: — *VVouId  that  he 
were  gone ! 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Obsroit,  at  one  door^  toith  his  train,  and 

TiTAXiA,  at  another,  with  hera* 

Obe,  III  met  by  moonlight,  proud  Titania. 

TUa.  What,  jealous  Oberon  1  Fairy,  skip  hence ; 
I  have  forsworn  his  bed  and  company. 

Ohe,  Tarry,  rash  wanton :    Am  not  I  thy  lord  t 

TUa.  Then  I  must  be  thy  lady :  But  I  know 
When  thou  hast  stol'n  away  from  fairy  land, 
And  in  the  shape  of  Corin  sat  all  day, 
Playing  on  pipes  of  com,  and  versing-  love 
To  anjorous  Phillida.    Why  art  thou  here, 
Come  from  the  farthest  steep  of  India  1    • 
But  that,  forsooth,  the  bouncing  Amazon, 
Your  buskinM  mistress,  and  your  warrior  love. 
To  Theseus  must  be  wedded  ;  and  you  come 
To  give  their  bed  joy  and  prosperity. 

Ohe.  How  canst  thou  thus,  for  shame,  Titania, 
Glance  at  my  credit  with  Hippolyta, 
Knowing  I  know  thy  love  to  fheseu*'! 
Didst  thou  not  lead  him  through  the  glimmering 

night. 
Prom  Perigenia,  whom  he  ravished? 
And  make  him  with  fair  JE.k\^  break  his  faith, 
With  Ariadne, and  Antiopa? 

Tito,  These  are  the  fortceries  of  jealousy : 
And  never  since  the  middle  summer's  apnng. 
Met  we  on  hill,  in  dale,  forest,  or  mead. 
By  paved  fountain,  or  by  rushy  brook, 
Or  on  the  bear h'd  margent  of  the  sea, 
To  dance  our  rinelets  to  the  whistling  wind. 
But  with  thy  brawls  thou  hast  disturbM  our  sport 
Therefore  tne  winds,  piping  to  us  in  vain. 
As  in  revenue,  have  suck'd  up  Prom  the  sem 
Contagious  fo?s ;  which  falling  in  the  land, 
Have  every  pelting*  river  made  so  proud. 
That  they  have  overborne  tlieir  continents  :■ 

»  A  term  of  rontompi       *  Joining.        i  Quarrel. 

s  Mill.       •  Yesst  »  Wild  apple. 

-  Ptstty.  ■  Banks  which  contain  them. 


The  ox  hath  therefore  stretched  his  yoke  in  vatn. 
The  ploughman  lost  his  sweat;  ana  the  green  wait 
Hath  rotted  ere  his  youth  attained  a  beard: 
The  fold  stands  empty  in  the  drowned  field. 
And  crows  are  fatted  with  the  murrain  flock; 
The  nine  men's  morris*  is  fiU'd  up  with  mud . 
And  the  quaint  mazes  in  the  wanton  green. 
For  lack  of  tread,  are  undiatinguishabie: 
The  human  mortals  want  their  winter  here ; 
No  night  is  now  with  hymn  or  carol  blest:— 
ThereiTore  the  moon,  the  governess  of  floods, 
Pale  in  her  anger,  washes  all  the  air. 
That  rheumatic  diseases  do  abound : 
And  through  this  temperature,  we  see 
The  seasons  alter :  hoary-headed  frosts 
Fall  in  the  firesh  lap  of  the  crimson  rose ; 
And  on  old  Hyems'  chin,  and  icy  crown. 
An  odorous  chaplet  of  sweet  summer  buds 
Is,  as  in  mocJcery,  set:   The  spring,  the  summer, 
The  childing>  autumn,  angry  winterrchange 
Their  wonted  liveries;  and  the  *mazed  world. 
By  their  increase,  now  knows  not  which  is  which 
And  this  same  progeny  of  evils  comes 
From  our  debate,  ftom  o^vr  dissension ; 
We  are  their  parents  and  original. 

Obe.  Do  vou  amend  it  then;  it  lies  in  you: 
Why  should  Titania  cross  her  Oberon  ? 
I  do  but  beg  a  little  changeling  boy. 
To  be  my  henchman." 

Tita.  Set  your  heart  at  rest, 

The  fairy  land  buys  not  the  child  of  me. 
His  mother  was  a  votaress  of  my  order : 
And,  in  the  spiced  Indian  air,  by  night 
Full  oflen  hath  she  gossip'd  by  my  side ; 
And  sat  with  me  on  Neptune^s  yellow  sanis. 
Marking  the  embarked  traders  on  the  flood; 
When  we  have  laugh'd  to  see  the  sails  conceive. 
And  grow  big-bellied,  with  the  wanton  wind: 
Which  she,  with  pretty  and  with  swimming  gait 
(FoUowinir  her  womb,  then  rich  with  my  young 

'squire,) 
Would  imitate;  and  sail  upon  the  land, 
To  fetch  me  trifles,  and  return  again. 
As  from  a  voyage,  rich  with  merchandise. 
But  she,  being  mortal,  of  that  boy  did  die; 
And,  for  her  sake,  I  do  rear  up  her  boy ; 
And,  for  her  sake,  I  will  not  part  witu  him. 

Ofie.  How  long  within  this  wood  intend  yon  stay! 

Tifa.  Perchance,  till  after  Theseus*  wedding-day 
If  you  will  patiently  dance  in  our  round. 
And  see  our  moonlight  revels,  go  with  us; 
If  not,  shun  me,  and  I  will  spare  your  haunts. 

Ofpe.  Give  me  that  boy,  and  I  will  eo  with  thee. 

Tifa.  Not  for  thy  kingdom. —  Fairies,  away : 
We  shall  chide  downright,  if  I  longer  stay. 

[Exeunt  Titania,  and  h/r  twin. 

Obe.  Well,  go  thy  way :  thou  shalt  not  ftom  this 
grove, 
Till  I  torment  thee  for  this  injury.— 
My  genlle  Puck,  come  hither:   Thou  remember*rt 
Since  once  I  sat  upon  a  promontory. 
And  heard  a  memiaid  on  a  dolphin's  back, 
Uttering  such  dulcet  and  harmonious  breath. 
That  the  rude  sea  grew  civil  at  her  song ; 
And  certain  stara  shot  madly  ftom  their  spheres. 
To  hear  the  sea-maid's  music. 

Piick.  I  remember. 

Ohe.  That  very  time  I  saw,  but  thou  could'si  not, 
Flying  between  the  cold  moon  and  the  earth, 
Cupid  all  arm'd :  A  certain  aim  he  took 
A  t  a  fair  vestal,  throned  by  the  west ; 
And  loos'd  his  love-shaft  smartly  ftom  his  bow, 
As  it  should  pierce  a  hundred  thousand  hearts' 
But  I  mi^ht  see  young  Cupid's  flery  shall 
Quench'd  in  the  chaste  beams  of  the  wat'ry  moon , 
And  the  imperial  votaress  passed  on. 
In  maiden  meditation,  fkncy-ftee-. 
Yet  mark'd  I  where  the  bolt  of  Cupid  fell: 
It  fell  upon  a  little  western  flower^ — 
Before,  milk-white ;  now  purple  with  love  s  woun*!- 
And  maidens  call  it  love-in-idleness. 
Fetch  me  that  flower ;  the  herb  I  showM  thee  once 
The  juice  of  it  on  sleeping  eye-lids  laid. 
Will  make  or  man  or  woman  madly  dote 
Upon  the  next  live  creature  that  it  sees. 
Fetch  me  this  herb:  and  be  thou  here  again, 
Ere  the  Leviathan  can  swim  a  league. 

«  Holes  made  for  s  frame  plsyed  by  bnj^ 

>  Autumn  producing  flowers  unsessonably.    •  P  ^ 
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The  moon,  methinka,  looks  with  a  watery  eye; 
4nd  when  ahe  wcepK,  wecpa  every  little  dower, 
Lamenting;  some  enforced  chastity. 
Tie  up  my  love*s  tongue,  hting  him  silently. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE  IL—Anof her  part  qf  the  Wooi, 

Enter  Omnos, 

Obet  I  wonder,  if  Titania  be  awak'd ; 
Then,  what  it  was  that  next  came  in  her  eye. 
Which  she  must  dote  on  in  extremity 

Enter  Puck. 

Here  corner  my  masscnger. — How  now,  mad  spirit  ? 
What  night-rule  now  about  this  haunted  grove? 

Puck*  My  mistress  with  a  monster  is  in  lowe. 
Near  to  her  close  and  consecrated  bower. 
While  she  was  in  her  dull  and  sleeping  hour, 
A  crew  of  patches,*  rude  mechanicals, 
That  work  for  bread  upon  Athenian  stalls, 
Were  met  together  to  rehearse  a  play, 
Intended  for  great  Theseus'  nuptual  day. 
The  shallowest  thick-skin  of  that  barren  sort, 
Who  Py ramus  presented,  in  their  sport 
Foraook  his  scene,  and  enter'd  in  a  brake : 
tVhen  I  did  him  at  this  advantage  take, 
An  ass^s  now!  I  flxed  on  his  head ; 
Anon,  his  Thisbe  must  be  answered. 
And  forth  my  mimic  comes:    When  they  him  spy, 
As  wild  geese  that  the  creeping  fowler  eye, 
Or  russet-pated  choughs,  many  in  sort. 
Rising  and  cawing  at  the  gun^s  report 
Sever  themselves,  and  madly  sweep  the  sky ; 
So,  at  his  sight,  away  his  fellows  fly ; 
And,  at  our  stamp,  Here  o'er  and  o'er  one  fiills; 
He  murder  cries,  and  help  from  Athens  calls. 
Their  sense  thus  weak,  lost  with  their  fears  thus 

atrong, 
Made  senseless  things  begin  to  do  them  wrong : 
For  briers  and  thorns  at  their  apparel  snittch ; 
Some,  sleeves ;  some,  hats :  from  yielders  all  things 

catch. 
I  led  them  on  in  this  distracted  ^r, 
And  left  sweet  Pyramus  translated  there: 
W^hen  in  that  moment,  (so  it  came  to  pass,) 
Titania  wak'd,  and  straightway  lov'd  an  ass. 

O  V.  This  falls  out  better  than  I  couUl  devise. 
But  hast  thou  yet  latch'd*  the  Athenian's  eyes 
With  the  love-juice,  as  I  did  bid  thee  do  1 

Puck.  I  took  him  sleepins^, —  that  is  finished  too,— 
And  the  Athetiian  woman  uy  his  side; 
That,  when  he  wak'd,  of  force  she  must  be  ey'd. 

Enter  Dbmbtrius  and  Her  via. 

Obe.  Stand  close ;  this  is  the  same  Athenian. 

Puck.  This  is  the  woman,  but  not  this  the  man. 

Dem.  O,  why  rebulce  you  him  that  loves  you  so! 
Lay  breath  so  bitter  on  your  hitter  foe. 

Hsr.  Now  I  but  chide,  but  I  should  use  thee  worse; 
For  thou,l  fear,  hast  given  me  awiae  to  curse. 
If  thou  hast  slain  Lvsander  in  hii»  sleep, 
Tieinz  o'er  shoes  in  blood,  plun^^e  in  tlie  deep, 
And  kill  me  too. 

The  sun  was  not  so  true  unto  the  day, 
As  he  to  me :  Would  he  have  stol'n  away 
From  sleeping  llermial    Ml  believe  as  soon. 
This  whole  earth  may  be  bor'd;  and  that  the  moon 
May  throui^h  the  centre  creep,  and  so  displease 
Her  brother's  noontide  with  the  antipodes. 
It  cannot  be  but  thou  hast  murder'd  him ;  ^ 
So  should  a  murderer  look ;  so  dead,  so  grim. 

Dim.  So  should  the  murder'd  look;  and  so  should  I, 
Pierc'd  through  the  heart  with  your  stem  cruelty: 
Yet  you,  the  murderer,  look  as  oriicht,  as  dear. 
As  yonder  Venus  in  her  glimmering  sphere. 

Her.  What's  this  to  my  Lysanderl  where  is  hel 
Ah,  good  Demetrius,  wilt  thou  give  him  me  1 

J>'im.  I  had  rather  give  his  carcase  to  my  hounds. 

Her.  Out,  dog!   out,  cur!  thou  driv'st  me  past 
the  boimds 
Of  maiden  patinme.    Hast  thou  slain  him  then? 
Hencefortli  fie  never  numbered  among  men ! 
O!  once  tell  true,  tell  true,  even  for  my  sake; 
Durst  tliou  have  look'd  upon  him.  being  awake. 
And  hast  thou  kill'd  him  sleeping  ]  O  brave  touch ! 
Could  not  a  worm,  an  adder,  do  so  much  1 
An  adder  did  it ;  for  with  doubler  tongue 
Than  thine,  thou  serpent,  never  adder  Btun<^. 


•  Blmpls  fellows. 


■  Infsetad. 


JDenu   You  spend  your  paasion  on  a  misprisd 
mood: 
I  am  not  guilty  of  Lysander's  blood ; 
Nor  is  he  dead,  for  aught  that  I  can  telL 
Her.  I  pray  thee,  tell  me  then,  that  he  is  welL 
Dsm.  And  if  I  could,  what  should  I  get  Uicreforc  I 
Hrr.  A  privilege,  never  to  see  me  more. — 
And  from  thy  hated  presence  part  I  so : 
See  me  no  more,  whether  he  be  dead  or  nOb   \ETif. 
Dem.  There  is  no  following  her  in  thisfleire  veiu  - 
Here,  therefore,  for  a  while  I  will  remain. 
So  sorrow's  heaviness  doth  heavier  grow 
For  debt  that  bankrupt  sleep  doth  sorrow  owe; 
Which  now,  in  some  slight  measure,  it  will  pay. 
If  for  his  tender  here  I  make  some  stay.  {Li/s  dotrn 
Obe.  What  hast  thou  done?    thou  tiaat  mittakcn 
quite. 
And  laid  the  iove-juloe  on  tome  true  love's  sight: 
Of  thy  misprision  must  perforce  ensue 
Some  true  love  turn'd«  and  not  a  false  tum'd  true. 
Puck.  Then  fate  o'cr-rules;  that,  one  man  boli- 
ing  troth, 
A  million  fail,  confounding  oath  on  oath. 

Obe.  About  the  wood  go  swifter  than  the  wind. 
And  Helena  of  Athens  look  thou  And : 
All  fancy-sick«  she  is,  and  pale  of  cheer,* 
With  sighs  of  love,  that  cost  the  fresh  blood  dear. 
By  some  illusion  see  thou  bring  her  here; 
I'll  charm  his  eyes,  against  she  do  appear. 

Puck.  I  go,  I  go ;  look  how  I  go; 
Swifter  than  arrow  from  the  Tartar's  bow.     [Eril 
Obe.  Flower  of  this  purple  die. 
Hit  with  Cupid's  archery. 
Sink  in  apple  of  his  eye! 
When  his  love  he  doth  espy, 
Let  her  shine  as  gloriously 
As  the  Venus  of  the  sky. — 
When  thou  wak'st,  if  she  be  by. 
Beg  of  her  for  remedy. 

Re-tnter  Pcck. 

Puck.  Captain  of  our  fairy  band, 
Helena  is  here  at  hand ; 
And  the  youth,  mistook  by  me. 
Pleading  for  a  lover's  fee ; 
Shall  we  their  fond  pageant  see? 
O,  what  fools  these  mortals  be! 

Obe.  Stand  aside :  the  noise  tbey  maLv, 
Will  cause  Demetrius  to  awake. 

Puck.  Then  will  two  at  once,  wco  one; 
That  must  needs  be  sport  alone ; 
And  those  things  do  liest  please  me. 
That  befal  preposterously. 

Enter  LTSAsrnsR  and  Hkls^ta. 

Lys.  Why  should  you  think,  that  I  ahould  x^oo 
in  scorn? 

Scorn  and  derision  never  come  in  tears: 
Look,  when  I  vow,  I  weep ;  and  vows  so  bom. 

In  their  nativity  all  truth  appeara. 
How  can  these  thmgs  in  me  seem  scom  to  you, 
Ben  ring  the  badge  of  faith,  to  prove  them  true? 

HeL  You  do  advance  your  cunning  more  and 
more. 

When  truth  kills  troth,  0  devilish-holy  fray  f    ^ 
These  vows  are  Hermia's :  W  ill  yon  give  her  o'er 

Weigh  oath  with  oath,  and  you  will  nothing 
weigh : 
Your  vows,  to  her  and  me,  put  in  two  acalea. 
Will  even  weigh ;  and  both  as  light  as  tales. 

Lift.  I  bad  no  judgment,  when  to  her  I  swore.  ^ 

HeL  Nor  none,  in  my  mind,  now  you  give  h« 
o'er.  ' 

LifS.  Demetrius  loves  her,  and  be  loves  not  yad 

Dem.  [Aivdkingi.]    O   Helen,  goddess,  nymplij 
perfect  divme ! 
To  what,  my  love,  shall  I  compare  thine  eyne !      j 
Crystal  is  muddy.    O,  how  ripe  in  show 
Thy  lips,  those  kissing  chernes,  tempting  grow ! 
That  pure  congealed  white,  high  Tauras*  snow, 
Fann  ti  with  the  eastem  wind,  turns  to  a  crow. 
When  thou  hold'st  up  thy  hand :  O  let  me  kiMs 
This  princess  of  pure  white,  this  seal  of  bli«H ! 

Hel.  O  spite!   O  hell!    I  see  jou  all  are  bent 
To  set  against  me,  fbr  your  merriment 
If  you  were  civil,  and  knew  courtesy, 
You  would  not  do  me  thus  much  injury. 
Can  you  not  hate  mo,  as  I  know  you  do, 

1  Mistaken.  •  Lovesick.  Oiwatspai 
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LOVE  S  LABOR'S  LOST. 


Act  it. 


Biron.  Once  more  I'll  mark  how  love  can  vary 
wit.  [Atide, 

Dan..  On  a  day,  (alaek  the  day!) 

Love,  whose  month  v*  ever  May, 

Spied  a  blosbom,  passing  fair. 

Flaying,  in  the  wanton  air: 

Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  uHnd, 

All  unseait  ^gan  passage  find; 

Thai  the  tover^  sick  to  death, 

Wish'd  himself  the  heaven  s  breath, 

Atr,  quoth  he,  thy  cheeks  may  blow 

Air,  would  1  might  triumph  so/ 

But,  aiojck,  my  hand  is  sworn. 

Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn  : 

Voiv,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet; 

Youth  so  apt  to  pluck  a  sweet. 

Do  not  coil  it  sin  in  me. 

That  1  am  forsworn  for  thee; 

Thou  for  whom  even  Jove  would  swear 

Juno  but  an  Ethiop  were; 

And  deny  hinuetfjor  Jove, 

Turning  mortal  for  thy  love*— 

This  will  I  send ;  and  something  else  more  plain, 
That  shall  express  my  true  love's  lasting  pain. 

0  would  the  King,  Biron,  and  Longavilie, 
Were  lovers  too!  Ill  to  example  ill. 

Would  from  my  forehead  wipe  a penur'd  note  ; 
For  none  ofTend,  where  all  aiike  do  dote. 

Jjong.  Dumain,    [Advancing,]  thy  love  is    fiir 
from  charity. 
That  in  love  s  grief  desifst  society : 
You  may  look  pale,  but  I  should  blush,  I  know, 
To  be  o'erhearo,  and  taken  napping  so. 

King.  Come,  sir,  [Advancing.]  you  bkish;  as 
his  your  case  is  such ; 
You  chide  at  him,  otfending  twice  as  much : 
You  do  not  love  Maria;  Longavilie 
Did  never  sonnet  for  her  sake  compile; 
Nor  never  lay  his  wreathed  arms  athwart 
His  loving  bosom,  to  keep  down  his  heart! 

1  have  been  closely  shrouded  in  this  bush. 

And  mark'd  you  both,  and  for  you  bt»th  did  blush. 
I  lieard  your  guilty  rhymes.  obserVd  your  fashion ; 
Saw  sighs  reek  from  you,  noted  well  your  passion : 
Ah  me  I  says  one ;  0  Jove !  the  other  cries ; 
One,  her  hairs  were  jiold,  crystol  the  other's  eyes : 
You  would  for  paradise  break  faith  and  troth ; 

[To  Long. 
And  Jove,  for  your  love,  would 'infirinee  an  oath. 

[TlJ  DUMAIW. 

What  will  Biron  say,  when  that  he  shall  hear 
A  f^ith  infringed  which  such  a  zeal  did  swear ! 
IIow  will  he  scorn  1  how  will  he  spend  his  wit  1 
How  will  he  triumph,  leap,  and  laugh  at  it! 
For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  I  did  see, 
I  would  not  have  him  know  so  much  by  me. 

Biron,  Now  step  I  forth  to  whip  hypocnsy-— 
Ah,  good  my  liege,  I  pray  thee  pardon  me : 

"*  *      o-^    *-       [Descends  from  the  tree. 

Good  heart,  what  grace  hast  thou,  thus  to  reprove 
These  worms  for  loving,  that  art  most  in  love  i 
Your  eyes  do  make  no  coaches ;  in  your  tears 
There  is  no  certain  princess  that  appears : 
You'll  not  be  perjurM,  'Us  a  hateful  thinj?; 
Tush,  none  but  minstrels  like  of  sonnetUng. 
But  are  you  not  asham'd  1  nay,  arc  you  not,  , 
All  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  o'ershot  i 
You  found  his  mote ;  the  king  vour  mote  did  see ; 
But  T  a  beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 
0  what  a  scene  of  foolery  I  have  seen. 
Of  sighs,  of  groanif,  of  sorrow,  and  of  teen  !• 

0  me,  with  what  stnct  patience  have  I  sat, 
To  sec  a  king  transformed  to  a  gnat ! 

To  see  great  Hercules  whipping  a  pigg. 
And  profound  Solomon  to  tune  a  iigg. 
And  Nestor  play  al  push-pm  with  the  boys, 
And  critic*  Timon  laugh  at  idle  toys! 
Where  lies  thy  grief.  O  tell  me,  f;ood  Uumam  1 
And,  gentle  Longavilie,  where  lies  thv  pam  J 
And  where  my  liege's  1  aU  about  the  breast  :— 

A  candle,  bo!  ^.^^     ,   *v    i    4 

King.  Too  bitter  Is  thy  jest 

Are  we  betray'd  thus  to  thy  over-view  T 

Biron.  Not  you  by  roe,  but  I  betray'd  to  you; 
I,  that  am  honest;  I,  that  hold  it  sui 
To  break  the  vow  I  am  engaged  m ! 

1  am  betray'd,  by  keeping  company 

With  moon-like  men  of  slrange  inconstancy. 


•Orl«f 


4  Qynlo. 


When  shall  you  see  me  write  a  thing  in  rhyme  I 

Or  groan  for  Joan  1  or  spend  a  minute's  time 

In  pruning*  me  1    When  shall  you  hoar  that  I 

Will  praise  a  hand,  a  foot  a  face,  an  eye, 

A  gait,  a  state,  a  brow,  a  breast,  a  waiat, 

A  leg,  a  limb  t —  ^     , 

King.  Soft ;  Whither  away  so  fast ! 

A  true  man.  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  so? 

Biron.  I  post  f^om  love;  good  lover,  kt  me  j:o 

Enter  jAausKXTTA  and  CosTAsn. 

Jaq.  God  bless  the  king ! 

King.  What  present  hast  thou  tberp! 

Cost.  Some  certain  treason. 

King.  What  makes  treason  hcrcl- 

Ofst.  Nay,  it  makes  nothing,  sir. 

King.  Ifit  mar  nothing  neither, 

The  treason,  and  you,  go  in  peace  away  toget]<er. 

Jag.  I  iHfseech  your  ^race,  let  this  letter  be  read, 
Our  panton  misdoubts  it;  'twas  treason,  be  aid. 

King.  Biron,  read  it  over. 

[Giving  him  ike  letter. 

Where  hadst  thou  iti 
Jaq.  Of  Costard. 
Kin^,  Where  hadst  thou  it? 
Cost.  Of  Dun  Admmadio,  Dun  Adramadio. 
King.  How  now!  what  is  in  youl  why  dost 

thou  tear  it  1 
Biron.  A  toy,  my  liege,  a  toy;  your  grace  needs 

not  fear  it. 
Xjong.  It  did  move  him  to  passion,  and  therefor 5 

let's  hear  it. 
Dum.  It  is  B iron's  writing,  and  here  is  his  name. 

[Picks  up  the  pite(3. 
Biron,  Ah,  you  whoreson  loggerhead,!  To  Cos- 
ta an.  J  you  were  born  to  do  me  hhanie.— 
Guilty,  my  lord,  guilty;  I  confess,  I  confess. 
King.  vVhatf 

Biron.  That  you  three  fools  lack'd  me  fool  io 
make  up  the  mess : 
He,  he,  and  you,  my  liege,  and  I, 
Arc  pick-purses  in  love,  and  we  deserve  to  die. 
0,  dismiss  th's  audience,  and  I  shall  tell  you  more. 
Dum,  Now  the  number  is  even. 
Biron.  True,  true ;  we  are  four  :— 

Will  these  turtles  be  gone  1 
King.  Hence,  sirs  ;  away. 

Cost.  Walk  aside  the  true  folk,  and  let  I  he  tni- 
tors  sta y.  I  Exeunt  Cost.  andi<  a. 

Biron.  Sweet  lords,  sweet  lovers,  O  let  us  em- 
brace! .,     J         . 
As  true  we  are,  as  flesh  and  blood  can  be : 
The  sea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heaven  show  his  face; 

Young  blood  will  not  obey  an  old  decree  : 
We  cannot  cross  the  cause  why  we  were  bom ; 
Therefore,  of  all  hands  must  we  be  forsworn. 
King.  What,  did  these  rent  lines  show  some  love 

of  thine  1 
Biron.  Did  they,  quoth   youl    Who   sees   the 
heavenly  Rosaline, 
That,  like  a  rude  and  savage  man  of  Inde, 

At  the  first  opening  of  the  gorgeous  east. 
Bows  not  his  vassal  head ;  and,  strucken  blind, 

Kisses  the  base  ground  with  obedient  breast! 
What  peremptory  eagle-sighted  eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow, 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  majesty  1  .    ^   ,^ 

King.  What  zeal,  what  ftiry  hath  inspired  thee 
now] 
My  love,  her  mistress,  is  a  gracious  moon : 
She,  an  attending  star,  scarce  seen  a  light 
Biron,  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  Biron: 
O,  but  for  my  love,  day  would  turn  to  night! 
Of  all  complexions  the  cuIlM  sovereignty 

Do  meet,  as  at  a  fair,  in  her  fair  cheek; 
Where  several  worthies  make  one  dignity ; 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  itself  doth  seek. 
Lend  me  the  flourish  of  all  gentle  tongue»— 

Fye,  painted  rhetoric!  O,  she  needs  it  not; 
To  things  of  sale  a  seller's  praise  belongs ; 

She  passes  praise ;  then  praise  too  short  doth  wot 
A  wither'd  hermit,  five-score  winters  worn. 

Might  shake  off  firty.  looking  in  her  eye: 
Beauty  doth  vamish  age,  fts  if  new-born. 

And  gives  the  crutch  the  cradle's  infency. 
O,  'tis  the  sun,  that  makelh  all  things  shine ! 
King.  By  heaven,  thy  loye  is  black  aa  ebony. 
Biron.  Is  elx>ny  like  her!  0  wood  dmne ! 
A  wife  of  such  wood  were  felicity. 
•  In  trimmittg  myselfl 
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MERCHANT  OF  VENICE. 


ActIL 


to  be  ruled  by  oiy  couscieitce,  1  should  stay  witb 
the  Jew  my  aiattter,  wuo  ^God  biesd  the  mark  !) 
is  a  kind  ot  devil :  and,  to  run  away  from  the  Jew, 
I  should  be  ruled  by  the  ticnd,  who,  aavinis  your 
reverence,  is  the  devil  himselt:  Certainly,  the  Jew 
is  the  very  devil  incarnation:  and,  in  my  conscience, 
my  conscience  is  but  a  kind  of  bard  conscience,  to 
otKee  to  counsel  me  to  stay  with  the  Jew :  The  tiend 
gives  the  more  friendly  counsel:  I  wili  run,  fiend  ; 
my  heels  are  at  your  commandment,  1  will  run. 

Enter  old  Gofiso,  with  a  Basket 

Gob.  Master,  young  man,  you,  I  pray  you; 
which  is  tlie  way  to  master  Jew^s  1 

Luun.  [AsifieA  O  heavens,  this  is  my  true-be- 
gotten fiither !  who,  being  more  than  sand-blind, 
high-gravel  blind,  knows  me  not:— I  will  try  con- 
clusions •  with  him. 

Gob.  Master,  young  gentleman,  I  pray  you, 
which  is  the  way  to  master  Jew's  1 

Laun,  Turn  up  on  your  right  hand,  at  the  next 
turning,  but,  at  the  next  turning  of  all,  on  your 
left ;  marry,  at  the  very  next  turning,  turn  of  no 
band,  but  turn  down  indirectly  to  the  Jew's  house. 

Gob.  By  God's  sonties,  'twill  be  a  hard  way  to 
hit.  Can  you  tell  me  whether  one  Launcelot,  that 
dwells  with  him,  dwell  with  him  or  no  1 

Laun.  Talk  you  of  young  master  Launcelot  7— 
Mark  me  now:  [Aaide,\  now  will  I  raise  the  waters: 
— Talk  you  or  young  master  Launcelot  1 

Gob.  No,  master,  sir,  but  a  poor  man's  son;  his 
father,  though  I  say  it,  is  an  honest  exceeding  poor 
man,  and,  God  be  thanked,  well  to  live. 

Laun.  Well,  let  his  fiUier  be  what  he  will,  we 
talk  of  young  master  Launcelot. 

Gob.  Your  worship  s  friend  and  Launcelot,  sir. 

Laun.  But  I  pray  you  ergo,  old  man,  ergo,  I  be- 
seech you;  Talk  you  of  young  master  Launcelot! 

Gob.  Of  Launcelot,  an^  pletse  your  mastership. 

Laun.  Ergo,  master  Launcelot;  talk  not  of 
master  Launcelot,  father ;  for  the  young  gentleman 
(according  to  fates  and  destinies,  and  such  odd 
sayings,  the  sisters  three,  and  such  branches  of 
learning,)  is  indeed  deceased;  or,  as  you  wouLl 
say,  in  plain  terms,  gone  to  heaven. 

Gob.  Marry,  God  forbid!  the  boy  was  the  very 
stall' of  ray  age,  my  very  prop. 

iMun.  Dol  look  like  a  cudgel,  or  a  hovel-post,  a 
staff,  or  a  propi — Do  you  know  m4,  father  i 

Gob.  Alack,  the  day,  1  know  you  not,  young 
gentleman ;  but,  I  pray  you,  tell  me,  is  my  boy, 
(God  rest  his  soul !  alive,  or  dead  1 

Laun.  Do  you  not  know  me,  father  i 

Gob.  Alack,  sir,  I  am  sand-blind,  I  know  you  not. 

Laun.  Nay,  indeed,  if  you  had  your  eyes,  you 
might  fail  of  the  knowing  of  me:  it  is  a  wise  father, 
that  knows  his  own  child.  Well,  old  man,  I  will 
tell  you  news  of  your  son :  Give  me  your  blessing: 
truth  will  come  to  light ;  murder  cannot  be  hid 
long,  a  man's  son  may ;  but,  in  the  end,  truth  will 
>ut 

Gob.  Pray  you,  sir,  stand  up ;  I  am  sure  you  are 
jot  Launcelot,  my  boy. 

Laun.  Pray  you,  let's  have  no  morefooung  about 
it,  but  give  me  your  blessing ;  I  am  Launcelot-  your 
boy  that  was,  your  son  that  is,  your  child  that 

shall  be. 

Gob.  I  cannot  think  you  are  my  son. 

Laun.  I  know  not  what  I  shall  think  of  that : 
but  I  am  Launcelot,  the  Jew's  man ;  and,  I  am  sure, 
Margery,  your  wife,  is  my  mother. 

Gob.  Her  name  is  Margery,  indeed :  1 11  be  sworn, 
if  thou  be  Launcelot,  thou  art  mine  own  flesh  and 
blood.  Lord  worshipp'd  might  he  be !  wliata  beard 
hast  thou  got !  thou  hast  got  more  hair  on  thy  chin, 
than  Dobbm,  my  thiil-horse*  has  on  his  Uil. 

Laun.  It  should  seem,  then,  that  Dobbm  s  UiJ 
grows  backward ;  I  am  sure  be  had  more  hair  on  his 
tail,  than  I  have  on  my  face,  when  1  last  saw  him. 

Gob.  Lord  how  art  thou  changed!  How  dost 
thou  and  thy  inaxter  agree  1  1  have  brought  him  a 
present;  How  'gree  you  now!    , 

Laun.  Well,  well :  but  for  mine  own  part,  as  I 
have  set  up  my  rest  to  run  away,  so  I  will  not  rest 
tUl  I  have  run  some  ground :  my  master's  a  very 
Jew :  Give  him  a  present!  give  him  a  halter :  I  am 
flimish'd  in  his  service;  you  may  tell  every  finger 
I  have  with  my  ribs.  Father,  I  am  glad  you  are 
rome ;  give  me  you  -  present  to  one  master  Bassa- 
•  BxpcTiments.  •  Shaftphows. 


nio,  who  indeed,  gives  rare  new  liveries ;  if  I  wrvt 
not  him,  1  will  run  as  far  as  God  lias  any  LruuiiiL 
O  rare  fortune !  here  comes  the  man ;— lo  Bim,  f i- 
ther,  for  1  am  a  Jew,  if  1  serve  the  Jew  any  loi%er 

Enier  Bassakio,  tuith  Lsoitardo,  and  olker 

Followers. 

Baaa.  You  may  do  so ; — but  let  it  be  so  hasted, 
that  supper  be  ready  at  the  farthest  by  fi\e  ct 
the  clock :  8ee  these  letters  deliver 'd ;  put  the 
hveries  to  making  ;  and  desire  Gratiano  lo  oonie 
anon  to  my  lodging.  [ExU  a  beivant. 

Laun.  To  him,  &ther. 

Gob.  God  bless  your  worship  I 

Baas.  Gramercy  ;  Wouldst  thou  aught  with  me! 

Gob.  Here's  my  son,  sir,  a  poor  boy, 

Laun.  Not  a  poor  boy,  sir,  but  ttie  rich  Jew's 
man ;  that  would,  sir,  as  my  father  shall  spedf), — 

Gob.  Hath  he  a  great  inloction,  sir,  as  one  would 
say,  to  serve— 

Laun.  Indeed  the  short  and  the  long  is,  1  serve 
the  Jew,  and  I  have  a  desire,  as  my  fiatbcr  shall 
specify,—  ^.  _ 

Gob.  His  master  and  he,  (saving  your  worshipl 
reverence.)  are  scarce  cater-cousins: 

Laun,  To  be  brief,  the  very  truth  is,  that  the  Jew 
having  done  me  wnmg,  dotli  cause  dms  ss  my 
father,  being  I  hope  an  old  man,  shall  I  ratify  uuio 
you, 

Go6.  I  have  here  a  dish  of  doves,  that  I  wooM 
bestow  upon  your  worship ;  and  my  suit  is,— — 

Laun.  In  very  briel,  the  suit  is  impertinent  Xi» 
myself,  as  your  worship  shall  know  by  titis  honot 
old  miui ;  and,  thouf^h  1  say  it,  though  an  old  nuii, 
yet,  poor  man,  my  tather. 

Bass.  One  speak  tor  both; — What  would  youi 

Laun,  8erve  you,  sir. 

Gob.  This  IS  Uic  very  defect  of  the  matter,  sir. 

Baas.  1  know  thee  well,  thou  hast  obtain'd  thy 

Shylock,  thy  master,  spoke  with  me  this  day. 
And  hath  preferr'd  thee,  if  it  be  preferment, 
To  leave  a  rich  Jew's  service,  to  become 
The  follower  of  so  poor  a  gentleman. 

Laun.  The  old  proverb  is  very  well  parted  b^ 
tween  my  master  Shylock  and  >ou,  sir ;  you  have 
the  grace  of  God,  sir,  and  he  hath  enough. 

Bass.  Thou  speak'st  it  well:  Go,  father,  witi 
thy  son  :— 
Take  leave  of  the  old  master  and  enquire 
My  locking  out:— Give  him  a  livery 

■^   ^  \Tohis  Followen. 

More  guarded*  than  his  fellows  :  See  it  done. 

Laun.  Father,  in:— I  cannot  get  a  service,  no, 
— I  have  ne'er  a  tongue  in  my  houd. — Well ;  [U*>k' 
ing  on  his  paim.]  if  any  man  in  Italy  have  a  fairfi 
Ublc,«  which  dotii  ofler  to  swear  upon  a  boi»k.  I 
shall  have  good  fortune ;  Go  to,  here  s  a  simple  line 
of  life !  here's  a  small  trifle  of  wives :  A  las,  fiftreii 
wives  is  nothing  ;  eleven  widows,  and  nine  maids, 
is  a  simple  coming  in  for  one  roan  :  and  then,  to 
scape  drowning  thrice ;  and  to  be  in  peri!  of  my 
life  with  Uie  edge  of  a  feather-bed ;— here  are  wimple 
'scapes  !  Well,  if  fortune  be  a  woman,  she's  a  good 
wench  for  this  gear.— Father,  come  ;  I'll  take  n»y 
leave  of  the  Jew  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 

[Exeum  Lauhcklot  and  old  Gob  so. 

Bass.  I  pray  thee,  good  Leonardo,  think  on  this; 
These  things  being  bought,  and  orderly  bcstowd, 
Return  in  haste,  rbr  I  do  feast  to-night 
My  best-esteemM  acquaintance ;  hie  thee,  go 

Leon*  My  tjest  endeavors  shall  be  done  herein. 

Enter  Gratiaxo. 

Gro.  Where  is  your  roaster  1     ^       .    ^        ,^ 

Leon,  Yonder,  sir,  he  walla. 

Exit  LkONASDi. 

Gra,  Slgnior  Bassanio,— 

Bass.  Gratiano! 

Gra.  i  have  a  suit  to  you.  »^  .     ,  , 

Sasa.  You  have  obtain  J  it. 

Gra.  You  must  not  deny  me;  I  mnsi  go  wilt 
vou  to  Belmont. 

Bass.  Why,  then  you  must;— But  hear  liws» 
Gratiano;  ^      .^    *     . 

Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voice  <- 
Parts,  that  become  thee  happily  enouf[h. 
And  m  such  eyes  as  ours  appear  not  fault* ; 
1 1  Omameoted.  >  The  palm  of  tb«  hsDi  ex«  oM 


AS  YOU  LIKE  IT. 


Act  TL 


Jaq,  More,  more,  I  pr'ythee,  more. 

AmU.  li  will  make  you  melancholy,  moniieur 

Jaques.  , 

Juq.  I  thank  it.    More,  I  pr'ythee,  more.    I  can 

■uck  melancholy  out  of  a  song,  aa  a  weaicl  micka 

eggs:  More,  I  pr'ythee,  more. 
Amu   My  voice  is  ragged;"   I  know,  I  cannot 

please  you.  ,  ,  j    j 

Jaq.  I  do  not  desire  you  to  please  me,  I  do  de- 
sire you  to  sing :  Come,  more ;  another  stanza : 
Call  you  them  stanzas  1 

Ami.  What  you  will,  monsieur  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  their  names;  they  owe 
xnc  nothing :  Will  you  sing  1 

Ami.  More  at  your  request,  than  to  please  myself. 

Jaq.  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  man  1 11 
thank  you ;  but  that  they  call  compliment,  is  like 
the  encounter  of  two  dog-apes:  and  when  a  man 
thanks  me  heartily,  methinks,  I  have  eiven  him  a 
Denny,  and  he  renders  me  the  beggarly  thanks.— 
Come,  sing;   and  you  that  wUl  not,  hold  your 

**^!imr*Well,  I'll  end  the  song.— Sirs,  cover  the 
while ;  the  duke  will  drink  under  this  tree :— he 
hath  been  aU  this  day  to  look  you. 

Jaq.  And  1  have  been  all  this  day  to  avoid  him. 
He  is  too  disputable*  for  my  company:  I  thinkA)! 
as  many  matters  as  he;  but  1  give  heaven  thanks, 
and  make  no  boast  6f  them.    Come,  warble,  cdtoe. 

SONG. 
Who  dothambitionahun,  [AU  together  here. 
And  lovea  to  lice  i*  the  tun. 
Seeking  the  food  he  eaU, 
And  pleas'd  wUh  what  he  ffW 
Come  hither,  come  hUher,  come  Mhert    .     ^ 

Here  shall  he  see  / 

No  enemy,       ,        ^.  .  -• 

But  voinUr  and  rough  weather. 

Jaq.  I'U  give  y<Ni  a  verso  to  this  note,  that  I  made 
yesterday  in  despite  of  my  invention. 
Ami.  And  rilMng  it. 
Jaq.  Thus  it  goes  :— 

IfitdocometovasSf 
Thai  any  man  hirti  asa 
Leaving  his  wealth  and  ease, 
A  stubborn  will  to  please, 
Ducd&me,  duedAme,  ducd&me. 
Here  shall  he  see 
Gross  fools  as  he. 
An  if  he  will  come  to  Amu 
ilwi.  What^sthatdttCtM/ri«?         „  ,    .    .*\ 
Jcjq.  'Tis  a  Greek  invocation,  to  call  fools  into  a 
circle.    I'll  go  sleep  if  I  can;  if  1  cannot,  I'^T^ail 
against  all  the  first-born  of  Rgypt. 

ilmi.^And  I'U  go  seek  the  duke;  his  banqpet  is 
prepared.  {Exeunt  severally. 

SCENE  Ylr—The  same. 
Enter  Oklavvo  and  Adam 
Adam.  Dear  master,  I  can  go  no  further:  O,  I 
die  for  food !  Here  lie  I  down,  and  measure  out  my 
grave.    Farewell,  kind  master. 

OrL  Why,  how  now,  Adam  1  no  greater  heart  in 
theel  Live  a  litUe;  comfort  a  little^  cheer  thyself 
a  litUe:  If  this  uncouth  forest  yield  any  thing 
savage,  1  wiU  either  be  food  for  it,  or  bring  it  for 
'         Thy  conceit  is  nearer  death  than  thy 


^ 


We  shall  have  shortly  discord  in  the  spheres.— 
Go,  seek  him;  teU  him,  I  would  speak  with  him. 
Enter  jAai/as. 

1  Lord.  He  saves  my  labor  by  his  own  approach. 

Duke  S.  Why,  how  now,  monsieur!  what  a  Um 

is  this,  , 

That  your  poor  friends  must  woo  your  company  1 

What1  you  look  merrily.  .,,.,..    ^,_^ 

Jaq.  A  fool,  a  fool! 1  met  a  fool  i'  the  foit^ 

A  motley  fool ;— a  miserable  world!— 
As  1  do  live  by  food,  1  met  a  fool;      .     . 
Who  laid  him  down  and  bask*d  him  m  the  sun. 
And  raird  on  lady  Fortune  in  good  terms. 
In  good  set  terms,— and  yet  a  motley  fooL. 
Good  morrotoJooL  quoth  I :  No,  *tr,  quoth  be. 
Call  me  not  fool,  till  heaven  hath  sent  me  fortum 
And  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poke ; 
And  looking  on  it  with  lack-lustre  eye. 
Says,  very  wisely,  -B  u  fen  o^doek: 
Thus  may  we  see,  quoth  he,  haw  the  uxrld  wags: 
'Tis  but  an  hour  ago,  since  it  was  nine: 
And  after  an  hour  more,  HwiU  be  eleven; 
And  so,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe  andrtpe, 
And  then  from  hm*r  to  hour,  we  rot  and  rot. 
And  thereby  hangs  a  tale.    Wb«i  I  did  hear 
Tho  motley  fool  thus  moral  on  the  Ume, 
My  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chantideer, 
That  fools  should  be  so  deep  contemplaUve; 
And  1  did  laugh  sans  intermiswon. 
An  hour  by  his  diaL— 1»  noble  fool ! 
A  worthy  fool !  Motley's  the  only  " 

Duke  S.  What  tool  i«  thtot  

Jaq.  O  worthy  fool!— One  that  bath  been  a 
courtier;  .  ^.  i 

,And  says,  if  ladies  be  but  young,  and  Ihir,  . 

They  have  the  gift  to  know  it:  and  m  hia  team,—  : 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  biacait  j 

After  a  voyage,— he  hath  strange  places  crammd 
With  observation,  the  which  he  venta 
In  mangled  forms  :r-0,  that  1  wore  a  fool !  , 

I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  coat. 
Duke  S.  Thou  shalt  have  one.  .       *  I 

jan^  It  is  my  only  r«^! 

Provided,  that  you  weed  your  better  judgments 
Of  all  opinion  that  grows  rank  in  them,  | 

That  I  am  wise.    I  must  have  hbeity  , 

Withal  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind. 
To  blow  on  whom  I  please ;  for  so  fooU  have. 
And  they  that  are  most  gaUed  with  my  folly. 
They  most  must  laugh :  And  why.sir.  muaj  they  so  i 
The  why  is  plain  as  way  to  pansh  church :  ! 

He,  that  a  fool  doth  very  wisely  hit. 
Doth  very  foolishly,  although  he  smart. 

Not  to  seem  senseless  of  tho  bob :  if  not. 

The  wise  man's  folly  is  analomix'd 

Even  by  the  squancTring  glances  of  the  fool. 

Invest  me  in  my  motley ;  give  me  leave  I 

mind,  and  I  will  through  and  throosB ! 


To  speak  my , ,- ;     .  >      -s        .^ 

Cleanse  the  foul  body  of  the  iniected  world, 
If  they  wiU  patienUy  receive  my  medicine. 
Duke  8.  Fye  o.n  thee!  I  can  tell  what  Ui« 

woulast  do.  , J  ,  J     »_  .    ..^  1 

Jaq.  What,  for  a  counter,. would  I  do,  but  good  i 
Duke  8.  Most  mischievous  foul  sin.  in  chidmg ««« 

For  thou  thyself  hast  been  a  libertine. 

As  sensual  as  the  brutish  rting  itaelf; 

And  all  the  embossed  sores,  and  headed  evUs 

That  thou  with  license  of  free  foot  bast  caught. 


food  to  thee,    i  ny  coiiw>»i »  ucai^^i  ««.«.  «.»..  w.j  .  m^i  mou  wuu  uwuvo  y«  i.*^'  •»~'-  ~-       ^ 

powers.    For  my  sake,  be  comfortable ;  hold  d^Ui    Wouldst  thou  disgorge  into  the  general  world. 

awhile  at  the  arm's  end:  1  will  here  be  with  thee       j^^g^  Why,  who  cries  out  on  pride, 

presenUy ;  and  if  i  brina  thee  not  something  to  eat,    Tj,at  can  therein  Ux  any  private  party  1 

yii  give  thee  leave  to  die:  but  if  thou  diest  before  -         ^   -  r„  __  .u^  -^- 

I  o>me,  thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  labor.      Well 

said !  thou  look'st  cheerly :  and  I'U  be  with  thee 

quickly^— Yet  thou  liest  in  the  bleak  air:  come,  I 

will  bear  thee  to  some  shelter;  and  thou  shalt  not 

die  for  lack  of  a  dinner,  if  there  live  anything  in 

this  desert.     Cheerly,  good  Adam !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    Vll^-^The  same. 


i  table  set  out.   Enter  Dukk  Senior,  Axixirs, 
Lords,  and  others. 

Duke  S.  I  think  he  be  transform^  into  a  beast; 
Vot  I  can  nowhere  find  him  like  a  man. 

1  Lord.  My  lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hence ; 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  song.  . 

Duke  S.  If  he,  compact  of  jars,'  grow  musical, 

•  Bsgaed  and  nigged  had  formerly  the  same  meanlna 
•  iHapntattoas.  *  Made  up  of  discords. 


Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  aa  the  sea. 

Till  that  the  very,  very  means  do  ebl)  I  I 

What  woman  in  the  city  do  1  name. 

When  that  1  say.  The  city-woroan  hears 

The  cost  of  princes  on  unworthy  shouldera 

Who  can  come  in,  and  say,  that  I  mean  h« 

When  auch  a  one  as  she.  such  is  her  neightxv ! 

Or  what  is  he  of  basest  function, 

That  says,  his  bravery*  is  not  on  jy  «**     ^ 

2 Thinking  that  I  mean  him.)  but  tlierein  soitt       , 
is  folly  to  the  mettle  of  my  speech  1  .    ^ 

There  then;  How,  what  ll«n1  Let  «»•  •^r**«H 
My  tongue  hath  wrongM  him :  if  it  do  him  ngia^ 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himself;  if  he  be  free. 
Why  then,  my  taxing  Uke  a  wild  goose  Omm, 
Unciaim'd  of  any  man-— But  who  o>nws  here' 

•  The  tool  was  anciently  drrtsed  In  a  psstf^ViionA  wft 

•  nnef>. 


111-2 


ALL'S  WELL  THAT  END3  WELL. 


Act  L 


Enter    Parolles, 

One  (hat  goes  with  him :  I  love  him  for  his  sake ; 

And  vi4  1  know  him  a  notorious  liar. 

Think  biro  a  great  way  fool,  solely  a  coward ; 

Yet  these  flx*d  evils  sit  so  fit  in  him, 

That  thcv  take  place,  when  virtue's  steely  bones 

Look  bleak  in  the  cold  wind :  withal,  full  oft  we  see 

Cold  wisdom  waiting  on  superfluous  folly. 

Par.  Save  you,  fair  queen. 

Hel-  And  you,  mon4rch. 

Par,  No. 

HeU  And  no. 

Par,  Are  vou  meditating  on  virginity  1 

HeL  Ay.  You  have  some  stain  of  soldier  in  you ; 
let  me  ask  you  a  question :  Man  is  enemy  to  vir- 
ginity;  how  may  we  barricado  it  against  hun  .' 

Par.  Keep  him  out 

HeU  But  ne  assails;  and  our  virginity,  though 
▼aliant  in  the  defence,  yet  is  weak:  unfold  to  us 
some  warlike  resistance. 

Par,  There  is  none;  man,  sitting  down  before 
you,  will  undermine  you,  and  blow  you  up. 

Hel,  Bless  our  poor  virginity  from  underminers, 
and  blowers  up ! — Is  there  no  military  policy,  how 
virgins  miji^ht  blow  up  men  ? 

Par,   Virginity,  being   blown  down,  man  will 

auicklier  be  blown  up:  marry,  in  blowing  him 
own  again,  with  the  breach  yourselves  made,  you 
lose  your  city.  It  is  not  politic  in  the  common- 
wealth of  nature>  to  preserve  virginity.  Loss  of 
virginity  is  rational  increase ;  and  there  was  never 
virgin  got,  till  virginity  was  first  lost.  That,  you 
were  made  of,  is  metal  to  make  virgins.  Virginity, 
by  being  once  lost,  may  be  ten  times  found:  by 
being  ever  kept,  it  is  ever  lost ;  'tis  too  cold  a  com- 
psninn  :  away  with  it. 

HeL  I  will  stand  fort  a  little, though  therefore 
I  die  a  virgin. 

Par,  There's  little  can  be  said  in't ;  'tis  against 
the  rule  of  nature.  To  speak  on  the  part  of  vir- 
ginity, is  to  accuse  your  mothers:  which  is  most 
uifallible  disobedience.  He  that  hangs  himself,  is 
a  virgin  :  vireinity  murders  itself;  and  should  be 
buried  in  higtiways,  out  of  all  sanctified  limit,  as 
a  desperate  oflfendress  against  nature.  Vir^mity 
breeds  miles,  much  like  a  cheese ;  consumes  itself 
to  the  very  paring,  and  so  dies  with  feeding  his  own 
stomach.  Besides,  virginity  is  peevish,  proud,  idle, 
made  of  self-love,  which  is  the  most  inhi!)ited«  sin 
in  the  canon.  Keep  it  not :  you  cannot  choose  but 
lose  by*t;  Out  with  t:  within  ten  years  it  will  make 
itself  ten,  which  is  a  goodly  increase :  and  the  prin- 
cipal itself  not  much  the  worse :  Away  with'i. 

Hel,  How  might  one  do,  sir,  to  lose  it  to  her 
own  liking  1 

Par.  Let  me  see :  Marry,  ill,  to  like  him  that 
ne'er  it  likes.  ' Tis  a  commodity  will  lose  the  gloss 
with  lying;  the  longer  kept,  the  less  worth:  off 
with't,  while 'tis  vendible:  answer  the  time  of  re- 
quest. Virginity,  Hke  an  old  courtier,  wears  her 
cap  out  of  fashion;  richly  suited,  but  unsuitable : 
just  like  the  brooch  and  toothpick,  which  wear  not 
now:  Your  date*  is  better  in  your  pie  and  your 
porridge,  than  in  your  cheek:  Vnd  your  virginity, 
your  old  virginity,  is  like  one  of  our  French  with- 
ered pears;  it  looks  ill.  it  eats  dryly:  marry,  'tis  a 
withered  pear;  it  was  formerly  better;  marry,  yet. 
'tis  a  withered  pearj  Will  you  any  tiling  with  it! 

Hel,  Not  my  virginity  yet. 
There  shall  your  master  have  a  thouMind  loves, 
A  mother,  and  a  mistress,  and  a  friend, 
A  phcenix,  captain,  and  an  enemy, 
A  guide,  a  goddess,  and  a  sovereign, 
A  counsellor,  a  traitress,  and  a  dear; 
His  humble  ambition,  proud  humility, 
HisjarriiiR  eoncoid,  and  his  discord  dulcet. 
His  faith,  his  sweet  disaster :  with  a  world 
Of  pretty,  fond,  adoptious  Christendoms. 

That  blinking  Cupid  gossips.    Now  shall  he 

I  know  not  what  he  shall  ;-<;od  send  him  well  !— 


The  court's  a  learning  place ; — and  he  is  one 

Par.  Whatone,i'faith1 

HeL  That  I  wish  welL— 'Tis  pity 

Par.  What's  pity  1  .  ^    ^    , 

HeL  That  wishing  well  had  not  a  body  int. 
Which  might  be  felt :  that  we,  the  poorer  born, 
Whose  baser  stars  do  shut  us  up  in  wishes, 
Might  with  effects  of  them  follow  our  friends, 

•  ForbMden. 

•  A  qulbbls  on  date,  whldx  mtwm  age,  sad  candisd  firult 


And  show  what  we  alone  must  think ;  which  vjtwt 
Returns  us  thanks. 

Enter  a  Page. 

Page.  Monsieur  Parolles,  my  lord  calls  for  too. 

lExU  P*a,:f. 

Par.  Little  Helen,  farewell :  If  I  can  rememU« 
thee,  I  will  think  of  thee  at  court. 

Hel.  Monsieur  Paroll«s,  you  were  bom  under  a 
charitable  star. 

Par,  Under  Mars,  I. 

HeL  I  especially  think  under  Mara. 

Par,  Why  under  Mars  ? 

Hel.  The  wars  have  so  kept  you  under,  that  yoa 
must  needs  be  bom  under  Mars. 

Par,  When  he  was  predominant 

HeL  When  he  was  retrograde,  I  think,  rather. 

Par,  Why  think  you  so  T 

HeL  You  ^o  >o  much  backward,  when  you  fight 

Par.  That  a  for  advantage. 

HeL  So  is  running  away,  when  fear  proposes  the 
safety :  But  the  composition,  that  your  valor  and 
fear  makes  in  you,  ia  a  virtue  of  a  good  wing,  and  1 
like  the  wear  well. 

Par,  I  am  so  full  of  buainess,  I  cannot  answer 
thee  acutely :  I  will  return  perfect  courtier ;  in  the 
which,  my  instruction  shall  serve  to  naturalize  xJtrt. 
so  thou  wilt  be  capable  of  a  courtier's  counsel,  and 
underatand  what  advice  shall  thrust  upon  thee;  else 
thou  dieat  in  thine  unthankfulness,  and  thme  i^uo 
ranoe  makes  thee  away:  farewell.  When  ihuo 
hast  leisure,  say  thy  prayers;  when  thou  hast  none, 
remember  thy  friends :  get  thee  a  good  hustund, 
and  use  him  as  he  uses  thee:  so  farewell.    [Lxii. 

HeL  Our  remediea  oft  in  ourselves  do  lie. 
Which  we  ascribe  to  heaven ;  tlie  fitted  sky 
Gives  us  free  scope;  only,  doth  backward  putt 
Our  slow  designs,  when  we  ourselves  are  null. 
What  power  is  it,  which  mounts  my  love  90  high, 
That  makes  me  see,  and  cannot  feed  mine  eye  t 
The  mightiest  space  in  fortune  nature  brings 
To  join  like  likes,  and  kifis  hke  native  things,* 
Impossible  be  strange  attempts,  to  thone 
Ttiat  weigh  their  pains  in  sense;  and  do  suppoM, 
What  hatn  been  cannot  be:  Who  ever  strove 
To  show  her  merit,  that  did  miss  her  love  ? 
The  king's  disease— my  project  may  deceive  me. 
But  my  mtents  are  fix'd,  and  will  not  leave  me. 

[hJit, 

SCENE    II<— Paris.      A    Room  in   the    Km^t 

p€Uaee. 

Flourish  of  Comets,    Enter  the  Krxo  or  Fa  imci 
with  Utters  ;  Lords  ond  oikers  attendittft. 

King,  The  Florentines  and  Senoys^  are  by  tbs 
ears; 
Have  fought  with  equal  fortune,  and  continue 
A  braving  war. 

1  Lord.  So  'tis  reported,  sir. 

King,  Nay,  'tis  most  credible;  we  here  receive  it 
A  certainty,  vouched  from  our  cousin  Austria, 
With  caution,  that  the  Florentine  will  move  us 
For  speedy  aid ;  wherein  our  dearest  friend 
Prejudicates  the  business,  and  would  seem 
To  have  us  moke  denial. 

1  Lord,  His  love  and  wisdom. 
Approved  so  to  your  mi^esty,  may  plead 

For  amplest  crcidence. 

King.  He  hath  arm*d  our  answct. 

And  Florence  ia  denied  before  he  cornea: 
Yet,  for  our  gentlemen,  that  mean  to  see 
The  Tuscan  service,  freely  have  they  leave 
To  stand  on  either  part 

2  Lurd,  It  may  well  serve 
A  nursery  to  our  gentry,  who  are  sick 

For  breathing  and  exploit 
King,  What'a  he  comes  here  1 

Enter  BtnrnkTt,  Lapku,  and  Pakollxs. 

I  Lord.  It  is  the  count  Rousillon,  my  good  lord, 
Young  Bertram. 

King,        Youth,  thou  bcar'st  thy  fiaher's  fiuv; 
Frank  nature,  rather  curious  than  in  haste. 
Hath  well  compos'd  thee.  Thy  father's  moral  parti 
Mayst  thou  inherit  too !  Welcome  to  Pur  is. 

Ber,  My  thanks  and  duty  are  your  majesty's. 

King,  1  would  I  had  that  corporal  sounJneMnow 
As  when  thy  father,  and  myaelf.  in  friendiJiip 

•  Tbingfl  formed  by  nature  for  esrh  other. 
«  The  eitisens  of  ths  small  npabUe  of  vUdb  Blnas  li 
the  capital. 
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Act  V. 


Gent,  Marry,  as  I  take  it,  to  Roiisillon ; 
Whither  I  am  going. 

Hel.  I  do  beseech  you  sir. 

Since  you  are  like  to  s*^  the  kin^  before  me, 
Cointnend  the  p^iper  to  his  gracious  hand ; 
Which.  1  presume,  shall  render  you  no  blame. 
Hut  rather  make  you  thank  your  pains  for  it: 
I  will  come  after  you,  with  what  good  speed 
Our  means  will  make  us  means. 

OefU.  i'his  111  do  for  you. 

'HeL   And  you  shall  find  yourself  to  be  well 
thank'd, 
AVhate'er  falls  more.— We  must  to  horse  again  ; — 
Go,  go,  provide.  [Extuni. 

SCENE  II.— Rousillon.    The  inner  Court  qf  the 
Countess's  Falace, 

Enter  Clown  and  Parolles. 

Par.  Good  monsieur  JLavatch,  give  my  lord  Lafeu 
this  letter :  1  have,  ere  now,  sir.  Been  belter  known 
to  you,  when  (  have  held  familiarity  with  fresher 
clothes;  but  I  am  now,  sir,  muddied  in  fortune's 
moat,  and  smell  somewhat  strong  of  her  strong  dis- 
pleasure. 

CU).  Truly,  fortune's  displeasure  is  but  sluttish, 
if  it  rtmell  so  strong  as  thou  speakest  of:  1  will 
thenceforth  eat  no  fish  of  fortune's  buttering.— 
Prythee,  allow  the  wmd. 

Par.  Nay,  you  need  not  stop  your  nose,  sir ;  I 
epuke  but  by  a  metaphor. 

Clo.  Indeed,  sir,  if  your  metaphor  stink,  I  will 
stop  roy  nose  ;  or  against  any  man's  metaplMur. — 
Pry  thm,  get  thee  further. 

Pur.  Pray  you,  sir,  deliver  me  this  paper. 

Clo.  Koh!  pry  thee,  sUnd  away:  A  paper  from 
fortunes  cloM^stool  to  give  to  a  nobleman !  Look, 
here  lie  comes  himself. 

Enter  Lapku. 

Here  is  a  pur  of  fortune,  sir,  or  of  fortune's  cat, 
(but  not  a  musk-cat,)  that  has  fallen  into  the  unclean 
fiiitmond  of  her  displeasure,  and,  as  he  says,  is  mud- 
died withal:  Pray  you,  sir,  use  the  carp  as  you  may; 
for  he  looks  like  a  poor,  decayed,  ingenious,  foolish, 
rascally  knave.  1  do  pity  his  distress  in  my  smiles 
of  comfort,  and  leave  him  to  your  lordship. 

[ExU  Clown. 

Par.  My  lord.  I  am  a  man  whom  fortune  bath 
cruellv  scratched 

La/,  And  what  would  you  have  me  to  do!  'tis  too 
late  to  pare  her  nails  now.  Wherein  have  you 
played  the  knave  with  fortune,  that  she  should 
scratch  you,  who  of  herself  is  a  good  lady,  and 
would  not  have  knaves  thrive  long  under  her: 
There's  a  quart  rf'  ecu  for  you:  Let  the  justices  make 
you  and  fortune  friends :  I  am  for  other  business. 

Par.  1  beseech  your  honor  to  hear  me  one  sin- 
gle word. 

L({f.  You  beg  a  single  penny  more:  come,  you 
•hall  hat;  save  your  word. 

Par.  My  name,  my  good  lord,  is.  ParoUes. 

L(tf.  You  beg  more  than  one  word,  then.  —  Cox 
my  passion!  give  me  your  hand: — How  does  your 
drum? 

Par.  O  my  good  lord,  you  were  the  first  that 
found  me. 

Lttf.  Was  i,  in  sooth  1  and  I  was  the  first  that 
lost  ihee. 

Par.  it  lies  in  yon,  my  lord,  to  bring  me  m  some 
grace,  for  you  did  bring  me  out. 

iMf.  Out  upon  thee,  knave !  dost  thou  put  upon 
me  at  once  both  the  office  of  God  and  the  devil  T 
one  brings  thee  in  grace,  and  the  other  brings  thee 
ouU  [Trumpets  8ounfL\  The  king's  coming,  i  know 
by  his  trumpets.- Sirrah,  inquire  further  after  me: 
I  had  talk  oryou  last  night:  though  you  are  a  fool 
and  a  knave,  you  shall  eat :  go  to,  follow. 

Par.  I  praise  God  for  you.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— il  Room  itt  the  Countess's  Palace. 

Flourish.    Enter  King,  Countess,  Lafku,  Lords, 
Gentlemen,  Guards,  &c. 

King.  We  lost  a  jewel  of  her ;  and  our  eateem^ 
Was  made  much  poorer  by  it :  but  your  son, 
As  mad  in  folly,  lack'd  the  sense  to  know 
Her  estimation  home.* 

Count.  'Tis  past,  my  liege: 

And  I  beseech  your  majesty  to  make  it 

Bcckonlnc  or  estimata.    •  Completely,  In  Its  full  sxteat. 


In 


Natural  rebellion,  done  i'  the  blaze  of  youth; 
When  oil  and  fire,  too  strong  for  reason's  ibroe, 
O'erbears  it,  and  burns  on. 

King.  My  honor'd  ladj, 

I  have  forgiven  and  forgotten  all ; 
Though  my  revenges  were  high  bent  upoo  him. 
And  watch'd  the  time  to  shoot 

L:rf.  •  This  I  must  «ay,— 

But  first  I  bejj  my  pardon,— The  young  lord 
r>id  to  his  majesty,  his  mother,  and  his  lady, 
Oifence  of  mighty  note;  but  to  himself 
The  greatest  wrong  of  all :  he  loet  a  wife. 
Whose  beauty  did  astonish  the  survey 
Of  richest  eyes ;  whose  words  all  ears  took  captire; 
Whose  dear  perfection,  hearts  that  scorned  to  serve, 
Humbly  call  d  mistress. 

King.  Praising  what  is  lost. 

Makes  the  remembrance  dear.— Well,  call  bm 

hither ; 

We  arerecimcird,  and  the  first  view  shall  kill 
All  repetition  ;■— Let  him  not  a^k  our  pardon ; 
The  nature  of  his  great  otience  is  dead, 
And  deeper  than  oblivion  do  we  bury 
The  incensing  relics  of  it:  let  him  approach, 
A  stranger,  no  otfender ;  and  inform  him. 
So 'tis  our  will  he  should. 

Gent.  I  shall,  my  liege. 

[Exit  Gcndeman 

King.  What  says  he  u>  your  daughter!  hare  rou 
spoke  ! 

Lfrf.  All  tnat  he  is  hath  reference  to  your  hichm*. 

King.  Then  shall  we  have  a  match.    X  have  let- 
ters sent  me, 
That  set  him  high  in  fame. 

Enter  tirRTBkV. 

haf.  Ho  looks  well  on  t. 

Kwg.  I  am  not  a  day  of  seasiva, 
Por  thou  mayst  see  a  sunshine  and  »  bail 
In  me  at  once:  But  to  the  brightest  beams 
Distracted  clouds  give  way ;  so  stand  thou  forth. 
The  time  is  fair  again. 

Ber.  My  high  reputed  Uamea, 

Dear  sovereign,  pardon  to  me. 

King.  Alli^vrhole; 

Not  one  word  more  of  the  consunicxl  time. 
Let's  take  the  insUnt  by  the  forvw  J  top ; 
For  we  are  old,  and  on  our  quick *i«t  dccreea 
The  inaudible  and  noiseless  tool  jf  time 
Steals  ere  we  can  etlect  them :  You  remember 
The  diiughter  of  this  lord? 

Ber.  Admiringly,  my  liege :  at  flret 
I  struck  my  choice  upon  her,  ere  my  heart 
Durst  make  too  bold  a  herald  of  my  toni^ue : 
Where  the  impression  of  mine  e>e  infixing. 
Contempt  his  scornful  perspective  did  lend  me. 
Which  warp'd  the  line  of  every  other  favor ; 
Scorn 'd  a  fair  color,  or  expre«*d  it  stol'ii ; 
Extended  or  contracted  ail  proportions. 
To  -K  most  hideous  object:  Thence  it  came. 
That  she,  whom  all  men  prais'd,  and  whom  mysilf 
Since  I  Hkve  lost,  have  lov'd.  was  in  mine  eye 
The  dust  that  did  ofiend  it 

King.  .  Wellexcua'd: 

That  thou  didst  love  her,  strikes  some  scores  away 
From  the  great  compt:  But  love,  thatconn**  too  la'>e 
Like  a  remorseful  pardon  slowly  carried. 
To  the  orreat  sender  turns  a  sour  ofience. 
Crying,  That's  irood  that's  gone:  our  rash  (ku!ta 
Make  trivial  price  of  serious  things  we  have. 
Not  knowing  them,  until  we  know  their  grave: 
Oft  our  displeasures,  to  ourselves  unjust. 
Destroy  our  friends,  and  after  weep  their  diwi : 
Our  own  love  waking  cries  to  see  what's  done, 
While  shameful  hate  sleeps  out  the  afternoon. 
Be  this  sweet  Helen's  knell,  and  now  forget  her. 
Send  forth  your  amorous  token  for  fair  Maudlin. 
The  main  consents  are  had;  and  here  we 'II  stay 
To  see  our  widower's  second  marriage-day. 

Conn/.  Which  better  than  the  first,  O  dear  heaves 
bless \ 

Or,  ere  they  meet,  in  me,  O  nature,  ceaar ! 

tif.  Come  on,  my  son,  in  whom  my  hou«e*s  namt 
Must  be  digested,  give  a  favor  fttm*  you. 
To  sparkle  in  the  spirits  of  my  daughter. 
That  she  may  quickly  come.— By  my  old  beard. 
And  every  hair  that's  on't,  Helen,  that^a  dead. 
Was  a  sweet  creature ;  such  a  ring  as  thia. 
The  last  that  e'er  I  took  her  leave  at  ccmit, 
I  saw  upon  her  finger! 


■  Recollection. 
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Ber.  Hers  it  was  not 

AW  Now.  pray  you,  lei  me  see  it ;  for  mine  eye, 
fthiJB  I  wms speaking,  oft  was  fastened  to'i.— 
fh-'s  nng  was  mine;  and,  when  I  gave  it  Heleo, 
I  bsde  ber,  if  her  fortunes  ever  stood 
Nceofiitied  to  help,  that  by  this  token 
1  woold  rrlieve  her :  Had  you  that  craft,  to  reave  her 
orwiutabOQld  stead  her  most  t 
„*^-  My  KTacious  aoTereign, 

Hawrer  it  pleases  you  to  take  it  so, 
l\a  noe  was  never  hen. 

Crtunl.  Son,  on  my  life, 

I  (ttTewra  ber  wear  it;  and  she  reckon'd  it 
At  ber  life's  rate. 
Lof'  I  <^in  rare,  I  saw  her  wear  it 

Ber,  You  are  deceived,  my  lord,  she  never  saw  it: 
Iq  Kkwmce  was  it  from  a  casement  thrown  me, 
\Arapp'd  in  a  paper,  which  contain'd  the  name 
(flier that  threw  it:  noble  stie was,  and  thought 
I  <«E>od  enjeag'd  :•  but  when  I  had  subscribed 
T?  mine  own  fortune,  and  inform'd  her  fully, 
I  cuold  not  ansvrer  in  that  course  of  honor, 
.Vssbe  had  made  the  overture,  she  ceas*d. 
Id  heavy  satis&ction,  and  would  never 
K«nvt  the  ring  again. 

King,  "         Plutos  himself, 

TLitlinowsthe  tiiictand  multiplying  medicine,* 
Httl-j  not  in  nature's  mystery  more  science, 
Tkji  I  have  in  this  ring:  'twas  mine,  'twas  Helen's, 
WtKvver  gave  it  you :  Then,  if  you  know, 
Tbit  you  are  well  acquamted  with  yourself, 
r<  ifrss  'twas  hera,  and  by  what  rough  enforcement 
T<«  ,;oc  it  from  her:  she  ca/l'd  the  saints  to  surety, 
{'[latsjie  would  never  put  it  from  her  finger, 
I  r.le9B  she  gave  it  to  yourself  in  bed, 
(\Vbefe  you  have  never  come,)  or  sent  it  us 
i  p-n  her  gr^t  disaster. 
^r»  She  never  saw  it 

Aug.    Thou  speak'st  it  fiilaely,  as  I  love  mine 
honor; 
And  oMk'it  coqjecturai  ^rs  to  come  into  me 
WtLch  I  would  fain  shut  out:  If  it  should  prove 
Th4t  thou  art  so  inhuman, — 'twill  not  prove  so;~ 
^D-f  f  et  I  know  not : — ^thou  di<tot  hate  her  deadly, 
Aail  the  is  dead ;  which  nothing,  but  to  close 
Her  e>ei  myself  could  win  me  to  believe, 
M'jfe  than  to  see  this  ring.— Take  him  awayd— 

,,    ,  [GuartU  Beize  Bkhthxk, 

>T}  rn?e.past  prooft,  howe'er  the  matter  fall, 
STail  tax  my  Mrs  €>f  little  vanity, 
H«na^  vamly  fear'd  too  little.~Away  with  him^- 
n  r  H  Sift  this  matter  further. 

«.**•.  ^  Ifyou  shall  prove 

TLBnnf  waa  ever  hers,  you  shall  as  easy 
Pruve  that  I  husbanded  her  bed  in  Florence, 
^i*atyet9be  never  wax. 

[ExU  BRBTR4M,  guanled. 

ErUer  a  Gentleman. 

1\mg.  1  am  wrapp'd  in  dismal  thin  Kings. 
-_^-'«/'  Gracious  sovereign, 

Wbeiher  1  have  been  to  blame,  or  no,  I  know  not ; 
B«'«  «  a  petition  from  a  Florentine, 
Who  lath  for  four  wr  five  removes, « come  short 
To  tender  it  herself.    I  undertook  it, 
T»qanh'd  thereto  by  the  fair  grace  and  speech 
"f  a»  poor  suppliant,  who  by  this,  I  know, 
i^wte  attending:  her  business  looks  in  her 
*fintn  important  visa^ ;  and  nhe  told  me, 
n  a  iweet  verbal  brief,  it  did  concern 
I '««r  bigbneaa  with  herself. 

A'wg:  (Reads.]  Upon  hi$  many  nrofettoHnns  to 
ffl;Tr  me,  when  kit  uAft  \oa»  (bad,  I  blush  to  $ay 
R-  i^  tarn  me.  Now  i»  Ike'  count  RousiUtm  a 
^viawr;  his  WW  art  fotfeited  to  me,  and  my 
^"f^ipaid  to  him.  Be  idoUfromFUtrenee,  taking 
ff^^'^andJfotiowhim  to  hU  efmntryforJuS- 
t\.y:  Grant  it  me,  O  kingt  in  yon  it  best  liesg 
^mve  a  aeduetr  JUntrishes,  and  a  poirr  maid  is 
*'''*^«  Diana  Capulkt. 

Jf^'  ^  ^*"  ^y  me  a  son-in-law  in  a  Air,  and 
M  fcm :  •  for  this.  Ill  none  of  him. 
Aiiig.  The  heavens  have  thought  well  on  thee, 

To hriag  foiih  this  discovery. — ^Seek  these  suitors: 
^  •fwedtiy,  and  bring  again  the  count 

{Exeunt  Gentleman  and  some  Attendants. 

•h  tb»  MiM  of  aaaagscBd.   •  Th«  Phlloiwphw'f  stone. 

'  Pay  iaVL  for  him. 


I  am  afeard,  the  life  of  Helen,  lady. 
Was  foully  snatch  d. 
Cotf /{/.  Now,  justice  on  the  doeia ! 

Enter  BxaTRAM,  tcuarded. 

King,  I  wonder,  air,  since  wives  are  monsters  to 
you. 
And  that  vou  fly  them  as  you  swear  them  lordship 
Yet  you  desire  to  marry «— What  woman's  that  t 

Re-enter  Gentleman,  tinfA  Widow  and  DtAKA, 

Dia.  I  am.  my  lord,  a  wretclied  Florentine, 
Derived  from  the  ancient  Capulet; 
My  suit,  as  I  do  understand,  you  know, 
And  therefore  know  how  far  I  may  be  pitied 

Wid,  I  am  her  mother,  sir,  whose  age  and  honor 
Both  Buffer  under  this  complaint  we  bring. 
And  both  shall  cease,*  without  your  remedy. 

King.  Come  hither,  count:  Do  you  know  these 
women  ? 

Ber,  My  lord,  I  neither  can,  nor  will  deny 
But  that  I  know  them :  Do  they  charge  me  further  ? 

Dia,  W  h^  do  you  look  so  strange  upon  your  wife? 

Ser.  She  s  none  of  mine,  my  lord. 

I^^  Ifyou  shall  marry. 

You  give  away  this  hand,  and  that  is  mine; 
You  give  away  heaven's  vows,  and  tliose  are  mine ; 
You  give  away  myself,  which  is  known  mine ; 
For  I  by  vow  am  so  embodied  yours. 
That  ^e,  which  marries  you,  must  marry  me. 
Either  both  or  none. 

Lttf.  Your  reputation  [To  Bkrtram]  comes  too 
short  for  my  daughter ;  you  Are  no  husband  for  her. 

Ber,  My  lord,  this  is  a  fond  and  desperate  crea- 
ture. 

Whom  sometime  I  have  laugh*d  with :  let  your  hiub- 

ness  '^ 

Lay  a  more  noble  thought  upon  mine  honor. 
Than  for  to  think  that  1  would  sink  it  here. 

King.  Sir,  for  my  thoughts,  you  have  them  ill  to 
friend. 
Till  your  deeds  gain  them:  Fairer  prove  your 

honor. 
Than  in  my  thought  it  lies 

Dia,  Good  my  lord. 

Ask  him  upon  his  oath,  if  he  does  think 
He  had  not  my  virginity. 

A'ifig.  What  sayest  thou  to  her  ? 

Ber.  She's  impudent,  my  lord. 

And  was  a  common  gamester  to  tfw  camj>.« 

JHa.  He  does  me  wrong,  my  lord ;  if  l  were  aoi 
He  might  have  bought  me  at  a  common  price : 
Do  not  believe  him :  O,  behold  this  ring, 
Whose  high  respect,  and  rich  validity. 
Did  lack  a  parallel ;  yet,  for  all  that. 
He  give  it  to  a  commoner  o'  the  camp, 
If  I  be  one. 

Count,  He  bluahes,  and  'tis  it : 

Of  six  ((receding  ancestors,  that  gem 
Conferrd  by  testament  to  the  sequent  issue. 
Hath  it  been  ow'd  and  worn.    This  is  his  wife : 
That  ring's  a  thousauid  proofik 

King,  Methought,  you  said. 

You  saw  one  here  in  court  could  witness  it. 

Uia.  I  did,  my  lord,  but  loath  am  to  produce 
So  bad  an  instrument ;  his  name's  Parolles. 

L^f,  I  saw  the  man  to-day,  if  man  he  be. 

King,  Find  him,  and  bring  him  hither. 

Ber,  What  of  him  r 

He's  qooted  •  for  a  most  perfidious  slave, 
With  all  the  spots  o'  the  world  tax'd  and  deboah'd:* 
Whose  nature  sickens,  but  to  speak  a  truth : 
Am  I  or  that,  or  this,  for  what  he'll  utter, 
That  will  speak  any  thing  1 

King,  She  hath  that  ring  of  youra, 

Bp*.  I  think  she  has ;  certain  it  is,  I  liked  her, 
And  boarded  her,  I'  the  wanton  way  of  youth : 
She  knew  her  distance,  and  did  angle  for  n», 
Madding  my  eagerness  with  her  restraint, 
As  all  impediments  in  fancy 'si  course 
Are  motives  of  more  fancy;  and,  in  fine. 
Her  insuit  coming  with  her  modem  grace,* 
Subdued  me  to  her  rate :  she  got  the  ring; 
And  I  had  that,  which  any  inferior  might 
At  market  price  have  bought 

•  Deoesae,  dls. 

t  Oancst^r,  when  appUsd  to  a  ibmale,  then  meant  a 
oommoa  woman. 

•  Noted.  •  DebancbU  i  Lore. 

«  Hor  Rolksltatfon  concurring  with  ber  appearsmw  of 
being  common. 
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TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW. 


ActII. 


I  pniniisM  to  enquire  carefully 

About  a  achoolmaBter  for  fair  Bianca: 

And,  by  f^ood  fortune,  1  have  lighted  well 

On  this  young  man:  for  learning  and  behavior, 

Fit  fiir  tier  turn ;  well  read  in  poetry, 

And  other  booksj — good  onea  1  wrtrrant  you. 

Hot,  *Ti8  well:  and  I  have  met  a  gentleman, 
Hivth  promised  me  to  help  me  to  another, 
A  rtne  musician,  to  instruct  our  mtstreaa; 
So  shall  I  no  whit  be  behind  in  duty 
To  fair  Bianca.  so  belov'd  of  me. 

fjre,  Belov'd  of  me,— and  that  my  deeda  shall 
prove. 

Gru.  And  that  his  bags  shall  prove.  •      [AHde. 

Hor,  Gremio  *tis  now  no  limc  to  vent  our  love : 
Listen  to  me,  and  if  you  speak  me  fair, 
ril  tell  you  news  indiflerent  good  for  either. 
Here  is  a  gentleman,  whom  by  chance  1  met, 
Upon  agreement  from  us  to  his  likin^^, 
Will  undertake  to  woo  curst  Kathanne ; 
Yea,  and  to  marry  her,  if  her  dowry  please. 

Gre»  So  said,  so  done,  is  well : 
Horlensio,  have  vou  told  him  all  her  faults! 

Pet.  I  know  she  is  an  irksome,  brawling  scold ; 
If  that  be  all,  masters,  I  hear  no  harm. 

Gre.  No,  say'st  me  so,  ftiendl    What  country- 
man? 

PeU  Bom  in  Verona,  old  Antonio^s  son : 
My  father  dead,  my  fortune  lives  for  me  ; 
And  I  do  hope  good  daya,  and  long,  to  see. 

Gre.  O,  sir,  such  a  bfe,  with  such  a  wif^,  were 
strange: 
But,  if  you  have  a  stomach,  to%  o^  God's  name ; 
You  shall  have  me  assisting  you  in  all. 
But  will  you  woo  tiiis  wild<»tt 

Pet.  WiUIlivel 

Gru,  Will  he  woo  her!  ay,  or  I'll  hang  her. 

[Aside. 

Pet,  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent! 
Think  you.  a  little  din  can  daunt  mine  ears! 
Nave  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roar! 
Have  I  not  heard  the  sea,  pulTd  up  with  winds, 
Ra^^e  like  an  angry  boar,  chafed  with  sweat ! 
Have  1  not  heard  great  ordnance  in  the  fleld, 
A  nd  heav*ns  artillery  thunder  in  the  akies  ! 
Have  I  not  in  a  pitched  battle  heard 
Loud  *larums,  neighing  steeds,  and  trumpets*  dang! 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue; 
That  gives  not  half  so  great  a  blow  to  the  ear, 
As  will  a  chestnut  in  a  farmer's  Are  ! 
Tush !  tush  I  fear  boys  with  bugs.* 

Gru.  For  be  fears  none. 

iAsidt. 

Grt,  Hortensio,  hark ! 
This  fsentleroan  is  happily  arriv'd. 
My  mind  presumes,  tor  his  own  good,  and  ours. 

//or.  I  promised  we  would  be  contributors. 
And  bear  his  charge  of  wooing,  whatsoe'er. 

Grt,  And  so  we  will ;  provided  that  he  win  her. 

Gru.  I  would,  I  were  as  sure  o(  a  good  dinner. 

[Aside. 

Enter  Tukisio,  hrmely  apparelled  t  and 

BlOXDKLLO. 

Tra.  Gentlemen,  God  save  you !  If  I  may  behold. 
Tell  me,  1  beseech  you,  which  is  the  readiest  way 
To  the  house  of  signior  Baptista  Minola! 

Gre.  He  that  has  the  two  feir  daughters :~ia't  he 
\  Aside  to  Traxio,]  you  mean  ! 


Ufiie. 


TVo.  Even  he.   Biondello ! 

Gre,  Hark  you.  sir;    You  mean  not  her  ^ 

TTra.  Perhaps,  him  and  her,  sir;  What  have  yoa 
to  do? 

Pet.  Not  her  that  chides,  sir,  at  any  hand,  I  pray. 

Tra.  I  love  no  chidera,  sir:—  Biondello,  tet'i 
away. 

Luc  Weil  begun,  Tranio. 

Hor,  Sir,  a  word  ere  you  go; — 
Are  you  a  suitor  to  the  maiayou  talk  of.  Tea,  orno- 

Tra.  And  if  I  be,  air,  is  it  any  offence  i 

Ore.  No ;  if  without  more  words,  you  will  gel 
you  hence. 

7>a.  whv,  sir,  1  pray,  are  not  the  atreeta  as  ftes 
For  me,  as  for  you  i 

Gre.  But  so  is  not  she. 

Tra,  For  what  reason.  1  beseech  you  ! 

Gre.  For  this  reason  ir  you'll  know. 
That  she's  the  choice  love  of  signior  Grraaio^ 

Hor,  That  site's  the  chosen  of  signi*r  Horteitfio. 

Tra,  Softly,  my  master's !  if  you  be  gentlemen. 
Do  me  this  right.— hear  me  with  patience. 
Baptista  is  a  noble  gentleman. 
To  whom  my  father  is  not  all  unknown ; 
And,  were  his  daughter  fairer  than  she  ia. 
She  mny.more  suitors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
Fair  Lraa's  daughter  had  a  thousand  wooers; 
Then  well  one  more  may  &ir  Bianca  have : 
And  so  she  shall;  Lucentio shall  make  one. 
Though  Paris  came,  in  hope  to  speed  alone. 

Ore.  What !  this  gentleman  will  out-talk  us  alL 

Lue.  Sir.  give  him  head ;  I  know  he'll  prove  a 
jade. 

Pet.  Hortensio,  to  what  end  are  all  these  words^ 

Hor.  Sir^let  me  be  so  bold  as  to  ask  you. 
Did  you  ever  yet  see  Baptisla's  daughter  ! 

Tra.  No,  sir ;  but  hear  I  do.  that  lie  bath  two ; 
The  one  as  fiimous  for  a  scolding  tongue. 
As  is  the  other  for  beauteous  modesty. 

Pet.  Sir,  sir,  the  first's  for  me ;  let  her  ^o  by. 

Ore.  Yea,  leave  that  labor  to  great  Heirules; 
And  let  it  be  more  than  A Icides' twelve. 

Pet.  Sir,  understand  you  this  of  me,  in  aooth ;— 
The  youngest  daughter  whom  you  hearken  fiT, 
Hor  tath<qr  keeps  from  all  access  of  auitors ; 
And  will  not  promise  her  to  any  man. 
Until  the  eldest  sister  first  be  wed : 
The  younger  then  is  flree,  and  not  before. 

Tra.  If  It  be  so,  sir,  that  you  are  the  man 
Must  atead  us  all,  and  me  among  the  rent ; 
And  if  you  break  the  ice,  and  do  this  feat, — 
Achieve  the  elder,  set  the  younger  Ave 
For  our  access,— whooe  hap  shall  be  to  have  ber 
Will  not  80  graceleaa  be,  to  be  in^rate. 

Hor.  Sir,  you  say  well,  and  well  you  do  ouo- 
ceive: 
And  since  you  do  profess  to  be  a  suitor. 
You  must,  as  we  do,  gratify  thia  gentleman. 
To  whom  we  all  rest  generally  oebolden. 

Tra,  Sir,  1  shall  not  be  slack :  in  sign  arbcivoi; 
Please  ye  we  may  contrive  this  afternoon. 
And  quaflf  carouses  to  our  mistrear  bealln ; 
And  do  as  adversariea  do  in  law,— 
Strive  michtily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  ftSendsL 

Gru.  Bxon.  O  excellent  motion!  Feliowa,)  let's 
begone. 

Hor.  The  motion's  good  indeed,  and  be  it  so;— 
Petruchio^  I  shall  be  your  ften  venuio^       [JExeim/. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  If^A  Room  in  Baptista's  House. 
Enter  KAXHAaiwA  and  Biavca. 

Bian.  Good  sister,  wrong  roe  not,  nor  wrong 
yourself. 
To  make  a  bondmaid  and  a  slave  of  me : 
That  1  disdain ;  but  for  these  other  gawds,* 
Unbind  my  hands,  I'll  pull  them  off  myself. 
Yea,  all  my  raiment,  to  my  petticoat ; 
Or,  what  you  will  command  me.  win  I  do, 
io  well  I  Know  my  duty  to  my  elders. 

Kath.  Of  all  thy  suitors,  here  I  charge  thee,  tell 
Whom  thou  lovst  best:  see  thou  dissemble  not* 

a  fright  boys  wttb  bugbears.         *  Trifling  omsmoots. 


Bian.  Believe  me,  sister,  of  all  the  men  alire, 
I  never  vet  beheld  that  special  face 
Which  I  could  fancy  more  than  any  other. 

Katk.  Minion,  thou  Meet ;  Is't  not  Hortensio  ! 

Bian.  If  you  affect*  him,  sister,  here  I  awear, 
ril  plead  for  you  myself,  but  you  shall  have  htm. 

Kath.  O  then,  belike,  you  fancy  richca  morv ; 
You  will  have  uremio  to  keep  you  fair. 

Bian.  Is  it  for  him  you  do  envy  me  ao  t 
Nay,  then  you  jest ;  and  now  1  well  peireive. 
You  have  but  jested  with  me  all  this  while : 
1  pnthee  sister  Kale,  untie  my  handa. 

Kath.  If  that  be  jest,  then  all  the  reat  war  siv 

1  Oompanlons.  '  ~ 
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AfTl 


Are  yMi  wc  fond  of  your  young  prince,  as  wo 
Do  seem  f  be  of  ours  1 

Pot.  If  at  home,  air, 

He*8  all  my  exercise,  my  mirth,  my  matter : 
Non  my  awo^n  friend,  and  then  uime  enemy ; 
My  parasite,  ny  soldier,  statesman,  all : 
He  makes  a  July's  day  sliort  as  December ; 
And,  with  hifr  varying  childness,  cures  in  me 
Thoughts  that  would  thick  ray  blood. 

Leon,  So  stands  this  squire 

Odiced  with  me:  we  two  will  walk,  mv  lord, 
And  leave  vou  to  your  graver  steps. — Hermione, 
How  thou  lov'st  us,  show  in  our  brother's  welcome; 
Let  what  is  dear  in  Sicily  be  cheap: 
Next  to  thyself,  and  my  young  rover,  he's 
Apparent"  to  my  heart. 

Her*  If  you  would  seek  us. 

We  are  your*8  i*the garden:  Shall's  attend  you  there: 

Leon.  To  your  own  bents  dispose  you:  you'll 
be  found, 
Bo  you  beneath  the  sky:— I  am  angling  now, 
Though  you  perceive  me  not  bow  I  give  line. 
Go  to,  go  to' 

[Atide.  Observing  Poltxkxxs  and  Hbrxioxk. 
How  she  holds  up  the  neb,>  the  )»ill  to  him ! 
And  arms  her  with  the  boldness  of  a  wife 
To  her  allowing'  husband!  Gone  already; 
Inch-thick,  knee-deep ;  o'er  head  and  ears  a  fork'd 
one." 
[Exeunt  Polixewks,  H<cmMi02rB,  and 
Attendants. 
Go,  play,  boy,  play  ;'-thy  mother  plays,  and  I 
Play  tori ;  but  so  disgraced  a  part,  whose  issue 
Will  hiss  me  to  my  grave ;  contempt  and  clamor 
Will  be  my  knell,— Go,  play,  boy,  play; — There 

have  been. 
Or  I  am  much  deceiv*d,  cuckolds  ere  now; 
And  many  a  man  there  is,  even  at  this  present. 
Now,  while  I  apeak  this,  holds  his  wife  oy  the  arm. 
That  little  thinks  she  has  been  sluiced  in  his  absence, 
And  his  pond  flsh*d  by  his  next  neighbor,  by 
Sir  Smile,  his  neighbor:  nay,  there's  comfort  in't. 
Whiles  other  men  have  gates;  and  those  gates 

open'd, 
As  mine,  againat  their  will :  Should  all  despair, 
That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 
Would  hang  themselves.  Physic  for't  there  is  none ; 
It  is  a  bawdy  planet,  that  will  strike 
Where  'tis  predominant;  and  'tis  powerful, think  it. 
From  east,  west,  north,  and  south ;  Be  it  concluded. 
No  barricado  for  a  belly ;  know  it; 
It  will  let  in  and  out  the  enemy. 
With  bag  and  baggage :  many  a  thousand  of  us 
Have  the  disease,  and  feePt  not. — How  now,  boy  ? 

Afam.  I  am  like  you,  they  say. 

Leon.  Why,  that's  some  comfort— 

What!  Camillo there  1 

Cam.  Ay,  my  good  lord: 

Leon.  Go  play,  MamiUius;   thou*rt  an  honest 
man. —  [JSjti/Mamillius. 

Camillo,  this  great  sir  will  yet  stay  longer. 

Cam,  You  nad  much  ado  to  make  his  anchor  hold: 
When  you  cast  out,  it  still  came  homo. 

Leon.  Didst  note  it  1 

Cam.  He  would  not  stay  at  your  petitions ;  made 
His  business  more  material. 

Leon,  Didst  perceive  it?— 

They're  here  with  me  already ;  whispering,  round- 
ing.* 
Sieilia  it  a  to-forth:  'Tis  far  gone. 
When  I  shall  gust*  it  laat«— How  cam't,  Camillo, 
ThathedidsUyl 

Cam.  At  the  good  queen's  entreaty. 

Leon,  At  the  queen's  be't;  good  should  be  per- 
tinent: 
But  to  it  is  it  IS  not.    Was  this  taken 
By  any  unaerstandinr  pate  but  thine  ? 
For  thy  conceit  is  soaking,  will  draw  in 
More  than  the  common  blocks: — Not  noted,  is't, 
But  of  the  finer  natures  ?  by  some  severals. 
Of  head'piece  extraordinary  ?  lower  messes,* 
Perchance,  are  to  this  business  purblind :  say. 

Cam.  Business,  my  lord  ^  I  think,  most  under^ 
stand 
Bohemia  stays  here  longer. 

•  Heir  appszvnt,  next  olaimant. 

1  Mouth.  *  Approving. 

■  A  homed  on«,  a  eoekold. 

4To  roiind  In  tb«  ear  was  to  tell  saoretly.       •  Tasts. 

•  laAm^n  In  rank. 


Stays  here  loogeL 


Leon,  Hal 

Cam. 

Leon.  Ay,  but  why  1 

Cam,  To  satisfy  your  highness,  and  theentreaues 
Of  our  most  gracious  mistress. 

Leon.  Satisfy 

The  entreaties  of  your  mistress?^-— satisfy  ?— 
Let  that  suffice.    1  have  trusted  ttiee,  CaroiUo. 
With  all  the  nearest  thmgs  to  my  heart,  as  well 
My  chamber-councils:  wlierein,  priest-like,  tboa 
Hast  cieansd  my  bosom;  I  from  thee  departed 
Thy  penitent  reform'd  :  but  we  have  been 
Deceived  in  thy  integrity,  deceiv'd 
In  that  which  seems  so. 

Cam,  Be  it  forbid,  my  lord ! 

Leon.  To  bide  uponH;— Thou  art  not  honest: or. 
If  thou  inclin'st  that  way,  thou  art  a  coward ; 
Which  hoxets*  honesty  behind,  restraining 
From  course  required:  Or  else  thou  must  be  ooonted 
A  servant,  grafted  in  my  serious  trust. 
And  therein  negligent ;  or  else  a  fool. 
That  seest  a  game  play'd  home,  tlie  rich  slake 

drawn. 
And  tak'st  it  all  for  jest 

Cam.  My  gracious  lord, 

I  may  be  negligent,  foolish,  and  tearful; 
In  every  one  of  these  no  man  is  free. 
But  that  hia  negligence,  his  folly,  fear. 
Amongst  the  infinite  doings  of  the  world. 
Sometime  puts  forth :  In  your  al&ire,  my  lord 
If  ever  I  were  wilful-negligent. 
It  was  my  folly;  if  industriously 
I  play'd  the  fool,  it  was  my  n^iigence. 
Not  weighing  well  the  end;  if  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  thing,  where  I  the  issue  doutAed, 
Whereof  the  execution  did  cry  out 
Against  tlie  non-performance,  'twas  a  fear 
Which  oft  attects  the  wisest:  these,  my  lord. 
Are  such  allow 'd  infirmitiea,  that  taoDe»ty 
Is  never  free  of.    But  'beseech  your  grace. 
Be  plainer  with  me:  let  me  know  my  trespass 
By  Its  own  visage :  if  I  then  deny  it, 
'Tis  none  of  mine. 

Leon.  Have  not  you  aeen,  CamilkK 

iBut  that's  past  doubt :  you  have ;  or  your  e>  e-glasi 
a  thicker  than  a  cuckold's  bom,)  or  heard, 
(For,  to  a  vision  so  apparent,  rumor 
Cannot  be  mute,)  or  thought,  (for  cogitation 
Resides  not  in  that  man,  that  does  not  thiuk  it; 
My  wife  is  sHppery  !  If  thou  wilt  confess, 
(Or  else  be  impudently  negative. 
To  have  nor  eyes,  nor  ears,  nor  thought)  tnen  say, 
My  wife's  a  hobby-horse :  deserves  a  name 
As  rank  as  any  dax  wench,  that  puts  to 
Before  her  troth-plight :  say  it,  and  juatiQr  it 

Cam,  1  would  not  be  a  stander-by,  to  bear 
My  sovereign  mistress  clouded  so,  without 
My  present  vengeance  taken ;  'Shrew  my  heart. 
You  never  spoke  what  did  become  you  toss 
Than  this :  which  to  reiterate,  were  sin 
As  deep  as  that,  though  true. 

Leon.  la  whispering  Dothinj? 

Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek  1  is  meeting  iio«e«»  I 
Kissing  with  inside  lip  1  stopping  the  career 
Of  laughter  with  a  aigh  ?  (a  note  infeUible 
Of  breaking  honesty :)  honing  foot  on  foot  ? 
Skulking  in  cornere  1  wishing  clocka  more  ^wift  ? 
Hours,  minutes?  noon,  midnight!  and  all  eyes  biio4 
Witli  the  pin  and  web,«  but  theirs,  theirs  only, 
That  would  unseen  be  wicked  !  is  tliis  nothing ! 
Why,  then  the  world,  and  all  that's  in't  is  nothiug, 
The  covering  sky  is  nothing ;  Bohemia  nothing ; 
My  wife  is  nothing;  nor  nothmg  have  these  nothings 
If  this  be  nothing. 

Cftm.  Good  my  lord,  be  cured 

Of  this  diseas'd  opinion,  and  beumes ; 
For  *tis  most  dangerous. 

Leon,  Say,  it  be ;  *tia  true. 

Cam,  No,  no,  my  lord. 

Leon,  It  is;  yon  lie,  yoa  tie: 

I  say,  thou  liest,  Camillo,  and  1  hate  thee ; 
Pronounce  thee  a  gross  lout,  a  mindless  slave : 
Or  else  a  hovering  teiuporixer,  that 
Canst  with  thine  eyes  at  once  see  good  and  eril. 
Inclining  to  them  both.    Were  my  wife  a  liver 
Infected  as  her  life,  slie  would  not  hve 
The  running  of  one  glass. 

Com*  Who  docf  infect  IMV* 

f  To  box  is  to  hamsiring.  •Disradcsof  4%s«|« 
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Patit.  There  is  none  worthy, 

Respecting;  her  that's  gone.    Besides,  the  gods 
Will  hav^  fulfilled  their  secret  purposes: 
Vor  has  i»ot  the  divine  Apollo  said, 
Is't  not  the  tenor  of  his  oracle, 
TU.ii  kinic  Leontes  shall  not  have  an  heir. 
Till  his  lost  child  be  found  ?  which,  that  it  shall, 
Is  all  as  monstrous  to  our  human  reason, 
As  my  Antigonus  to  break  his  grave. 
And  come  a^sin  to  me;  who.  on  my  life, 
DiJ  perish  with  the  infant.    Tis  your  counsel. 
My  lord  should  to  the  heavens  be  contrary. 
Oppose  against  their  wills.— Care  not  for  issue ; 

\To  Lko^txs. 
The  crown  will  And  an  heir:  Great  Alexander 
Left  his  to  the  worthiest ;  so  his  successor 
Was  like  to  be  the  best. 

Leon,  Good  Paulina, — 

Who  hast  the  memory  of  Hermidne, 
I  know  in  honor, — (),  thai  ever  I 
Had  squared  mc  to  thy  counsel ! — then,  even  now, 
I  mi;;ht  have  look'd  upon  ray  queen's  full  eyes; 
Have  taken  treasure  trom  her  lips,— - 

PauU  And  left  them 

More  rich,  from  what  they  yielded. 

Lenn.  Thou  speak'st  truth. 

No  more  such  wives;  therefore,  no  wife:  one  worse, 
And  better  used,  would  make  her  sainted  spirit 
A^aiti  poR^eas  lier  corpse;  snd,  on  this  stage, 
(Where  we  ofTenderM  now  appear,)  soul-vex 'd. 
Begin,  And  why  to  mc? 

Paul.  Had  she  such  power. 

She  had  just  cause. 

Leon.  She  had:  and  would  incense  me 

To  murder  her  I  married. 

Paul.  I  should  so : 

Were  1  the  ghost  that  walk*d,  I'd  bid  you  mark 
Her  eye ;  and  tell  me,  for  what  dull  part  in*t 
You  chose  her:  then  Vd  shriek  that  even  your  ears 
Should  rift*  to  hear  me ;  and  the  words  that  foUow'd 
Should  be.  Remember  mine. 

Leon,  Stars,  very  stars. 

And  all  eyes  else  dead  coals! — fear  thou  no  wife, 
I'll  have  no  wife,  Paulina. 

Paul,  Will  you  swear 

Never  to  marry,  but  my  free  leave  1 

J>oii.  Never,  Paulina ;  so  be  blessed  my  spirit ! 

Paul.  Then,  good  my  lords,  bear  witness  to  his 
oath. 

Clco,  You  tempt  him  over-much. 

Paul,  Unless  another. 

As  like  Hermione  as  is  her  picture, 
Attront*  his  eye. 

Cleo,  Good  Madam,— ^ 

Paul,  I  have  done. 

Yet,  if  mv  lord  will  marry, — if  you  will,  sir. 
No  remedy  but  you  will ;  give  me  the  office 
To  choose  you  a  queen:  she  shall  not  be  so  young 
As  was  your  former :  but  she  shall  be  such. 
As,  walk'd  your  first  queen's  ghost,  it  should  take 

joy. 
To  see  her  in  your  arms. 

Leon.  My  true  Paulina, 

We  shall  not  marry,  till  thou  bid'st  us. 

PuuU  That 

Shall  be.  when  your  first  queen's  a^ain  in  breath ; 
Never  till  then. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent,  One  that  gives  out  himself  prince  Florizel, 
Bon  of  Polixenes,  with  his  princess,  (she 
The  fairest  I  have  yet  beheld,)  desires  access 
To  your  high  presence. 

Leon.  What  with  him  1  he  comes  not 

Like  to  his  fothefs  greatness:  his  approach. 
So  out  of  circumstsnce,  and  sudden,  tells  us, 
*Tis  not  a  visitation  framed,  but  forced 
By  need,  and  accident.    What  train  1 

Gent,  But  few, 

And  those  bat  mean. 

Leon.  His  princess,  say  you,  with  him? 

Gent.  Ay;  the  most  peerless  piece  of  earth,  I 
think, 
Thit  e'er  the  sun  shone  bright  on. 

i'auL  O  Hermione, 

As  every  present  time  doth  boast  itself 
Above  a  better,  gone;  so  must  thy  grave 
Give  way  to  what's  seen  now     Sir,  you  yourself 

•8»llt 


Have  said,  and  writ  so,  (but  your  wnt;ij:;| 
Is  colder  than  the  tliemc,)  S/te  ha*i  not 
A'or  uxui  not  to  be  equuU*d: — thus  your 
Flow'd  wiUt  her  beauty  once  ;  'tis  shrtr«>i 
To  say,  you  have  seen  a  better.. 

Gent.  pardon,  mi 

The  one  I  have  almost  forgot;  lyour  joi 
The  other  when  she  has  obtain 'd  > oui  « >i 
Will  have  your  tougue  too.    This  la  siic 

ture. 
Would  she  begin  a  sect,  might  qacnch  t: 
of  ail  professors  else;  make  proselytes 
Of  who  she  but  bid  follow. 

Paul.  How  I  not  ^nroatei 

Gent.  Women  will  love  her,  that  site  iv 
More  worth  than  any  man ;  men,  that  slu- 
The  rarest  of  all  women. 

Leon.  Go,  Cleomenci^y 

Yourself,  assisted  with  your  honored  trieu 
Bring  them  to  our  einbraceinent. — Still,  ui\ 
IKxeunt  Clkuxkmks,  Lords,  oftd   itei 
He  thus  should  steal  upon  us. 

Paul.  Had  our  pi 

(Jewel  of  children,)  seen  this  hour,  he  hj«l| 
Well  with  this  lord  ;  there  was  not  full  a  a 
Between  their  births. 

Leon.  Prythee,  no  more  ;  thou 

He  dies  to  roe  again,  when  talk'd  of:  »uit,| 
When  1  shall  see  this  gentleman,  thy  spc* 
Will  bring  me  to  consider  that,  which  djS) 
L'nfurniah  me  of  reason. — They  are  cimm:. 

Re-tnier  Clkomexex,  ut/A  Flosizsl,  Pi 
and  Attendants. 

Y'our  mother  was  most  true  to  wedlock,  (>ni 
For  she  did  print  your  royal  father  oti;  i 

Conceiving  you:  Were  1  but  t wen ty-une. 
Your  father's  image  is  so  hit  in  you. 
His  very  air,  that  1  should  call  you  brother. 
As  1  did  him;  and  speak  of  soniethinjc,  v^ -^^ 
By  us  performed  before.    Most  dearly  we!o»ii 
And  your  fair  princess,  goddess! — (»,  ajji«  * 
I  lost  a  couple,  that  Hwixt  heaven  and  eartd 
Might  thus  have  stood,  begetting  wonder,  u 
You,  gracious  couple,  do  f  and  then  1  lo^t 
(All  mine  own  folly  J  the  society,  ' 

Amity  too.  of  your  brave  fatiier;  whom. 
Though  bearing  misery,  1  desire  my  hfe 
Once  more  to  look  upon. 

flo.  By  his  command 

Have  I  hcretouch'd  Sicilia:  and  from  hjm 
Give  you  all  greetings,  that  a  king,  at  iVieiHl, 
Can  send  his  brother:  and,  but  infirmity 
(Which  waits  upon  worn  times)  hath    sonid 

seiz'd 
His  wish'd  ability,  he  had  himself 
The  Isnds  and  waters  'twixl  your  throne  and  I 
Measur*d,  to  look  upon  you;  whom  he  lo%e« 
(He  bade  me  sav  so)  more  than  all  the  scer.ira 
And  those  that  bear  them,  living. 

Leun.  (),  my  brcHher 

(Good  gentleman,)  the  wronf  s  I  have  done  tim 
AtVesh  within  me ;  and  tliese  thy  officsea. 
So  rarely  kind,  are  as  interpreters 
Of  my  behind-hand  slackneiss! — V\>lc«>me  h;tl 
As  is  the  spring  to  the  earth     And  hath  he  tm 
Kxpoe'd  this  paragon  to  tlie  fearful  Utfage 
(At  least,  ungentle)  of  the  dreadtul  Neptune, 
To  greet  a  man,  not  worth  her  pains  ;  niuch'h 
The  adventure  of  her  person  ? 

c/^'       c       TV  GoodmyJord 

She  came  from  Libya. 

^Leon.  Where  the  warlike  Smahu 

That  noble  honored  lord,  is  fear'd,  and  lo\'d  ' 

f  to.  Most  royal  sir,  from  thence :  from  hini/w 
daughter 
His  tears  proclaimd  his,  parting  with  her:  the 
(A  prosperous  south-wind  ft-iendly.)  wehavecTo 
To  execute  the  charg*  my  father  in»ve  me. 
For  visiting  your  highness :  My  best  train 
I  have  (torn  your  Sicilian  shores  disniissd ; 
Who  for  Bohemia  bend,  to  signify 
Not  only  my  success  in  Libva,  sir. 
But  my  arrival,  and  my  wife's,  in  safety 
Here,  where  we  are. 

Leon.  The  blessed  goUt 

Purge  all  infection  from  our  air,  wdHnt  roa 
Do  climate  here  !  You  have  a  holy  fainrr, 
A  graceful  gentleman ;  against  wh  jfie  ifwi 
So  sacred  as  it  is,  1  have  done  «in  • 
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Boi  jvuf,  Duke  of  Ephesus. 
MamQV,  a  Merenani  of*  Syracuse. 

f  Tu  in  Brofhert,  and 
Antipholuh  qf  Ephefius,  J  Sons  in  Mgeon  and 
Antipholus  qf  Syrecuae,  i  MmiVia, but  unknoum 

I  to  each  other. 

DBOBf  10  qf  Ephcsug,  ( Z^'f^'L.^'*'''^/;?'  ?^^  /*'" 
DromioS/  SyracuM,  j  {f'',^j^*^^'>  '*«  ^^  An- 

Baltbasar,  a  Merchant. 


Afoelo,  a  GoUUmith. 

A  Merchant,  Friend  to  Antipbolus  ./  SyncuM. 

Pinch,  a  Schoolmaster^  and  a  Conjurer. 

Emilia,  ^ji/<s /o ^geon, au  Abbess  at  Epbesu 
AniiiANA,  Wife  to  Antipholua  <2f  Epbews. 
Lvc  I A  N  A ,  Aer  Sister. 
Luck,  her  Servant. 
A  Courtezan. 

Gaoler,  Qffieers,  and  other  AttendantM. 


SCENE,  Epbeaus. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  l^A  Hall  in  the  Duke's  Palace. 

Enter  Duke,  iEosoy,  Gaoler,  Officers,  and  other 

Attendants. 

^^c.  Propped.  Solinus,  to  procure  my  lUl, 
And  by  the  doom  of  death,  end  woes  and  alL 

Duke.  Merchant  of  Syracuaa, plead  no  more; 
1  an  not  partial  to  infringe  our  Jaws: 
The  enmity  and  discord,  whicli  of  late 
•^vung  from  the  rancorous  outrage  of  your  duke 
To  merchants,  our  well-dealing  countrymen, — 
Who,  wanting  gilders'  to  redeem  their  lives, 
Have  seal  d  his  rigVous  statutes  with  their  bloods,— 
Excludes  all  pity  from  our  tJireat'ning  looks. 
For.  since  the  mortal  and  intestine  jars 
'Twixt  thy  seditious  countrymen  and  us, 
It  hath  in  solemn  synods  been  decreed. 
Both  by  the  Symcusans  and  ourselves. 
To  admit  no  traffic  to  our  adverse  towns: 
Nay,  more, 

If  any  born  at  Ephesus,  be  seen 
At  any  Svracusan  marts  and  fairs ; 
Again,  1r  any  Syracuitan  bom. 
Come  to  the  bay  of  Ephesus,  he  dies. 
His  goods  confiscate  to  the  duke's  dispose  ; 
Unless  a  thousand  marks  be  levied, 
To  quit  the  penalty,  and  to  ransome  him. 
Thy  subsUnce  valued  at  the  highest  rate, 
Cannot  amount  unto  a  hundred  marks; 
Therefore,  by  law  thou  art  condemn'd  to  die. 

j£^«.  Yet  this  my  comfort ;  when  your  words 
are  done, 
My  woes  end  likewise  with  the  evening  sun. 

Duke.  Well,  Syracusan,  say,  in  brief,  the  cause 
Why  thou  depsrtedst  from  thy  native  home; 
And  for  what  cause  thou  cam  st  to  Ephesus. 

Aige,  A  heavier  task  could  not  have  been  impos'd 
Than  I  to  speak  my  griefs  unspeakable: 
Yet,  that  the  world  may  witness,  that  my  end 
Was  wroueht  l»y  nature,  not  by  vile  offence, 
Ml  utter  what  my  sorrow  pives  me  leave. 
In  Syracuse  was  I  born ;  and  wed 
Unto  a  woman,  happy  but  for  me. 
And  by  me  too,  had  not  our  hap  been  bad. 
With  her  I  liv'd  in  joy  ;  our  wealth  increased, 
By  prosperous  voyages  I  often  made 
To  Kpidamnum.  till  my  factor's  death ; 
And  he  (great  care  of  ((oods  at  random  left) 
Drew  me  from  kind  embracements  of  my  spouse : 
From  whom  my  absence  was  not  six  months  old. 
Before  herself  (almost  at  Minting  under 
The  pleasing  punishment  that  women  bear) 
Had  made  provision  for  her  following  roe, 

>  Name  of  a  eoin. 
S5S 


And  soon,  and  safe,  arrived  where  I  . 

There  she  had  not  been  long,  but  she 

A  joyful  mother  of  two  goodly  sons  : 

And  which  was  sUrange,  the  one  so  like  the  oibcr, 

As  could  not  be  distinguished  hut  by  names. 

That  very  hour,  and  in  the  self-same  iun, 

A  poor  mean  woman  was  delivered 

Of  sucJi  a  burden,  male  twins,  both  alike: 

Those,  for  thoir  parents  were  exceed!  iig  poor, 

I  bought,  and  brought  up  to  attend  my  socisi 

My  wile,  not  meanly  proud  of  two  siicb  boys, 

Made  daily  motions  for  our  home  letuni: 

Unwilling;  I  agreed;  alas,  too  soon. 

We  came  aboard : 

A  league  from  Kpidamnum  had  we  sailed. 

Before  the  alway»>wind-obeying  deep 

Gave  any  tragic  instance  of  our  harm  : 

But  longer  did  we  not  retain  much  hope ; 

For  what  obscured  light  the  heavens  did  grsot 

Did  but  convey  unto  our  fearful  mm<is 

A  doubtful  warrant  of  immediate  death; 

Which,  though  myself  would  ^.adly  hav«  embfaced 

Yet  the  incessant  weepings  of  my  wile. 

Weeping  before  for  what  she  saw  must  come. 

And  piteous  plain ines  of  the  pretty  babes. 

That  mouni'd  for  fashion,  ignorant  what  to  iki. 

Forced  me  to  seek  delays  for  them  and  me. 

And  this  it  was, — for  other  means  was  none. 

The  sailors  soufcht  for  safety  by  our  boat. 

And  left  the  ship,  then  sinking-ripe,  to  us: 

My  wife,  more  careful  for  the  eider  bom. 

Hud  fastcn'd  him  unUi  a  small  spare  mast. 

Such  as  sea-faring  men  provide  for  stornM; 

To  him  one  of  the  other  twins  was  bound. 

Whilst  I  had  been  like  heedful  of  the  other. 

The  children  tlius  disposed,  my  wife  and  I, 

Fixing  our  eyes  on  whom  our  care  was  lix*d. 

Fastened  ourselves  at  either  end  the  masl ; 

And  floating  straight,  obedient  to  the  atieam. 

Were  carried  towards  Corinth,  as  we  thongut. 

At  length  the  sun,  gaztni?  upon  the  esrth« 

Dispersd  those  vapors  that  oflcnded  us; 

And,  by  the  benefit  of  his  wish'd  light. 

The  sens  wax'd  calm,  and  we  diacovciwl 

Two  ships  from  for  making  amain  u)  ua» 

Of  Corinth  that,  of  Kpidaurus  this  ; 

But  ere  they  came,— <).  let  me  say  no  more ! 

Gather  the  sequel  by  that  went  tiefore. 

Dtike.  Nay,  forward,  old  man. do  not  break  olfsas 
For  we  may  pity,  though  not  pardon  the«). 

A^Ke.  O,  had  the  gods  done  so,  I  luid  not  now 
Worthily  term'd  thoin  merciless  to  us ! 
For,  ere  the  ships  could  meet  by  twice  Ave 
We  were  encount<*r*d  by  a  mighty  rod  ; 
Which  being  violently  bonis  upon. 
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Ant.  S.  Upon  my  liib,  by  nome  device  or  other, 
The  villain  is  o'er-raotsbl^  of  all  my  money. 
They  say,  this  town  ia  ixiU  of  cozenage ; 
As,  nimble  jugglera,  Uiat  deceive  the  eye, 
Dark-workui^  sorcerers,  that  change  the  mind, 
Soul-kUlini$  witches,  tiiat  deform  the  body ; 


Disguised  cheaters,  prating  mountebank!, 

And  many  such  like  liberties  of  sin ; 

If  it  prove  so,  1  will  be  g:one  the  sooner. 

I'll  to  the  Centaur,  to  go  seek  this  slave; 

I  greatly  fear  my  money  is  not  safe.  [ExiL 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I.— A  public  plare. 
Enter  Aohiana  and  Luciava. 

Adr.  Neither  my  husband,  nor  the  slave  returned, 
That  in  such  haste  I  sent  to  seek  his  master ! 
Sure,  Luciana,  it  is  two  o'clock. 

Luc.    Perhaps,  some  merchant  hath  invited  him. 
And  from  the  mart  he's  somewhere  gone  to  dinner. 
Good  sister,  let  us  dine,  and  never  fi-et: 
\  man  is  master  of  his  liberty : 
Time  is  their  master ;  and,  wlien  they  see  time, 
They'll  go,  or  come :  if  so,  be  patient,  sister. 

Adr,  W  hy  should  their  liberty  than  ours  be  more? 

Luc.  Because  their  business  still  lies  out  o'door. 

Adr.  Look,  when  I  serve  him  so«  he  takes  it  ill. 

Jau:,  O,  know,  he  is  the  bridle  of  your  will. 

Aiir.  There's  none  but  asses  will  be  bridled  so. 

Luc,  Why  headstrong  liberty  is  lash'd  with  woe. 
There's  nothing  situate  under  heaven's  eye, 
But  hath  his  bound,  in  earth,  in  sea,  in  sky : 
The  bea.sts,  the  fishes,  and  the  winged  fowls. 
Are  their  males'  subjects,  and  at  their  controls: 
Men,  more  divine^  the  masters  of  all  these, 
Lords  of  the  wide  world,  and  wild  wat'ry  seaa, 
Indued  with  intellectual  sense  and  souls. 
Of  more  pre-eminence  than  fish  and  fowls. 
Are  masters  to  their  females,  and  their  lords : 
Then  let  your  will  attend  on  their  accords. 

Adr.  This  servitude  makes  you  to  keep  unwed. 

Luc,  Not  this,  but  troubles  of  the  marringc  bed. 

Adr.  But  were  you  wedded,  you  would  bear  some 
sway. 

Luc,  Ere  I  learn  love.  TU  practise  to  obey. 

Adr.    How  if  your  husband  start  some  other 
where  1 

Luc,  Till  he  come  home  again,  I  would  forbear. 

Adr.  Patience,  unmov'd,  no  marvel  though  she 
pause; 
They  can  be  meek,  that  have  no  other  cause. 
A  wretched  soul,  bruis'd  with  adverKity, 
We  bid  be  quiet,  when  we  hear  it  cry ; 
But  were  we  burdened  with  like  wei;;lit  of  pain, 
As  much,  or  more,  we  should  ourselves  complain : 
So  thou,  that  hast  no  unkind  mate  to  grieve  thee, 
WiU)  urging  helpless  patience  wouldst  relieve  me: 
Hut  if  thou  live  to  see  like  rtght  bereft. 
This  fool  beggM  patience  in  thee  will  be  left. 

L'lc.  Well,  1  will  marry  one  day,  but  to  try  \ — 
Here  comes  your  man,  now  is  your  husband  nigh. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Ephesus. 

Air.  Say,  is  your  tardy  master  now  at  hand  ? 

Dro.  E.  Nay,  he  is  at  two  hands  with  me,  and 
that  my  two  i^iirs  can  witness. 

A>lr.  Say,  didst  thou  si)eak  with  him  1  kiiow'st 
thou  his  mind? 

Dro.  E.  Ay,  ay.  he  told  his  mind  upon  mine  ear : 
Beshrcw  his  hand,  I  scarce  could  understand  it. 

Luc.  Spake  he  so  doubtfully,  thou  couldst  not  feel 
his  meanint;  ? 

Dro,  E.  Nay,  he  struck  so  plainly,  I  could  too 
well  feel  his  blows;  and  withal  so  doubtfully,  that 
I  could  scarce  understand  them.* 

Adr,  But  soy,  I  prythee,  is  he  coming  home  ? 
It  seems,  he  h>tth  great  care  to  please  his  wife. 

Dro.  E.  Why,  niiittress,  sure  my  master  is  horn- 
mad. 

Adr.  Horn-mad.  thou  villain  ? 

Dro,  E.  I  mean  not  cuckold-mad ;  but,  sure,  he's 
stark  mad : 
When  I  desired  him  to  come  home  to  dinner, 
He  ask'd  me  for  a  thousand  marks  in  gold : 
Tm  dinuer-time,  quoth  I ;  Mif  gold,  quoth  he : 
Your  meat  doth  6ur/i,  quoth  1';  Mi/  f^ald.  quoth  he : 
iVilt  you  come  home  ?  quoth  I :  A/»/  koIU  quoth  he: 
Where  is  the  thousand  murks  I  ftdve  thee,  villain  ? 


«  OTer-ruarhod. 


*  »  I'  Scarce  stand  under  them 


The  pig,  quoth  I,  is  burned,-  My  sold,  qootn  ne . 
Mu  mistress,  sir,  quoth  I ;  Hang  up  iky  migtrett, 
I  Know  not  thy  mvttmu;  out  on  thy  mistress! 

Luc,  Quoth  who? 

Dro,  L.  Quoth  my  master: 
Iknow^  quoth  he,  no  house,  no  wtfe,  no  mtdrestt  • 
So  that  my  errand,  due  unto  my  tongue, 
I  thank  him.  I  bear  home  upon  my  anoaJders; 
For,  in  conclusion,  he  did  beat  me  there. 

Adr,  Go  back  again,  thou  slave,  and  fetch  blm  | 
home.  I 

Dro,  E.  Go  back  again,  and  be  new  beaten  hotarl 
For  God's  sake,  send  some  other  meraenscr. 

Adr,  Back,  slave,  or  I  will  break  thy  pate  acra^ 

Dro.  E,  And  he  will  bless  tJiat  crosa  with  yiMnfX 
beating : 
Between  you  I  shall  have  a  holy  head. 

Adr,  Henoe,  prating  peasant;  fetch  thy  ma^teij 
home. 

Dro,  E.  Am  r  so  round  with  you,  as  you  with  me.i 
That  like  a  football  you  do  spurn  me  thus  ? 
You  spurn  me  hence,  and  he  will  spurn  nie  hither: 
If  1  last  in  this  service,  you  must  case  me  in  leat^T  ' 

Luc,  Fye,  how  impatience  low'reth  in  your  face  i 

Adr,  His  company  must  do  his  minions  grare,    i 
Whilst  I  at  home  starve  for  a  merry  look.  i 

Hath  homely  age  the  alluring  beauty  took 
From  my  poor  cheek  f  then  he  hath  wasted  it: 
Are  my  discourses  dull  1  barren  my  wii  ? 
If  voluble  and  sharp  discourse  be  inarr'd, 
Unkindness  blunts  it,  more  than  marble  hard. 
Do  their  gay  veMments  his  atlections  bail  ? 
That's  not  my  fault,  he's  master  of  my  state: 
What  ruins  are  in  me.  that  can  lie  found 
By  him  not  ruin'd  ?  then  is  he  the  ground 
Of  my  defeatures  :*  My  decayed  fair»  i 

A  sunny  look  of  his  would  soon  repair; 
But,  too  unruly  deer,  he  breaks  the  pale. 
And  feeds  from  home;  poor  I  am  but  his  stakr.« 

Luc.  Sell-arming  jealousy  !— fye^  beat  it  b«7ue. 

Adr.  Unfeeling  fools  can  witli  such  wrongs  dii^ 
pense, 
I  know  his  eye  doth  homage  otherwhere. 
Or  else,  what  lets*  it  but  ne  would  be  here  ?  , 

Sister,  you  know,  he  promis'd  me  a  diain  ;— 
Would  that  alone. alone  he  would  detain. 
So  he  would  keep  fair  quarter  with  his  bed !  i 

I  see,  the  iewel,  best  enamelled,  \ 

Will  lose  hts  beauty ;  and  though  gold  'bides  Ai\  I 
That  others  touch,  yet  often  touching  will 
Wear  »;old :  and  so  no  man.  that  hath  a  name,       | 
But  falsehood  and  corruption  doth  it  slwme. 
Since  that  my  beauty  cannot  pleiute  his  eye.  ! 

ril  weep  what's  lett  away,  and  weeping  die. 

Luc  How  many  fond  fools  serve  mad  jeaioii^  ' 

SCENE  \\,— The  same,  \ 

Enter  Antipiiolus  qf  Syracuse* 

Ant.  S.  The  gold,  I  gave  to  Dromio,  is  laid  up 
Safe  at  the  Centaur;  and  the  hecdtui  slave 
Is  wander'd  forth,  in  care  to  seek  me  ouL 
By  computation,  and  mine  host  s  report, 
I  could  not  speak  with  Dromio,  since  at  firrt 
I  sent  him  from  the  mart :  See,  here  he  cmiieK 

Enter  Dromio  of  Syracu»e. 

How  now,  sir  1  is  your  merry  humor  alter 'w  I 
As  you  love  strokes,  so  jest  with  me  again. 
You  know  no  Centuurl  you  receivd  nc^i^old? 
Your  mistress  sent  to  have  me  home  to  dinner ' 
My  house  was  at  the  Phoenix?  Wast  tliou  mad 
That  thus  so  inadJy  thou  didst  answer  me  ? 
^     •  Alti^rution  of  foaturiM.  i  /Utr.  for  flurnMS 

«  Stulkiug-horse.  >  Uiudrrs. 
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COMEDY  OF  ERRORS. 


Act  IT 


A^T,  What,  is  ho  arvsted  ?  tell  me,  at  whose  suit. 
DfO>  S.  I  know  not  at  whose  suit  ho  is  arretted, 
well; 
But  be*a  in  a  suit  of  buff,  which  'rested  him,  that 

can  I  teli ; 
Will  you  send  him,  mistress,  redemption,  the  mo- 
ney in  tile  desk  1 
Adr  Go  fetch  it,  sister.— This  I  wonder  at, 

[Exit  LUCIAKA. 

That  he,  unknown  to  me,  should  be  in  debt : 
Tell  me,  was  he  arrested  on  a  bandl* 

Dro*  S,  Not  on  a  band,  but  on  a  stronger  thing ; 
A  chain,  a  chain  ;  do  you  not  hear  it  ring  ? 
Adr.  What,  the  cham  ? 

Dro.  S.  No,  no,  the  bell;  His  time  that  I  were  gone. 

It  was  two  ere  I  left  him,  and  now  the  clock  strikes 

one. 

Adr.  The  hours  come  back !  that  did  I  never  hear. 

J9ro.  S.   O  yes,  if  any   hour  meet  a  sergeant, 

a'turns  back  for  very  fear. 
Adr.  As  if  time  were  in  debt!  how  fondly  dost 

thou  reason  1 
Dro.  8,  Time  is  a  very  bankrupt,  and  owes  more 
than  he's  worth  to  season. 
Nay,  he*s  a  thief  too:  Have  you  not  heard  men  say, 
That  time  comes  stealing  on  by  night  and  day  ? 
I  f  he  be  in  debt,  and  theft,  and  a  sergeant  in  the  way. 
Hath  he  not  reason  to  turn  back  an  hour  in  a  day  f 

Enter  Lvciaita. 

Adr,  Go,  Dromio;  there's  the  money,  bear  it 
straight ; 
And  bring  thy  master  home  immediately^" 
Come,  sister:  1  am  press *d  down  with  conceit;* 
Conceit  my  comfort,  and  my  injury.   [Ejceunt* 

SCENE  III.— The  tame. 

Enter  Antxpholvs  qf  Syracuse. 

Ant.  8.  There's  not  a  man  I  meet,  but  doth  sa- 
lute me 
As  If  I  were  their  well-acquainted  fHend ; 
And  every  one  doth  call  me  by  my  name. 
Some  tender  money  to  me,  some  invite  ifie ; 
Some  other  give  me  thanks  for  kindnesses ; 
Some  offer  me  commodities  to  buy : 
Even  now  a  tailor  call'd  me  in  his  shop, 
And  show'd  roe  silks  that  he  had  bought  for  me. 
And,  therewithal,  took  measure  of  my  body. 
Sure,  these  are  but  imaginary  wiles. 
And  Lapland  sorcerers  inhabit  here. 

Enter  Dboxto  qf  Syracuse. 

Dro.  8.  Master,  here's  the  gold  you  sent  roe  for : 
What,  have  yon  got  the  picture  of  old  Adam  new 
apparel'd  t 

Ant,  8.  What  gold  is  this!  what  Adam  dost  thou 
meant 

Dro.  S.  Not  that  Adam,  that  kept  the  paradise, 
but  that  Adam,  that  keeps  the  prison :  he  that  goes 
in  the  calf 's-skin  that  was  killed  for  the  prodigal ; 
he  that  came  behind  you,  sir,  like  an  evil  angel, 
and  bid  you  forsake  your  liberty. 

Ant,  SL'  I  understand  thee  not. 

Dro.  8.  No?  why,  'tis  a  plain  case:  he  that  went 
like  a  base-viol,  in  a  case  of  leather ;  the  man,  sir, 
that,  when  gentlemen  are  tired,  gives  them  a  fob, 
and  'rests  tlvem ;  he.  sir,  that  takes  pity  on  decayed 
men,  and  giv*!s  them  suits  of  durance ;  he  that  sets 
up  his  rest  to  do  more  exploits  with  his  mace,  than 
a  morris-pike. 

Ant.  S.  What!  tho^  meanest  an  officer? 

Dro.  8.  Ay,  sir,  the  sergeant  of  the  band ;  he, 
that  brings  any  man  to  answer  it,  that  breaks  his 
band ;  one  that  thinks  a  man  always  going  to  bed, 
and  says,  God  give  you  good  rett/ 

Ant.  S.  Well,  sir,  there  rest  in  your  foolery.  Is 
there  any  ship  puts  forth  to-night?  may  we  be 
gone? 

Dro.  S.  Why,  sir,  I  brought  you  word  an  hour 
since,  that  the  bark  Expedition  put  forth  to-night, 
and  then  were  you  hindered  by  the  sergeant,  to 
tarry  for  the  hoy.  Delay:  Here  are  the  angels,  that 
you  sent  for,  to  deliver  rou. 

Ant.  8.  The  fellow  is  distract,  and  so  am  I ; 
AiKl  here  we  wander  in  Illusions ; 
9ome  bles«ed  power  deliver  us  from  hence! 

*v  c  Hoiid.  •Fandfiil  coneeptloii. 


Enter  a  Courtezan. 

Cour.  Well  met,  well  met,  master  Antipliolus. 
I  aee,  sir,  you  have  found  the  goldsmith  now; 
Is  that  the  chuin,  you  promised  me  to-day  ! 

Ant.  8.  Satan,  avoid  !   1  charge  thee,  tempt  dm 
not ! 

Dro.  8.  Master,  is  this  mistress  Satan? 

Ant.  S.  It  is  tlie  devil. 

Dro.  8.  Nay,  she  is  worse,  she  is  the  devifs  dam; 
and  here  she  comes  in  tlie  habit  of  a  light  wench 
and  thereof  comes,  that  the  wenches  say,  Got 
damn  me.  that's  as  much  as  to  say,  G(»d  make  nu 
a  light  wench.  It  is  written,  they  appear  t«)  men 
like  angels  of  light:  light  is  an  effect  of  fl  e,  and 
Are  will  burn ;  ergOf  light  wenches  wiU  burn;  tome 
not  near  her. 

Cour.  Your  man  and  you  are  marvellous  merry, 
sir. 
Will  you  go  with  me  ?  We'll  mend  our  dinner  here. 

Dro.  S.  Master,  if  you  do  expect  spoon-meat, 
bespeak  a  long  spoon. 

Ant.  8.  Why,  bromio? 

Dro.  8.  Marry,  he  must  have  a  long  spoon,  that 
mufit  eat  with  the  devil. 

Ant.  8.  Avoid  then,  fiend!  what  teUVtthoamf 
of  supping? 
Thou  art,  as  you  are  all,  a  soroerm : 
I  c6njure  thee  to  leave  me,  and  be  gone. 

Cour.  Give  me  the  ring  of  mine  you  had  at  dinner. 
Or,  for  my  diamond,  the  chain  you  promis  d : 
And  I'll  be  gone,  sir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

Dro.  8.  Some  devils  ask  but  the  paring  of  ooc'f 
nail, 
A  rush,  a  hair,  ii  drop  of  blood,  a  pin, 
A  nut,  a  cherry-stone :  but  she,  more  covetous, 
Would  have  a  cham. 
Master,  be  wise;  and  if  you  give  it  her. 
The  devil  will  shake  her  chain,  and  t'rieht  us  with  it 

Cour.  I  pray  you,  sir,  my  ring,  or  else  the  chain; 
I  hope,  you  do  not  mean  to  cheat  roe  sa 

Ant.  S,  A  vaunt,  thou  witch  I  Come,  Drotnio,  let 
us  go. 

Dro.  8.    Fly  pride,  saj's  the  peacock:  Mt»irf«s, 
that  you  know. 

[Exeunt  Aivt.  8.  and  Dao.  S 

CoTir.  Now,  out  of  doubt,  \ntipholus  is  mad. 
Else  would  he  never  so  demean  himself: 
A  rine  he  hatli  of  mine  worth  forty  ducats. 
And  for  the  same  he  prorois'd  me  a  chain ! 
Both  one,  and  other,  he  denies  me  now. 
The  reasim  that  I  gather  he  is  mad, 

i Besides  this  present  instance  of  his  rage,) 
B  a  mad  tale,  he  told  to-day  at  dinner. 
Of  his  own  doors  being  shut  against  his  entranoe. 
Belike,  his  wife,  acquainted  with  hia  fits. 
On  purpose  shut  the  doors  against  his  way. 
My  way  is  now,  to  hie  home  to  his  house, 
And  tell  his  wife,  that,  being  a  lunat  c. 
He  rush'd  into  my  house,  and  took  perforce 
My  ring  away :  This  course  I  fittest  choose; 
For  forty  ducats  is  too  much  to  lose. 


[£^ 


SCENE  I V^TIe  fame. 


Enter  Aktipholvs  qf  Ephesus,  and  an  Officer. 

Ant.  E.  Fear  me  not,  man,  I  will  not  break  awayi 
I'll  give  thee,  ere  I  leave  tbee.  so  much  money 
To  warrant  thee,  as  I  am  Vested  for. 
My  wife  is  in  a  wayward  mood  to-day  : 
And  will  not  lightly  trust  the  messenger. 
That  I  should  be  attach'd  in  Ei^hesus: 
I  tell  you,  'twill  sound  harshly  in  her  ears.- 

Enter  Dromio  qf  Ephesua,  with  a  rope*t  end. 

Here  comes  my  man ;  I  think,  he  brings  the  moneyi 

How  now,  sir  T  have  you  that  I  sent  you  li>r  ? 

Dro.  E.  Here's  that,  I  warrant  you,  wiU  pa| 

them  all.* 
Ant,  £.  But  Where's  the  money  ? 
Dm.  K,  Why,  sir,  I  gave  the  money  for  the  ro 
Ant.  E.  Five  hundred  ducats,  villam,  for  a  ropi 
Dro.  E.  ru  serve  you,  sir,  five  hundred  at  the  n 
Ant.  E.  To  what  end  did  I  bid  thee  hie  thee  ho 
Dro.  E.  To  a  rope's  end,  sir ;  and  to  that  end 
I  returned. 
Ant.  E.  And  to  that  end,  sir,  I  will  welcome 

[Beatinr 

>  Ontsct  tbsaa  sIL 
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MACBETH. 


ActL 


This  i^^iiuit  present,  and  I  feel  now 
The  futtkt-e  in  the  instant. 

Macb,  My  dearest  love, 

Duncan  comes  here  to>night. 

Lady  M,  And  when  goes  hence '{ 

Mac6*  To-morrow,— as  he  purposes. 

Lady  M.  O,  never 

Shall  sun  that  morrow  see! 
Your  lace,  my  thane,  is  a  book,  where  men 
May  read  strange  matters: — To  beguile  the  time, 
Look  like  the  time;  bear  welcome  m  your  eye. 
Your  hand,  your  tongue:  look  like  the  innocent 

flower. 
Hut  be  the  serpent  under  it.    He  that's  coming 
Must  be  provided  for:  and  you  shall  put 
This  night's  great  business  into  mv  despatch; 
Which  shall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come 
Give  solely  sovereign  sway  and  masterdom. 

Macb,  We  will  speak  further. 

Lady  M.  Only  look  up  clear; 

To  alter  favor •  ever  is  to  fear: 
Leave  all  the  rest  to  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VL—Btfore  t/ie  Castle. 

Hautboys.    Servants  ({^  Macbeth  attending. 

Enter  Duncan,  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Banquo, 
Lenox,  Macduff,  Rosse,  Angus,  and  Attendants. 

Dun.  This  castle  hath  a  pleasant  seat;  the  air 
Nimbly  and  sweetly  recommends  itsell' 
Unto  'lur  gentle  senses. 

Batu  This  guest  of  summer, 

The  temple-haunting  martlet,  does  approve. 
By  his  lov'd  mansionry,  that  the  heaven's  breath 
Smells  wooingly  here:  no  jutty,  frieze,  buttress. 
Nor  coigne  ofvantage,^  but  this  bird  hath  made 


His  pendent  bed,  and procreant  cradle :  Where  they 
Most  breed  and  haunt,  I  have  observM  the  air 
Is  delicate. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Dun.  See,  see !  our  honored  hostess ! 

The  love  that  follows  us,  sometime  is  our  trouble. 
Which  still  we  thank  as  love.    Herein  1  teach  you. 
How  you  shall  bid  God  yield >  us  for  your  pains 
And  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady  M.  All  our  service 

In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  done  double, 
Were  poor  and  single  business  to  contend 
Against  those  honors  deep  and  broad,  wherewith 
Your  majesty  loads  our  house:  For  those  of  old, 
And  the  late  dignities  heap'd  up  to  them. 
We  rest  your  hermits. 

Dun.  Where's  the  thane  of  Cawdor! 

Wo  cours'd  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpoee 
To  be  his  purveyor:  but  he  rides  well; 
And  his  great  love,  sharp  as  his  spur,  hath  help  him 
To  his  home  before  us:  Fair  and  noble  hostess, 
We  are  your  guest  to-night. 

Lady  M,  Your  servants  ever 

Have  theirs,  themselves,  and  what  is  theirs,   in 

compt,* 
To  make  their  audit  at  your  highness'  pleasure. 
Still  to  return  your  own. 

Dun.  Give  me  your  hand. 

Conduct  me  to  mine  host;  we  love  him  highly. 
And  shall  continue  our  grace  towards  him. 
By  your  leave,  hostess.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII.— il  Rotm  in  the  Castle. 

uauthoys  and  torches.  Enter^  and  pass  over  the 
stage,  a  Sewer,^  and  divers  Servants  unth  dishes 
and  service.    Then  enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  If  it  were  done,  when  'tis  done,  then 
Hwere  well 
It  were  done  quickly:  If  the  assassination 
Could  trammel  up  the  conseauence,  and  catch. 
With  his  surcease,  success;  that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-«ll  here. 
But  here,  upon  this  bank  and  shoal  of  time, — 
WoM  Jump  the  life  to  come^ — But,  in  these  cases, 
We  still  have  judgment  here^  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  instructions,  which,  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  the  inventor:  This  even-handed  justice 
Commends  the  ingredients  of  our  poison'd  chalice 

*  Look,  eonntenanco  '  Convenient  corner. 

*  Rairard.  *  Subject  to  accompt. 
An  officer  to  called  from  hit  placing  the  dishes  on 
tabl« 


To  our  own  lips.    He's  here  in  double  trust: 
First,  as  I  am  his  kinsman  and  his  subject. 
Strong  both  against  the  deed ;  then,  as  his  bo«t. 
Who  should  against  his  murderer  shut  the  door. 
Not  bear  the  knife  myself.    Beoides,  this  Duncoi. 
Hath  borne  his  faculties  so  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  otilce,  that  his  virtue 
Will  plead  like  angels,  trumpet-tongued,  against   , 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking  ou: 
And  pity,  like  a  naked  new-bom  babe^ 
Striding  the  blast,  or  heaven's  chenibim,  borsM 
Upon-tne  sightless  couriers^  of  the  air. 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  every  e¥e. 
That  tears  shall  drown  tlie  wind.— I  nave  no  spi:ii 
To  prick  the  sides  of  mj  intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  ambition,  which  o'er-leaps  itaelf. 
And  iiilJs  on  the  other.^-How  now,  what  news! 

Enter  Lady  Macbetb.  | 

Lady  M.  He  has  almost  suppM    Why  have  )uui 
left  the  chambcrl 

Macb.  Hath  he  ask'd  for  me? 

Lady  M.  Know  you  not,  he  has^ 

Macb.  We  will  proceed  no  fVirther  in  this  business:! 
He  hath  honor'd  me  of  late;  and  I  have  bought    i 
Golden  opinions  from  all  sorts  of  people. 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  newest  ^lusnj 
Not  cast  aside  so  soon. 

Lady  M.  Was  the  hope  drunk,     , 

Wherein  you  dress'd  yourself?  hath  it  slept  skuxx} 
And  wakes  it  now.  to  look  so  green  and  pale 
At  what  it  did  so  neely?    From  this  time. 
Such  I  account  thy  love.    Art  thou  aleard 
To  be  the  same  in  thine  ovm  act  and  valor, 
As  thou  art  in  desire?     Wouldst  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  esteem'st  the  ornament  of  life. 
And  live  a  coward  in  thine  own  esteem ; 
Letting  /  dare  not  wait  upon  /  would 
Like  the  poor  cat  i'  the  adage! 

Macb.  Pr'y  thee,  peace  j 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man; 
Who  dares  do  more,  is  none. 

Lady  M.  What  beast  was  it  then  i 

That  made  vou  break  this  enterprise  to  mc?  | 

When  you  durst  do  it,  then  you  were  a  man;  i 
And,  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  v^ouid  ; 
Be  so  much  more  the  man.  Nor  time,  nor  pl;uc{ 
Did  then  adhere,'  and  yet  you  would  make  butii: : 
They  have  made  themselves,  and  that  their  fiUd^ 
now  ! 

Does  unmake  you .    I  have  given  suck,  and  know  i 
How  tender  'tis^  to  love  the  oabe  that  luilk^  me: 
I  would,  while  it  was  smiling  in  my  &ce. 
Have  pluck'd  my  nipple  ftom  its  boneless  gums. 
And  oash'd  the  brains  out,  had  I  so  sworn,  as  >o^ 
Have  done  to  this. 

Macb.  If  we  should  flul, 

Lady  M.  We  bul 

But  screw  your  courage  to  the  sticking  place. 
And  we'll  not  ikil.    When  Duncan  is  asleep, 
(Whereto  the  rather  shall  his  day%  hard  juumc^ 
Soundly  invite  him,}  his  two  chamberlains' 
Will  I  with  wine  and  wassel'  so  convince.' 
That  memory,  the  warder*  of  the  brain,     «  . 

Shall  be  a  fume,  and  the  receipt  of  reason  ' 

A  limbeck  only :  When  in  swiniah  sleep 
Their  drenched  natures  lie,  as  in  a  deatn,  I 

What  cannot  you  and  I  perform  upon 
The  unguardea  Duncan?  what  not  put  uikmi 
His  spongy  officers;  who  shall  bear  the  guilt 
Of  our  great  quell?' 

Macb.  Brine  fbrth  men-children  ociy 

For  thy  undaunted  mettle  should  compoiie 
Nothing  but  males.  Will  it  not  be  received.* 
When  we  have  mark'd  with  blood  those  sleepy  twt 
Of  his  own  chamber,  and  used  their  vei)'  dag;:? n 
That  they  have  don't? 

Lady  M.  Who  dares  receive  it  oihf 

As  we  shall  make  our  grieft  and  clamor  ruAr 
Upon  his  death? 

Macb.  I  am  setL'ed,  and  bend  \ii 

Each  corporal  agent  to  this  terrible  teat. 
Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  (kirest  show: 
False  face  must  hide  what  the  fidae  heart  doth  kni'W 

[Ejxn4U 

*  Winds  ;  slghtlesi  is  invisible. 

*  In  Che  same  sense  at  cohere. 

*  Overpower.  *8entii»«l. 
>  Mu«  ler.             *  Bappoisd.  •  Tboilk 
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SCENE  Ir-Couri  wiihin  Macbeth's  Cattle. 

Zidtr  Basqco  and  Flbancb,  and  a  Serrmnt  with  a 
torch  he  fare.  them. 

Ban,  How  goes  the  night,  bovst 

FU.  The  moon  is  down;  i  iutvu  not  hoard  the 
dock. 

Ban.  And  she  goes  down  Bt  twelve. 

rie.  I  take't,  'tis  later,  sir. 

Ban.  Hold,  take  my  sword:— There's  husbandry 
in  h«ven. 
Their  candies  are  all  out.— Take  thee  that  too. 
.A  heavy  summons  lies  like  lead  upon  me, 
\Dd  jet  I  would  not  sleep:  Merciful  powers! 
ft"scrain  in  me  the  cursea  thoughts,  that  nature 
iJjTes  way  to  in  repose!— Give  me  my  sword: — 

tater  MACBmi,  and  a  Servant  with  a  torch* 

W:io*s  theret 

MoHk  a  ftiend. 

Btm.  What,  sir,  not  yet  at  rest  ?  The  king's  a-hed: 
!!«  hath  beat  in  usual  pleasure,  and 
^nt  ibrth  great  largess^  to  your  offices:* 
r.u«  diamond  he  greets  ^our  wife  withal, 
B>  the  name  of  most  kind  hostess;  and  shut  up* 
'l  -neasuieless  content. 

MaeS.  Being  unprepared, 

r%r  will  became  the  servant  to  detect; 
Which  else  should  fiiee  have  wrought. 

Ban.  All's  well. 

I  'Ireamt  last  night  of  the  three  weird  sisters: 
T'  \on  they  have  show'd  some  truth. 

MtdK  I  think  not  of  them : 

Yf ;  when  we  can  entreat  an  hour  to  serve, 
W>ald spend  it  in  some  words  upon  that  busings, 
l/v>u  would  grant  the  time. 

ban.  At  your  Idnd'st  leisure. 

Macb.  If  yon  shaU  cleave  to  my  consent,— when 
'tis, 
li  efaaii  make  honor  Jbr  you. 

Ban.  80  I  lose  none, 

In  «eeking  to  augment  it,  but  still  keep 
Mv  botom  ftanchis'd,  and  allegiance  cleai, 
!  i^U  be  oounsell'd. 

Xacb.  Good  repose,  the  while. 

Ban.  Thanks,  sir;  The  like  to  you. 

[Exit  Banquo  and  Flcancb. 

Matb.  Go.  bid  thy  mistress,  when  my  drink  is 
ready, 
^.e  strike  upon  the  belL   Get  thee  to  bed. 

[Exit  Servant 
U  this  a  dagger  which  I  see  before  me, 
T:it  handle  toward  my  hand  1  Come,  let  me  clutch 

thee: — 
( have  thee  not^and  yet  I  see  thee  stilL 
Art  Uiou  not,  mtal  vision,  sensible 
T->  reeling  as  to  sight?  or  art  thou  but 
\  ia^xer  of  th«  mind;  a  &lse  creation, 
("receding  from  the  heat^ppreased  brain  1 
( <^'  thee  yet,  in  form  as  palpable 
\-  this  which  now  I  dnw. 
r»u  toaishal^t  me  the  way  that  I  was  going; 
A.- id  such  an  instrument  I  was  to  use. 
y^^ne  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o'  the  other  senses, 
'"rdsi?  worth  all  the  rest:  I  see  thee  still; 
^M  on  thy  blade,  and  dudgeon,^  gouts*  of  blood, 
Woich  was  nt)t  so  before.— There's  no  such  thing: 
U  u  the  bloody  business,  which  informs 
The*  to  mine  eyeau— Now  o'er  the  one  half  world 
Nature  seems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abuse 
TVcortain'd  sleep;  now  witchcraft  celebrates 
'^^  Hecate's  offisnni^s;  and  wither'd  murder, 
^'aninM  by  his  sentinel,  the  wolfl 
vVhijie  howi%  his  watch,  thus  with  his  stealthy  pace, 
^'ith  TarquinH  ravishing  strides,  towards  his  design 

Morea  litt   a  ghosts ^Thou  sure  and  finn-«et 

earth, 
^f»i  not  my  steps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fkoi 
Hiv  rery  stones  prate  of  my  where-about, 
Ud  take  the  {present  horror  firom  the  time. 
^Vh;cb  now  suits  with  itr- Whiles  I  threat,  he  liver, 


OoDcirte. 


*The  rooms  s|»proprUtad  to  aerrsnta. 
">  Haft,  hkadle.  •  Dropa. 


Words  to  the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  brrath  gives. 

[A  beU  ring* 
I  go,  and  it  is  done;  the  bell  invites  me. 
Hear  it  not,  Duncan ;  for  it  is  a  kneU 
That  summons  thee  to  heaven,  or  to  hell.    [ExiL 

SCENE  n.—The  same. 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady  M,  That  which  hath  made  them  drunl^ 

hath  made  me  bold: 
What  hath  quench'd  them,  hath  given  me  fire;- 

Hark!— Peace! 
It  was  the  owl  that  shriek'd  the  fiital  bellman. 
Which  gi  VM  the  stem'st  good-night.  He  is  about  it  1 
The  doors  arc  open;  and  the  surteited  grooms 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  snores:  I  have  drugg'd 

their  possets, 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them. 
Whether  they  live  or  die. 
Maeb.  [lVUhin.\  Who's  there  1— what,  ho! 
Lady  M.  Alack!  I  am  afiraid  they  have  awaked 
And  'tis  not  done:— the  attempt  and  not  the  deed. 
Confounds  us:— Hark!— 1  laid  their  daggers  ready, 
He  could  not  miss  them.— Had  he  not  resembled 
My  father  as  he  slept,  I  had  done^t.— My  hust  .uudi 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Maeb.  I  have  done  the  deed:— Didst  thou  not 
hear  a  noise  ^ 

Lady  M.  I  heard  th  •  owl  scream,  and  the  crick- 
ets cry. 
Did  not  you  speak? 

Maeb.  Wheni 

Lady  M  Now. 

Maeb.  As  I  descended  1 

Lady  M.  kj. 

Maeb.  Hark!— 
Who  lies  i'the  second  chamber! 

Lady  M.  Donalbain. 

Maeb.  This  is  a  sorry  sight 

-    .    _,  [Looking  on  his  hands. 

Lady  M.  A  foolish  thought;  to  say  a  sorry  sight 

Maeb.  There's  one  did  laugh  in  his  sleep,  and 
one  cried,  murder/ 
That  they  did  wake  each  other;  I  stood  and  heard 

thein: 
But  they  did  say  their  prayers,  and  addrcss'd  them 
Anin  to  sleep. 

Lady  M.       There  are  two  lodg'd  together. 

3iaeb.  One  cried,  God  bless  us/  and  Amen,  the 
other; 
As  they  had  seen  me,  with  these  hangman's  hanis 
Listemng  their  fear.    I  could  not  say,  amen, 
When  thev  did  say,  God  bless  us. 

Lady  m.  Consider  it  not  so  deeply 

Maeb.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronoubco 
amen? 
I  had  most  need  of  blesaing,  and  amen 
Stuck  in  my  throat 

Lado  M.  These  deeds  must  not  be  thou^Jil 

After  these  ways;  ao,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Maeb.  Methought,  I  heard  a  voice  cry,  Sleep  nc 
mart/ 
Macbeth  doth  murder  sleept  the  Innocent  sleep; 
Sleep,  that  knits  up  the  ravelPd  sleave*  of  care. 
The  death  qfeaeh  day^s  Ijfe,  sore  labor^s  bath. 
Balm  qfhurt  minds,  mat  nature^s  second  course. 
Chitfnnurisher  in  lifers  feast  t-^ 

Lady  M.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Macb.  Still  it  cried,  Sleep  no  more/  to  all  the  house: 
Glamis  hath  murdered  sleep;  and  ihertfore  Cawdor 
ShaU  sleep  no  more,  Macbeth  shall  sleep  no  more  / 

Lady  M.  Wl^o  was  it  that  thus  cried  <     Why, 
worthy  thane. 
Yon  do  unbend  your  noble  strength,  to  think 
80  brainsipkly  of  things:— Go,  get  some  water. 
And  wash  this  filthy  witness  firom  your  band.— 
Why  did  you  bring  these  daggers  from  the  place  ? 
They  must  lie  there;  Go,  carry  them;  and  srotar 
The  sleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Maeb.  Ill  go  no  morp 

*  Sleave  i«  aoirroiiKht  illk. 


270 


MACBETH. 


Act  a 


(am  afVaid  to  think  what  I  have  done; 
Look  on't  again,  I  dare  not. 

iMdy  M.  Infirm  of  purpose ! 

Give  me  the  daggers:  The  sleeping  and  the  dead 
Arp  but  as  pictures:  'tis  the  eye  of  childhood. 
That  tears  a  painted  devil.    If  he  do  bleed, 
ni  ^ild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal,     . 
For  It  must  seem  their  guilt. 

\EaM,  Knocking  untMn. 

Jfaeb.  Whence  is  that  knocking! 

How  isH  with  me,  when  every  noise  appals  mel 
What  hands  are  here?    Ha!  they  pluck  out  mine 

eyes! 
>VilI  all  great  Neptune's  ocean  wash  this  blood 
( 'lean  from  my  hand  ?   No :  this  my  hand  will  rather 
The  multitudinous  se&s  incamadme,* 
Making  the  green — one  red. 

Re-enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady  JC  My  hands  are  of  your  color ;  but  I  shame 
To  wear  a  heart  so  white.    [Knocking,]    I  hear  a 

knocking 
At  the  south  entry:— retire  we  to  our  chamber: 
A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed: 
How  easy  is  it,  then!  Your  constancy 
Hath  left  you  un^ttended^— [Knocking.]    Hark! 

more  knocking: 
Get  on  yeur  night-gown,  lest  occasion  call  us, 
And  show  us  to  be  watchers: — Be  not  lost 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 
Macb,  To  know  my  deed,— 'twere  best  not  know 

myself.  [Knocking. 

Wake  Duncan  with  thy  knocking!   I  would  thou 

couldst!  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IIL— The  tame. 

Enter  a  Porter.  [Knocking  toit/dn. 

Porter.  Here's  a  knocking,  indeed!  If  a  man 
were  porter  of  hell-gate,  he  should  have  old*  turn- 
ing the  key.  [Knocking.]  Knock,  knock,  knock : 
Who's  there!  I'the  name  of  Belzebub!  Here's  a 
iarmer,  that  hanged  himself  on  the  expectation  of 
■plenty;  Come  in  time;  have  napkins' enough  about 
you ;  nerc  you'll  sweat  for't.  UCnocking.]  Knock, 
knock:  Who's  there,  i'the  other  devil's  name!— 
'Faith,  here's  an  equivocator,  that  could  swear  in 
both  the  scales  against  either  scale ;  who  committed 
treason  enough  for  God's  sake,  yet  could  not  equi- 
vocate to  Heaven :  Q,  come  in, equivocator.  [Knock- 
ing.] Knock,  knock,  knock:  Who's  there!  'Faith, 
here's  an  English  tailor  come  hither,  for  stealing 
out  of  a  French  hose:  Come  in,  tailor;  here  you 
may  roast  your  goose.  [Knocking.]  Knock, knock: 
Never  at  ouiet!  What  are  you!  But  this  phice  is 
too  cold  tor  hell.  I'll  devil-porter  it  no  flirther:  I 
had  thought  to  have  let  in  some  of  all  professions, 
iliat  go  the  primrose  way  to  the  everlasting  bonfire. 
[Knocking.]  Anon,  anon;  I  pray  you,  remember 
the  porter.  [Opem  the  gate. 

Enter  Macduff  and  Lknox. 

Maed,  Was  it  so  late,  fHend,  ere  you  went  to  bed. 
That  you  do  lie  so  late! 

Pan.  Faith,  sir,  we  were  carousing  till  the  sec- 
ond cock:  and  drink,  sir,  is  a  great  provoker  of 
three  things. 

IfUed.  What  three  tilings  does  drink  especially 
provoke. 

Port*  Many,  sir,  nose-painting,  sleep,  and  urine. 
Lechery,  sir,  it  provokes,  and  unprovokes;  it  pro- 
vokes the  desire,  but  it  takes  away  'he  performance. 
Therefore,  much  drink  may  be  said  to  oe  an  equivo- 
cator with  lechery :  it  makes  him,  and  it  mars  him ; 
it  sets  him  on,  and  it  takes  him  off;  it  persuades 
him,  and  disheartens  him ;  makes  him  stand  to,and 
not  stand  to :  in  conclusion,  eauivocates  him  in  a 
sleep,  and,  giving  him  the  lie,  leaves  him. 

Macd.  I  believe,  drink  gave  thee  the  lie  last  night 

Port.  That  it  did,  sir,  i'the  very  threat  o'me: 
But  I  requited  him  for  his  lie;  and.  I  think,  being 
too  strong  fbr  him.  though  he  took  up  my  legs 
sometime^  yet  I  made  a  shift  to  cast  him. 

Macd.  Is  thy  master  stirring! — 
Our  knocking  nath  awaked  him;  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Xen.  Good-morrow,  noble  sir! 

Macb,  Good-morrow,  both 

*  To  tDeama4l».e,  it  to  italo  of  a  flesh  color. 

*  Fre«|uciift  *  Handkerchief*. 


Maed.  Is  the  king  stirring,  worthy  thane! 
Macb.  Not  yet 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  faim 

I  have  almost  siipp'd  the  hour. 
Macb.  I'll  bring  you  to  him 

Macd.  I  know  this  is  a  joyful  troublt  to  you ; 

But  yet  'tis  one. 
Jimcb.  The  labor  we  delight  in  physics*  pain. 

This  is  the  door. 
J/acd.  I'll  make  so  bold  to  call. 

For  'tis  my  limited  service.*  [Exit  Macdctf. 

Len.  Goes  the  kiag 

From  hence  to-day! 
Macb.  He  does>-4ie  did  appoint  it  $%t, 

Len*  The  night  has  been  unruly:  Where  wi-  U), 

Our  chimneys  were  blown  down;  and,-as  they  »}. 

Lamen tings  heard  i'the  air;  strange  scream*  ui 
death; 

And  prophesying,  with  accents  terrible. 

Of  dire  combustion,  and  confused  evejits. 

New  hatch'd  to  the  woeful  time.   The  obscure  btid 

Clamor'd  the  livelong  night:  some  say,  the  eartJi 

Was  feverous  and  did  shake. 
Matb,  'Twas  a  rough  nirhu 

Len*  My  young  remembrance  cannot  paialld 

A  fellow  to  It 

Re-enter  Macduff 

Macd.  0  horror!  horror!  horror!  Tongue,  oor 
heart. 
Cannot  conceive  or  name  thee! 

Macb.  Len*  What's  the  matter  ^ 

Macd*  Conftision  now  hath  made  his  masterpi«<v ! 
Most  sacrilegious  murder  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  annointed  temple,  and  stole  thence 
The  life  o'  the  building. 

Macb.  What  is't  you  say?  thelifi^^ 

Len.  Mean  you  his  majesty! 

Macd,  Approach  the  chamber,  and  destroy  your 

With  a  new  Gorgon:— Do  not  bid  me  speak; 
See,  and  then  speak  yourselves,— Awake !  Awake! 

[Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lenox. 
Ring  the  alarum-bell': — Murder,  and  treason! 
Banquo,  and  Donalbain !  Malcolm !  awake ! 
Shake  off  this  downy  sleep,  death's  counterfeit. 
Arid  look  on  death  itself!    Up,  up,  and  see 
The  great  doom's  ima^e !—Malcom !  Banquo! 
As  from  your  graves  nse  up,  and  walk  like  spnt««. 
To  countenance  this  horror.  \BeU  rings. 

Enter  Lady  Macbsth. 

Lady  M*  What's  the  businew^ 

That  such  a  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  sleepers  of  the  house!  speak^  speak.— 

Macd.  O,  gentle  lai'f, 

'Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  speak: 
The  repetition,  in  a  woman's  ear. 
Would  murder  as  it  feU.-^  Banquo!  Banquo! 

Enter  Babquo.  . 

Our  royal  master's  murder'd! 

Lady  M.  , 

What,  in  our  house! 

Ban.  Too  cruel,  any 

Dear  DufiJ  I  pr'ythee  contradict  thyself 
And  say,  it  is  not  so. 

Re-enter  Macbbtb  and  Lxnoz. 

Macb*  Had  I  but  died  an  hour  before  this  chaiwi^ 
I  had  liv'd  a  blessed  time;  for,  ftom  this  instant. 
There's  nothing  serious  in  mortality: 
All  is  but  toys :  renown,  and  grace  is  dead : 
The  wine  of^life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  ~ 
Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Dokalbahi. 

Don.  What  is  amiss! 

Macb.  You  are,  and  do  not  know  it 

The  spring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  blood 
Is  stopp'd;  the  very  source  of  it  is  stoppM. 

Macd.  Your  royal  father's  murderM. 

Mai.  O!  by  wbom^ 

Len.  Those  of  his  chamber,  as  it  seem'U.  Lsv 
done't: 

Their  hands  and  fkces  were  all  had^'d  with  blvx*d 
So  were  their  daggers,  which,  unwiped,  we  f^sus-^ 
Upon  their  pillows: 

Tney  stared,  and  were  distracted;  no  manNt  Ufir 
Was  to  be  trusted  with  them. 

*i  c.  Affords  a  cordial  to  it      *Appoiat«d 


Woe,  alas! 
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If  charnel-houses,  and  our  gravM,  must  send 

Thorie  that  wc  bury,  back,  our  monuments 

Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites.  [Ghost  disappears. 

Lady  M,  What!  quite  unmann-d  in  lolly  1 

Mojcb.  If  I  stand  here,  I  saw  him. 

iMdy  M,  Fye,  for  shame ! 

Macb.  Blood  hath  been  shed  ere  now,  i'the  olden 
time, 
Ere  human  statute  pureed  the  §:entle  weal; 
Ay,  and  since  too,  murders  have  been  perfbrmM 
Too  terrible  lor  the  ear:  the  times  have  been. 
That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die, 
And  there  an  end:  but  now,  they  rise  again. 
With  twenty  moral  murders  on  their  crowns. 
And  push  us  from  our  stools :  This  is  more  strange 
Than  such  a  murder  is. 

Lady  M,  My  worthy  lord, 

'  Your  noble  fhends  do  lack  you. 

Macb,  I  do  forget: — 

Do  not  muse^  at  me,  my  most  worthy  friends ; 
I  have  a  strange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
To  those  that  know  me.    Come,  love  ana  health 
to  all; 

Then  I'll  sit  down: Give  me  some  wine,  fiU 

full: 

I  drink  to  the  general  joy  of  the  whole  table, 

Qhmi  rises. 

And  to  our  dear  friend  Banquo,  whom  we  miss: 
Would  he  were  here !  to  all,  and  him,  we  thirst, 
And  all  to  all.« 

Lords,  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge. 

Macb,  Avaunt!  and  quit  my  sight !  Let  me  earth 
hide  thee ! 
Thy  bones  are  marrowless,  thy  blood  is  cold; 
Thou  hast  no  speculation  m  those  eyes 
Which  thou  dost  glare  with  I 

Lady  M,  Think  of  this,  good  peers, 

But  as  a  thing  of  custom :  'tis  no  other; 
Only  it  spoils  the  pleasure  of  the  time. 

Macb,  What  man  dare,  I  dare : 
Approach  thou  like  the  ruKged  Russian  bear, 
The  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  tBe  Hyrcaii  tiger, 
Take  any  shape  but  that,  and  my  firm  norveB 
Shall  never  tremble :  Or,  be  alive  again. 
And  dare  me  to  the  desert  with  thy  sword; 
Ij'  'rembling  I  inhibit*  thee,  protest  me 
The  baby  of  a  girl.    Hence,  horrible  shadow! 

[Ghost  disappears. 
Unreal  mockery,  hence!— Why  so; — being  gone, 
I  am  a  man  again.— Pray  you,  sit  still. 

Lady  M,  You  have  displaced  the  mirth,  broke  the 
good  meeting. 
With  most  admired  disorder. 

Macb.  Can  such  things  be. 

And  overcome*  us  like  a  summer's  cloud. 
Without  our  special  wonder?  You  make  me  strange 
Even  to  the  disposition  that  I  owe,* 
When  now  I  thmk  you  can  behold  such  sights, 
And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheeks, 
When  mine  are  blanch'd  with  fear. 

Rosse.  W  hat  sights,  my  lord  ? 

Lady  M.  I  pray  you,  speak  not;  he  grows  worse 
and  worse : 
Question  enrages  him:  at  once,  good  night:— 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going. 
But  go  at  once. 

Len,  Good  night,  and  better  health 

Attend  his  majesty! 

Lady  M,  A  kind  good  nieht  to  all ! 

[Ilxeunt  Lords  ana  Attendants. 

Maeb,  It  will  have  blood;  they  say,  blood  will 
have  blood: 
Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to  speak; 
Augurs,  and  understood  relations,  have 
By  magot-pies,*and  choughs,  and  rooks,  brought 

forth 
The  secret'st  man  of  blood.— What  ia  the  night? 

Lady  M,  Alm<»t  at  odds  with  morning,  which 
is  which. 

Macb,  How  say'st  thou,  that  Macduff  denies  his 
person. 
At  our  great  bidding? 

Idtdy  M.  Did  you  send  to  him,  sir? 

Macb,  I  hear  it  by  the  way;  but  I  will  send: 
There's  not  a  one  of  them,  but  in  his  house 


'  Wonder. 
•Forbid. 
*  Poiieaa. 


*t.  e.  All  good  wishei  to  all. 
>  Paas  over. 
*  Magpies. 


I  keep  a  servant  fee'd.    I  will  to-morrow, 
(Betimes  I  will,)  unto  the  weird  sisters: 
More  shall  tliey  speak;  for  now  I  am  bent  to  knov. 
By  the  worst  means,  the  worst :  for  mine  own  got^:. 
All  causes  shall  give  way:  I  am  in  blood 
Stept  in  so  &r,  that,  should  I  wade  no  more, 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o'er;  | 

Strang  tilings  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand; 
Which  must  be  acted,  ere  they  may  be  scannM.*    , 

Lady  M.  You  lack  Uie  season  of  ail  naturt^sle^p. '. 

Macb,  Come,  we'll  to  sleep:  My  strange  himu, 
self-abuse 
Is  the  initiate  fear,  that  wants  hard  use: — 
We  are  yet  but  young  in  deed.  [£xtunt,\ 

SCENE  \,—The  Heath. 

Thunder,  Enter  Hecate,  meeting  the  Tkrtt 

Witches. 

1  Witch.  Why,  how  now,  Hecate?  you  look  ■(► 
gcrly. 

Hec,  Have  I  not  reason,  beldams,  as  you  are. 
Saucy,  and  overbold?  How  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  traffic  with  Macbeth, 
In  riddles  and  afiaire  of  death ;  i 

And  I.  the  mistress  of  your  charms. 
The  close  contriver  of  all  harms. 
Was  never  call'd  to  bear  my  part. 
Or  show  the  glory  of  our  artf 
And,  which  is  worse,  all  you  have  done 
Hath  been  but  for  a  wayward  son, 
Spiteful,  and  wrathful;  who,  as  otben  do  ' 

Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 
But  make  amends  now:  Get  you  gone. 
And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron. 
Meet  me  i'tne  morning;  thither  he 
Will  come  to  know  his  destiny. 
Your  vessels,  and  your  spells,  provide. 
Your  charms,  and  every  thing  beside : 
I  am  for  the  air :  tliis  night  I'll  spend  j 

Unto  a  dismal-iktal  end. 
Great  business  must  be  wrought  ere  noon  ; 
Upon  the  corner  of  the  moon 
There  hangs  a  vaporous  drop  profound;* 
I'll  catch  it  ere  it  come  to  ground : 
And  that  distilPd  by  magic  slights, 
Shall  raise  such  artificialsprit^ 
As,  by  the  strength  of  their  illusion,  I 

Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  concision: 
He  shall  spurn  fate,  sconi  death,  and  bear 
His  hopes  'bove  wisdom,  grace,  and  Semxi 
And,  you  all  know,  security 
Is  mortal's  chicfcst  enemy. 

Soxo.  [Within.]  Come  away^  come  aunty,  Ar 
Hark,  I  am  call'd:  my  little  spirit,  see. 
Sits  in  a  foggy  cloud,  and  stays  for  me.  [Kji* 

1  Witch.  Come,  let's  make  naste;  shell  soon  *< 
back  again.  •  [E^euui 

SCENE  VI.— Forres.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Lenox  and  another  Lord. 

Len*  My  former  speeches  have  but  hit  ytmi 

thoughts. 
Which  can  interpret  further:  only,  I  aay* 
Things  have  been  strangely  borne:  The 

Duncan 

Was  pitied  of  Macbeth :— marry,  he  was  dead  :— 
And  the  right-valiant  Banauo  walk'd  too  late; 
Whom,  you  may  say,  if  it  please  you,  Fleance  kiird 
For  Fleance  flea.    Men  must  not  walk  too  late. 
Who  cannot  want  the  thought,  how  monstrous 
It  was  for  Malcolm,  and  for  Donalbain, 
To  kill  their  gracious  father?  damned  iket!  i 

How  it  did  gneve  Macbeth !  did  he  not  stimight. 
In  pious  rage,  the  two  delinouents  tear.  ■ 

That  were  the  slaves  of  drink,  and  thralls  of  sleep] 
Was  not  that  nobly  done  ?  Ay.  and  wisely  too ;  I 
For  'twould  have  anger'd  any  heart  alive,  ! 

To  hear  the  men  deny  it    So  that,  I  say. 
He  has  borne  all  things  well:  and  I  do  think. 
That,  hath  he  Duncan's  sons  under  his  key, 
(As,  an't  please  heaven,  he  shall  not,)they  should  tm 
What  'twere  to  kill  a  father:  so  sboulif  Ftc«ticr.    ; 
But,  peace ! — for  from  broad  words,  and  Vause  hi 

fiiil'd  I 

His  presence  at  the  tyrant's  feast,  I  hesr»  j 

*  Bxsmlned  nicely. 

*  I.  0.  A  drop  that  has  deep  or  hiddan  c<aN4itl«s 
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App.  Be  )'on-mciCicd,  pRiud;  and  take  no  care 
Who  chafuk  who  fVete,  or  where  conspirers  are: 
Macbeth  shall  never  \anquiHhM  be,  until 
(^reat  Birnam  wood  to  high  Dunsinane  hill 
Shall  come  against  him.  [Deaeends, 

Macb,  That  will  never  be : 

Who  can  impress  the  forest;  bid  the  tree 
Unfix  his  earth-bound  root?  sweet  bodemcnts!  good! 
Rebellious  head,  rise  never,  till  the  wood 
Of  Birnam  rise,  and  our  high-placed  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  lease  of  natui-e,  pay  his  breath 
To  time  and  mortal  custom.— Yet  my  heart 
Throbs  to  know  one  thing:  Tell  me,  (if  your  art 
Can  tell  so  much,)  shall  Banquo^s  issue  ever 
Reign  iu  this  kingdom  ? 

All.  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

Maeh.  I  will  be  satisfled :  deny  me  this, 
And  an  eternal  curse  fall  on  you !  Let  me  know : — 
Vi  hy  sinks  that  cauldron?  and  what  noise  is  this? 

[Hautbaya, 

1  WUeh,  Show!  2  WUch.  Show!  3  Wiieh.  Show! 

AIL  Show  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart; 
Come  like  shadows,  so  depart. 

Eight  King9  appear^  and  pass  ooer  the  gfare  in 
order,-  the  kuifvith  a  glass  in  his  hand;  Ban- 
qfjo  foUmving. 

Macb.  Thou  art  too  like  the  spirit  of  Banquo; 
down! 
Thy  crown  does  sear  mine  eye-balls :— And  thy  hair. 
Thou  other  gold-bound  brow,  is  like  the  first: — 
A  third  i«  like  the  former:— Filthy  hags! 
Why  do  vou  show  me  this?— A  fourth?— Start,  eyes! 
What!  will  the  line  stretchout  to  the  crack  of  doom? 
Another  yet?— A  seventh?— I'll  sec  no  more:— 
And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  glass, 
Which  shows  me  many  more:  and  some  I  see, 
That  two-fold  balls  and  treble  sceptres  carry: 
Horrible  sight!— Ay.  now,  I  see,  'tis  true; 
For  the  blood-holterd*  Banquo  smiles  upon  me, 
And  points  at  them  for  his. — What,  is  this  so? 

1  IvUeh.  Ay,  sir,  all  this  is  so:— But  why 
Stands  Macbeth  thus  amazedly  ?— 
Come,  sisters,  cheer  we  up  his  sprites, 
And  show  the  best  of  our  delights; 
Pli  charm  the  air  to  give  a  sound. 
While  you  perform  your  antique  round: 
That  this  great  king  may  kindly  say, 
Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay. 

[Musie.    The  Witcnes  dance y  and  vanish. 

Macb.  Where  are  they?    Gone?— Let  this  per- 
nicious hour 
Stand  aye  accursed  in  the  calendar! — 
Come  in,  without  there ! 

Enter  Lbnox. 

Ijtn.  Whal^  your  graceti  will  ? 

Macb.  Saw  you  the  weird  sisters? 

Len.  No,  my  lord. 

Macb.  Came  they  not  by  you  ? 

Len.  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Macb.  Infected  be  the  air  whereon  they  ride; 
And  damn'd,all  those  that  trust  them ! — I  did  hear 
The  galloping  of  horses:  Who  wasH  came  by? 

Len.  ''fis  two  or  three,  my  lord,  that  bring  you 
word, 
Macduff  is  fleid  to  England. 

Macb.  Fled  to  England? 

Len.  KYj  my  good  lord. 

Macb.  Time,  Uiou  anticipat^st*  my  dread  exploits: 
The  flighty  purpose  never  is  overtook. 
Unless  the  deed  go  with  it:  From  this  moment. 
The  very  firstlings  of  my  heart  shall  be 
The  firstlings  of  my  hand.    And  even  now 
To  crown  my  thoughts  with  acts,  be  it  thought  and 

done: 
The  castle  of  Macduff  I  will  surprlM; 
Seize  upon  ¥\fe\  give  to  the  edge  oHhe  sword 
His  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  unfortunate  souls 
That  trace  his  line.    No  boasting  like  a  fool: 
This  deed  TU  do,  before  this  purpose  cool: 
But  no  more  sights!- Where  are  these  gentlemen  I 
Come,  bring  me  where  they  are.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— Fife.  A  Room  in  MaedufTs  CoBtle. 

Enter  Lady  Macduff,  her  Son,  and  Rossc. 

L.  Macd.  What  had  he  done,  to  make  him  fly  the 
land? 

^Besmesrod  with  blood. 
Prsveotstt,  bjr  taking  away  the  opportanltj.  | 


Roaae.  You  must  have  patience,  madam. 

L.  Macd.  He  had  ih'-w 

His  flight  was  madness:  When  our  actions  du  di>i 
Our  fears  do  make  us  traitors. 

Rtjaae.  You  know  not. 

Whether  it  was  his  wisdom  or  his  iter. 

L.  Macd.  Wisdom !  to  leave  bis  wife,  to  leave  hj 
babes. 
His  mansion,  and  his  titles,  in  a  place 
From  whence  himself  does  fly?  He  loves  us  not; 
He  wants  the  natural  touch :  for  the  poor  wren. 
The  most  diminutive  of  birds,  will  fight. 
Her  young  ones  in  her  nest,  against  Uie  owL 
All  is  the  fear,  and  nothing  is  the  love; 
As  little  is  the  wisdom,  where  the  flight 
So  runs  against  all  reason. 

Roaae.  ^Iy  dearest  cox, 

I  pray  you,  school  yourself:  But,  for  your  husbiD« 
He  is  noble,  wise,  judicious,  and  best  knowv 
The  tits  oHhe  season.  I  dare  not  speak  much  furtbc 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  traitors. 
And  do  not  know  ouiselves;  when  we  bold  rumo 
From  what  we  fear,  vet  know  not  what  we  fear; 
But  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  sea, 
Each  way,  and  move. — I  take  my  leave  of  you: 
Shall  not  be  long  but  I'll  be  here  again  ^ 
Thinrs  at  the  worst  will  cease,  or  else  climb  upwir 
To  wnat  they  were  before.— My  pretty  cousin. 
Blessing  upon  you ! 

L.  Macd.  FatherM  he  is,  and  yet  he^  fatherU  ^ 

Roaae.  I  am  so  much  a  fool,  should  1  stay  lorue 
It  would  be  my  disgrace,  and  your  diacomlitrt: 
I  take  my  leave  at  once.  [ExU  Ri«^ 

L.  Macd.  Sirrah,  your  lalhcr*s  d«M< 

And  what  will  you  do  now?    How  will  you  \\\< 

Son.  As  birds  do,  mother. 

L.  Macd.  What,  with  worms  and  flir^ 

Son.  With  what  I  get.  I  mean;  and  ho  do  tih< 

L.  Macd.  Poor  bird!  ttiouMst  never  fear  the  u« 
nor  lime, 
The  pit-fall,  nor  the  gin. 

Son,  Why  should  I,  mother?    Poor  birds  tlM 
are  not  set  for. 
My  father  is  not  dead,  for  all  your  saying. 

L.  Macd.  Yes.  he  is  dead;  now  wilt  thou  do  i 
a  father? 

Son.  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  haaband  ? 

L,  Macd.  Why,  I  can  buy  me  twenty  at  ai 
market. 

Son.  Then  you'll  buy  'em  to  sell  agmin. 

L.   Macb.  Thou  speak'st  with  ali  thy  wit;  ai 
yet,  i'faith. 
With  wit  enough  for  thee. 

Son,  Was  my  fkther  a  traitor,  mother? 

L,  Macd,  Ay,  that  he  was. 

Son.  What  is  a  traitor  ? 

L.  Macd,  Why.  one  that  swears  and  lies 

Sun.  And  be  all  traitors,  that  do  so? 

L,  Maci,  Every  one  that  does  so  is  a  traitor,  at 
must  be  hanged 

Son,  And  must  they  all  be  hanged,  that  »%«<^ 
and  lie  ? 

L,  Macd,  Every  one. 

Son,  Who  must  hang  them? 

L,  Macd,  Why,  the  honest  men. 

Son,  Then  the  liars  and  swearers  are  IboK:  i 
there  are  liars  and  swearers  enough  to  bert  ! 
honest  men,  and  hang  up  thrm. 

L,  Macd.  Now,  God  help  thee.  Poor  monkc>  ! 
But  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  father ! 

Son.  If  he  were  dead,  you'd  weep  fbr  him :  iiw 
would  not,  it  were  a  good  sign  that  I  should  qui-< 
have  a  new  father. 

L.  Macd.  Poor  prattler!  how  thou  talkVt. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Meaa.  Bless  you,  fkir  dame!  I  am  not  to  you  Kim«| 
Thout^h  in  your  state  of  honor  1  am  pertert.* 
I  doubt,  some  danger  does  approach  you  Dea  h 
If  you  will  take  a  homely  ma;iVi  advice. 
Be  not  found  here;  hence,  with  your  little  ot.r<s 
To  fright  you  thus,  methinks,  I  am  too  sava^r ; 
To  do  worse  to  you,  were  fell  cruelty. 
Which  is  to  nigh  your  person.    Heaven  pn*v>' 

you! 
I  dare  aSide  no  longer.  [Exit  Messmj 

L.  Macd.  Whither  should  I  d)  ! 

I  have  done  no  harm.    But  I  remember  n^m 

V I  am  perfectly  acquainted  with  your 
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Vet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn; 
For  it  siiall  strew  the  tbottiteps  of  my  riBing.— 
But  who  cornea  in  such  haste,  in  riding  robcst 
What  woman-post  is  this  <  bath  she  no  husbandi 
That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  herl 

Enter  Lady  Faulcoxbridge  and  James  Gurney. 

O  me!  it  is  my  mother:— How  now,  good  lady  1 
What  brings  you  here  to  court  so  hastily? 

Lady   F,    Where   is   that  slave,   thy  brother? 
vhere  is  he? 
That  holds  in  chase  mine  honor  up  and  down? 

Bast.  My  brother  Robert?  old  sir  Robertas  son? 
Colhrand  tne  giant,  that  same  mighty  man? 
Is  it  sir  Robertas  8on,  that  you  seek  so? 

Laiy   F.   Sir  Robertas  son!    Ay,  thou  unreve- 
rent  boy. 
Sir  Robcrl^M  son:  Why  scomM  thou  at  sir  Robert? 
He  is  sir  Robert's  son;  and  so  art  tliou. 

Bast,  Jame»  Gurney,  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  a 
while? 
Gu^.  Good  leave,  good  Philip. 

Bos/.  Philip?— sparrow!— James, 

There's  toys*  abroad;  anon  lUl  tell  thee  more. 

[Exit  Gurney. 
Madam,  I  was  not  old  sir  Robert's  son; 
Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  part  in  me 
I'pon  Good-Friday,  and  ne*cr  Broke  his  fast: 
Sir  Robert  could  do  well;  Marry  (to  confess!) 
Could  he  get  me?  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it; 
We    know   his    handy-work :  — Therefore,   good 

mother. 
To  whom  um  I  beholden  for  these  limbs  t 
Sir  Robert  never  holp  to  make  this  leg. 

Laiy  F,  Hast  thou  conspired  with  thy  brother  too, 
That  lor  thine  own  gam  shouldst  defend  mine 

honor  ? 
What  means  this  scorn,  thou  most  untoward  knave? 


Boat.   Knight,  knight,  good  mother, — ^Basiliacc 
like:* 
What!  I  am  ^ubb'd;  I  have  it  on  my  shoulder 
But,  mother,  I  am  not  sir  Robert's  son , 
I  have  disclaimed  sir  Robert^  and  my  land; 
Legitimation,  name,  and  all  is  gone: 
Then,  good  my  mother,  let  me  loiow  my  fitther; 
Some  proper  man,  I  hope;  Who  was  it,  mother? 

Lady   F.    Hast  thou  denied  thyself  a  Faulooo- 
bridge? 

Bast.  As  mithfully  as  I  deny  the  deviL 

Lady   F.   King  Richard  Cceur-de-tioa  was  tbj 
father; 
By  long  and  vehement  suit  I  was  seduced 
To  make  room  for  him  in  my  husband's  bed: — 
Heaven  lay  not  my  transgression  to  my  charge! 
Thou  art  the  issue  of  my  dear  offence. 
Which  was  so  strongly  urged,  past  my  defence 

Ba8t.  Now,  by  this  li^ht,  were  I  to  get  agaiik 
Madam,  I  would  not  wish  a  better  father. 
Some  sins  do  bear  their  privilege  on  earth. 
And  so  doth  yours;  your  fault  was  not  your  (<*l\y* 
Needs  must  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  dtspcMse,- ' 
Subjected  tribute  to  commanding  love, — 
Against  whose  f\jry  and  unmatched  force 
The  awlcss  lion  could  not  wage  the  fight. 
Nor  keep  his  princely  heart  ^om  Richard^s  han>l 
He,  that  perforce  robs  lions  of  their  hearts. 
May  easily  win  a  woman's.    Ay,  my  mother. 
With  all  my  heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  father! 
Who  lives  and  dares  but  say,  thou  diast  not  well 
When  I  was  got^  I'll  send  his  soul  to  hell. 
Come,  lady,  I  will  show  thee  to  my  kin; 

And  they  shall  say,  when  Richard  me  be^ot» 
If  thou  had'st  said  him  nay,  it  had  been  sin ; 

Who  says  it  was,  he  lies;  I  say,  Hwaa  not. 

[Exeunt 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I.— France.    B ff ore  ike  Walls  qf  Angleifi, 

EntcTf  on  one  nie^  the  Archduke  qf  Austria,  and 
Forett;  on  the  others  Philip,  Kinf(  of  France, 
and  Forces;  Lewis,  Constance,  Arthur,  and 
Attendants. 

Lew.  Before  Anglers  well  met,  brave  Austria.- 
Arthur,  the  great  tore-runner  of  thy  blood, 
Richard,  that  robb'd  the  lion  of  his  heart. 
And  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Palestine, 
By  this  brave  duke  came  early  to  his  gn^ive: 
And,  for  amends  to  his  posterity. 
At  our  importance,'  hither  is  he  come. 
To  spread  his  colors,  boy,  in  thy  behalf; 
And  to  rebuke  the  usurpation 
Of  the  unnatural  uncle,  English  John: 
Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither. 

Ar/h.  God  shall  forgive  you  Cceur-de-lion's  death. 
The  rather,  that  you  give  his  offspring  life. 
Shadowing  their  right  under  your  wings  of  war: 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  powerless  hand. 
But  with  a  heart  f\ill  of  unstained  love: 
Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Angiere,  duke. 

Lew.  A  noble  boy!  Who  would  not  do  thee  right? 

Aust.  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kiss, 
A*  seal  to  this  indenture  or  my  love; 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return. 
Till  Angiers  and  the  right  thou  hast  in  France, 
Together  with  that  pale,  that  white-faced  shore. 
Whose  foot  spurns  back  the  ocean's  roaring  tides. 
And  coops  from  other  lands  her  islanders. 
Even  till  that  England,  hedg'd  in  with  the  main, 
The  water-walled  bulwark,  still  secure 
And  confident  fh>m  foreign  purposes, 
Even  till  that  utmost  corner  of  the  west 
Salute  thee  for  her  king;  till  then,  fiiir  boy, 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  arms. 

Const.    O,  take  his  motlier's  thanks,  a  widow's 
thaiuGS, 
Till  your  strong  hand  shall  help  to  give  him  strength, 
lu  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love. 

Aust*  The  peace  of  heaven  is  theirs,  that  UA 
their  swords 
In  Burh  a  just  and  charitable  war. 


*  Idls  rsports 
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K.  Phi.  Well  then,  to  work;  our  cannon  sh^ 
be  bent 
Against  the  brows  of  this  resisting  town. 
Call  for  our  chiefest  men  of  discipline. 
To  cull  the  plots  of  best  advantages;* — 
We'll  lay  before  this  town  our  royal  bom^. 
Wade  to  the  market-place  in  Frenchmen^  b!aiNi 
But  we  will  make  it  subject  to  this  boy. 

Const.  Stay  for  an  answer  to  your  emhafl^*. 
Lest  unadvis'd  you  stain  your  sword  with  bfoo-1: 
My  lord  Chatillon  may  fVom  England  brine 
That  right  in  |5eace,  which  here  we  ur^e  in  war; 
And  then  we  shall  repent  each  drop  of  blood. 
That  hot  rash  haste  so  indirectly  shed. 

Enter  Chatillox. 

K.  Phi.  A  wonder,  lady !— lo,  upon  thy  wish. 
Our  messenger  Chatillon  is  arrivM. — 
What  England  says,  say  briefly.  gentl«  lord. 
We  coldly  pause  ror  thee;  Chatillon,  epeak. 

Chat.  Then  turn  your  forces  fh>m  this  paltry  «icrc 
And  stir  them  up  against  a  mightier  tasiu 
England,  impatient  of  your  iust  demands, 
Hatn  put  himself  in  arms;  tne  adverse  mrinda. 
Whose  leisure  I  have  staid,  have  givvn  him  tim< 
To  land  his  legions  all  as  soon  as  I : 
His  marches  are  expedient*  to  this  town. 
His  forces  strong,  his  soldiers  confldent. 
With  him  along  is  come  the  mother-queen. 
An  At^,*  stirring  him  to  blood  and  strifr; 
With  her  her  niece,  the  lady  Blanch  ofSpaui; 
With  them  a  bastard  of  the  king  decea^M: 
And  all  the  unsettled  humors  of  the  land«— 
Rash,  inconsiderate,  fiery  voluntarie«. 
With  ladies'  fores  and  fierce  dragons'  aplrenit. — 
Have  sold  their  fortunes  at  their  native  hoin«.«. 
Bearing  their  birthrights  proudly  on  their  iMtcka, 
To  make  a  hazard  of  new  fortunes  hen. 
In  brief,  a  braver  choice  of  dauntlesn  spirib* 
Than  now  the  English  bottoms  have  wait  oVr 
Did  never  float  upon  the  swelling  tide, 

"  A  charaacter  in  an  oM  draoia  called  Smiiwt^m  «n 
Ptrteda. 
I  Beit  lUtioDS  to  over-awe  the  town, 
t  Immedisie,  expsditiori      ■  The  Godilea*  •'  fe 
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Bast*  Keep  the  peace,  I  sav. 

SaL  Stand  by,  or  I  shall  gall  you,  Faulconbnage. 

Bast,  Thou  wert  better  gall  the  devil,  Salisbury : 
If  thou  but  f^own  on  me,  or  stir  thy  foot. 
Or  teach  thy  hasty  spleen  to  do  me  shame, 
V\\  strike  tliee  dead.    Put  up  thy  sword  botime; 
Or  I'll  so  maul  you  and  your  toasting-iron, 
That  you  shall  think  tlie  devil  is  come  from  hell. 

Big,   What  wilt  thou  do,  renowned  Faulcon- 
bridge  1 

a  villain,  and  a  murderer! 
Lord  Bigot,  I  am  none. 

Who  killM  this  prince  1 

Hiib,  'Tis  not  an  hour  since  I  IcH  him  well: 
I  honorM  him,  I  lovM  him ;  and  will  weep 
My  date  of  life  out.  for  his  sweet  lifers  loss. 

SaL  Trust  not  tnose  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes, 
For  villany  is  not  without  such  rheum  ;^ 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  seem 
Like  rivers  of  remorse*  and  innocency. 
Away,  with  me,  all  you  whose  souls  abhor 
The  uncleanly  savors  of  a  slaughter-house, 
For  I  am  stifled  with  the  smell  of  sin. 

Big.  Away,  toward  Bury,  to  the  Dauphin  there. 

Pern,  There,  tell  the  king,  he  may  inquire  us  out. 

[Exeunt  Lords. 

Boat*  Kerens  a  good  world !— Knew  you  of  this 
fair  work! 
Beyond  the  inflnite  and  boundless  reach 
Of  mercy,  if  thou  didst  this  deed  of  death. 
Art  thou  damnM,  Hubert. 

Hub,  Do  but  hear  me,  sir. 

Bast,  Ha!  V\\  tell  thee  what; 
Thou  art  damnM  as  black— nay,  nothing  is  so  black; 
Thou  art  more  deep  damnM  than  prince  Lucifer: 
There  is  not  yet  so  ugly  a  fiend  of  hell 
As  thou  shalt  be,  if  tnou  didst  loll  tliis  child. 

Hub,  Upon  my  soul, 


Bast,  If  thou  didst  bat  ooosenl 

To  this  most  cruel  act,  do  but  despair. 
And,  if  thou  want^st  a  cord,  the  smallest  Jireart 
That  ever  spider  twisted  from  her  womb 
Will  serve  to  strangle  thee:  a  rush  wiU  be 
A  beam  to  hang  thee  on;  or  wouldst  thou  drown 

thyself, 
Put  but  a  little  water  in  a  spoon. 
And  it  shall  be  as  all  the  ocean, 

Enough  to  stifle  such  a  villain  up. 

I  do  suspect  thee  very  grievously. 

Hub,  If  I  in  act,  consent,  or  sin  of  tboucht. 
Be  guilty  of  the  stealing  that  sweet  breath 
Which  was  embounded  in  this  beauteous  clay. 
Let  hell  want  pains  enough  to  torture  me ! 
I  left  him  well. 

Bast.  €rO.  bear  him  in  thine  arma.^ 

I  am  amazM,  methinks;  and  lose  my  way 
Among  the  thorns  and  dangers  of  this  wofi  t— 
How  easy  dost  thou  take  all  England  up! 
From  forth  this  morsel  of  dead  royalty. 
The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  all  this  realm 
Is  ded  to  heaven ;  and  England  now  is  left 
To  tug  andscramble,and  to  part  by  the  teelh 
The  unowed*  interest  of  proud  swellini?  stat«. 
Now,  for  the  bare-pickM  bone  of  m^iesty. 
Doth  dogged  war  bristle  his  angry  crest. 
And  snarleth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace: 
Now  powers  ttova.  home,  and  discontents  at  b<  me, 
Meet  in  one  line ;  and  vast  confusion  waits 
(As  doth  a  raven  on  a  sick-&llen  beast) 
The  imminent  decay  of  wrested  pomp. 
Now  happy  he,  whose  cloak  and  cincture*  can 
Hold  out  this  tempest.    Bear  away  that  child. 
And  follow  me  with  speed:  PU  to  the  king; 
A  thousand  businesses  are  brief  in  hand. 
And  heaven  itself  doth  frown  upon  the  Und. 

\KxeunL 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I,— A  Room  in  the  Paiaee, 

Enter  Kino  John,  Pandulph  with  the  Crown,  and 

Attendants. 

K,  John.  Thus  have  I  yielded  up  into  your  hand 
The  circle  of  my  glory. 

Pand,  Take  again 

TGimn^  John  the  Crown, 
From  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  the  pope. 
Your  sovereign  greatness  and  authority. 

K,  John,  NOW  keep  your  holy  word:  go  meet 
the  French ; 
And  firom  his  holiness  use  all  your  powei 
To  stop  their  marches,  'fore  we  are  mflamed. 
Our  discontented  counties  do  revolt; 
Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience; 
Swearing  allegiance,  and  the  love  of  soul, 
To  stranger  blood,  to  foreign  loyalty. 
This  inundation  of  distempcrM  humor 
Rests  by  you  only  to  be  qualified. 
Then  pause  not;  for  the  present  time's  so  sick, 
That  present  medicine  must  be  ministerM, 
Or  overthrow  incurable  ensues. 

Pand.  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  tempest  up, 
Upon  your  stubborn  usage  of  the  pope: 
3ut  since  you  are  a  gentle  convertite,* 
My  tongue  shall  hush  a^ain  this  storm  of  war. 
And  make  fair  weather  m  your  blustering  land. 
( ii  this  Ascension-day.  remember  well, 
Upon  your  oath  of  service  to  the  pope, 
Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  arms.  [Exit 

K.  John,  Is  this  Ascension-day  t    Did  not  the 
prophet 
8av,  that,  before  Ascension-day  at  noon. 
M\  crown  I  should  give  oUTl  Even  so  I  nave: 
I  did  suppose  it  should  be  on  constraint; 
Sut  .leaven  be  thankM,  it  is  but  voluntary. 

Enter  the  Bastard. 

Bohi.  All  Kent  hath  yielded;  nothing  there  holds 
out, 
But  Dover  castle:  London  hath  receivM, 
Like  a  kind  host,  the  Dauphin  and  his  powers: 
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Your  nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone 
To  ofifer  service  to  your  enemy; 
And  wild  amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
The  little  number  of  your  doubtfkil  frienda. 

K.  John.  Would  not  my  lords  return  to  me  ai^ain, 
After  they  heard  youn^  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

Bast.  They  found  him  dead,  and  cast  into  tba 
streets; 
An  empty  casket,  where  the  jewel  of  life 
By  some  curst  hand  was  robbM  and  ta'en  away. 

K.  John.  That  villain  Hubert  told  me  he  did  live. 

Bast.  So,  on  my  soul,  he  did,  lor  aught  he  knew. 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop?  why  look  yuu  «ad  * 
Be  great  in  act,  as  you  have  been  in  thought; 
Let  not  the  world  see  fear,  and  sad  distrust. 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  kinfly  eye: 
Be  stirring  as  the  time;  be  fire  with  fire: 
Threaten  the  threat^ner.  and  outfiicc  the  browr 
Of  bragging  honor:  so  shall  inferior  eyes. 
That  borrow  their  behaviors  fVom  the  groat. 
Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 
The  dauntless  spirit  of  resolution. 
Away;  and  glister  like  the  god  of  war. 
When  he  intcndeth  to  become  the  field: 
Show  boldness,  and  aspiring  confidence. 
What,  shall  they  seek  the  lion  in  his  den. 
And  fright  him  there?  and  make  him  tremble  thervt 
O,  let  it  not  be  said !— Forage,  and  run 
To  meet  displeasure  further  fVom  the  doors; 
And  grapple  with  him«  ere  he  comes  so  nif  h. 

K.  John.  The  legate  of  the  pope  hath  b«.H2D  witfa 
me. 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him; 
And  he  hath  promisM  to  dismiss  the  powers 
Led  by  the  Dauphin. 

Baal.  0  inglorio  us  league : 

Shall  we,  upon  the  footing  of  our  land. 
Send  fair-play  orders,  anoTmake  compromHH. 
Insinuation,  parley,  and  base  truce. 
To  arms  invasive f  Shall  a  beardless  do^. 
A  cockerM*  silken  wanton,  bnivc  our  fieldiK, 
And  dpsh  his  spirit  in  a  warlike  soil. 
Mocking  the  air  with  colors  idly  sproor , 
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M^'&n  time,  let  this  defend  my  loyalty, — 
B\  alJ  my  hopes,  most  fiilsely  doth  he  he. 

'B*4ing.  PaJe  trembling  coward,  there  I  throw 
my  gage, 
Diitc!aiiiiiii^  here  the  kindred  of  a  king; 
And  lay  aside  my  high  blood^s  royalty, — 
Which  fipar,  not  reverence,  makes  thee  to  except: 
li\^.lty  dread  hath  left  thee  so  much  strengtli, 
Ak  to  take  up  mine  honor's  pawn,  then  stoop; 
Hy  that,  and  all  the  rights  ot  knighthood  else, 
\V'  ill  1  make  good  against  thee,  arm  to  arm. 
What  I  have  spoke,  or  thou  canst  worse  devise. 

AVir.  I  take  it  up;  and,  by  that  sword  I  swear, 
Which  gently  laid  my  knighthood  on  my  shoulder, 
i'U  answer  tHee  in  any  tair  degree. 
Or  chivalrous  design  of  knightly  trial: 
And,  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light. 
It  1  be  traitor,  or  unjustly  fight! 

AT.  Rich.  What  doth  our  cousin  lay  to  Mowbray's 
charge  1 
It  must  be  great,  that  can  inherit  us 
^4>  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Btdin^,  Look,  what  I  speak  my  life  shall  prove 
It  true; — 
That  Mowbray  hath  receiv'd  eight  thousand  nobles, 
I'l  name  of  iendings  for  your  highness'  soldiers; 
The  which  he  hath  detained  for  lewd  employments, 
Like  a  false  traitor,  and  iiiiuriou^  villain. 
Beside*  1  say,  and  will  in  battle  prove, — 
<  n  h^re,  or  clswhere,  to  the  furthest  verge 
TJiat  ever  was  survey'd  by  English  eye, — 
Ttiixt  all  the  treasons,  for  these  eighteen  years 
Lomplotted  and  contrived  in  this  land, 
Fetch  from  false  Mowbray  their  first  liead  and  spring. 
Further  I  say, — and  further  will  maintain 
L  ;"on  his  bad  life,  to  make  all  this  good,— 
Ti^t  he  did  plot  the  duke  of  Gloster's  death ; 
>  Jc^cst  his  soon-believing  adversaries; 
And,  consequently,  like  a  traitor  coward, 
sluiced  out  his  innocent  soul  through  streams  of 

blood  r 
Which  blood,  like  sacrificing  Abel's,  cries, 
Even  from  the  tongueless  caverns  of  the  earth, 
T'j  me,  for  justice,  and  rough  chastisement; 
And,  by  the  glorious  wortli  of  my  descent, 
Trji»  arm  shall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  spent. 

A'.  Riek.  How  high  a  pitch  his  resolution  soars! — 
Tiiomas  of  Norfolk,  what  say'st  thou  to  this? 

S41T.  O,  let  my  sovereign  turn  away  his  face, 
And  bid  his  ears  a  httle  while  be  deaf, 
Till  I  have  told  this  slander  of  his  blood. 
How  God,  and  good  men,  hate  so  foul  a  liar. 

K.  Rich.  Mowbray,  impartial  are  our  eyes,  and 
eains: 
Were  he  my  brother,  nay.  my  kingdom's  heir, 
As  he  ie  but  my  (iEither's  brother's  son,) 
Now  by  my  sceptre's  awe  1  make  a  vow, 
Such  oeight>or  nearness  to  our  sacred  blood 
Snould  nothing  privilege  him,  nor  partialize 
The  unstooping  firmness  of  my  upright  soul; 
He  is  our  subject,  Mowbray,  so  art  thou; 
Fri'e  speech,  and  fearless,  1  do  thee  allow. 

ytjr.  Then,  Bolingbroke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart, 
Through  the  false  passage  of  thy  throat,  thou  licst, 
Three  parts  of  that  receipt  I  had  for  Calais, 
DisbursM  1  duly  to  his  highness'  soldiers: 
Tne  other  part  reserv'd  I  Gy  consent; 
For  ih»t  my  sovereign  liege  was  in  my  debt, 
1  ym:>n  remainder  of  a  dear  account. 
Mnce  last  1  went  to  France  to  fetcn  his  queen: 

Now    sw^low    down    that   lie. For    Gloster's 

death ,~ 
I  slew  him  not;  but  to  my  own  disgrace, 
Neglected  my  sworn  duty  in  that  case.— 
For  joa,  my  noble  lord  of  Lancaster, 
The  honorable  &ther  to  my  toe, 
imcc  did  I  lay  in  ambush  lor  your  life, 
\  trespatfa  tliat  doth  vex  my  grieved  soul: 
BqL,  ere  I  last  receiv'd  the  sacrament, 
I  did  confers  it;  and  exactly  begg'd 
^  our  grace's  pardon,  and,  I  hope,  I  had  it. 
rtiis  is  my  fault:  As  for  the  rest  appeal'd, 
It  iasuen  from  the  rancor  of  a  villain^ 
\  recreant  and  most  degenerate  traitor: 
Which  in  myself  I  boldly  will  defend; 
Vnd  interchangeably  hurl  down  my  gage 
L  pon  thia  overweening  traitor's  foot, 
To  prove  myself  a  loyal  gentleman 
£ven  in  the  best  blood  chanr.ber'd  in  bis  bosom : 


In  haste  whereof,  most  heartily  I  pray 
Your  highness  to  assign  our  tnal  day. 

K.  Rich.  Wrath-kindled  gentlemen,  bo  rul'd  b% 
me; 
Let's  purge  this  cnoler  without  letting  blood: 
This  we  prescribe,  though  no  physician; 
Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incision : 
Forget,  forgivtf;  conclude,  and  be  agreed; 
Our  doctors  say,  this  is  no  time  to  bleed. — 
Good  uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun; 
We'll  calm  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  you  your  son. 

Gaunt.  To  be  a  makc-iieace  shall  become  my  age^ 
Throw  down«  my  son^  the  duke  of  Norfolk's  gage. 

K,  Rich,  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 

Gaunt,  When,  Harry!  when ^ 

Obedience  bids,  I  should  not  bid  again. 

K,  Rich,  Norfolk,  throw  down ;  we  bid ;  there  i# 
NO  boot.* 

A'or.  Myself  1  throw,  dread  sovereign,  at  tiiy  foot: 
My  lite  thou  shaft  command,  but  not  my  shame 
The  one  my  duty  owes;  but  my  fair  name, 
(Despite  of  death,  that  hves  upon  my  grave,) 
To  dark  dishonor's  use  thou  shalt  not  have. 
I  am  disgraced,  impeach'd,  and  baffled  here; 
Pierced  to  the  soul  witli  slander's  veiiom'd  si>car; 
The  whidi  no  balm  can  cure,  but  his  heart-b(ood 
Which  breath'd  this  poison. 

K,  Rich.  Rage  must  be  withstood; 

Give  me  kis  gage: — Lions  make  leopards  tame. 

Mvr,  Yea  but  not  change  tlieir  spots:  take  bu^ 
my  shame. 
And  I  resign  my  gage.    My  dear  dear  lord. 
The  purest  treasure  mortal  times  aflbrd, 
Is — s]X)tless  reputation;  that  away. 
Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay. 
A  jewel  in  a  len-tiracs-barr'd-up  chest 
1h — a  bold  spirit  in  a  loyal  breast; 
Mine  honor  is  my  life;  both  grow  in  one; 
Take  honor  from  mc,  and  my  lite  is  done: 
Then,  dear  my  liege,  mine  honor  let  me  try; 
In  that  1  live,  and  tor  that  will  1  die. 

K,  Rich.  Cousin,  throw  down  your  gage;  do  you 
begin. 

Boling.  (),  God  defend  my  soul  from  such  foul  siu 
Shall  1  seem  crest-fallen  in  iny  father^s  sight  ? 
Or  with  pate  beggar-fear  impeach  my  height 
Before  this  out-dared  dastard?  Ere  my  tongue 
Khali  wound  mine  honor  with  such  feeble  wrong 
Or  sound  so  bat»e  a  parte,  my  teeth  shall  tear 
The  slavish  motive  of  recaiiiing  fear; 
And  spit  it  blcedinfi  in  his  high  disgrace. 
Where  shame  dotn  harbor,  even  in  Mowbray's 
face.  \Exii  Gaunt 

K.  Rich.  We  were  not  bora  to  sue,  but  to  com- 
mand: 
Which  since  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  friends, 
Bo  ready  as  your  lives  shall  answer  it. 
At  Coventry,  upon  saint  Lambert's  day; 
There  shall  your  swords  and  lances  arbitrate 
The  swelling  diHerence  of  your  settled  hate; 
Since  we  cannot  atone*  you,  we  shall  see 
Justice  design*  the  victor's  chivalry. — 
Marshal,  command  our  officers  at  arms 
Be  ready  to  direct  these  home-alarms.       [E^euni 

SCENE  U,—The  same,    A  Room  in  the  Duke  qf 
Lancaster's  Palace, 

Enter  Gaunt  and  Duchess  of  Gloster. 

Gaunt.  Alas!  the  part  1  bad  in  Gloster's  bloos 
Doth  more  solicit  me,  than  your  exclaims, 
To  stir  against  the  butchers  of  his  life. 
But  since  correction  lieth  in  those  hands. 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  correct, 
Put  we  our  quarrel  to  the  will  of  heaven; 
Who,  when  ne  sees  the  hours  ripe  on  earth. 
Will  rain  hot  vengeance  on  offende  s'  heads. 

Duch,  Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  sharper  spur! 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  firel 
Edward's  seven  sons,  whereof  thyself  art  one. 
Were  as  seven  phials  of  his  sacred  blood. 
Or  seven  fair  branches  springing  from  one  root: 
Some  of  those  seven  are  dried  by  nature's  course, 
Some  of  those  branches  by  the  destinies  cut : 
But,  Thomas,  my  dear  lord,  my  life,  mv  Gloster.- 
One  phial  full  of  Edward's  sacred  blooo. 
One  flourishing  branch  of  his  most  royal  root, — 
Is  crack'd,  and  all  tlie  precious  liquor  spilt; 

*No  adrantage  Indelay        « Reconcile.       *fSLtm 
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The  plate,  coin  revenu  !h,  and  moveables. 
Whereof  our  uncle  Gaunt  did  stand  posseesM. 

Yffrk.  How  Ifinj^  ghall  1  be  patient !  Ah,  how  long 
Shall  tender  duty  make  me  suflbr  wron^! 
Not  Glostrr's  death,  nor  Hereford^a  iM&nishment, 
Not  Gaunt^s  rebukes,  nor  En^land^s  private  wrongs, 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  Bolingbroke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  disgrace. 
Have  ever  made  me  sour  my  patient  cheek, 
Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  sovereign's  Ikce.— 
1  am  the  last  of  noble  Edward's  eons, 
Of  whom  thy  &ther,  prince  of  Wales,  was  first; 
In  war,  was  never  lion  raged  more  fierce^ 
In  peace  was  never  gentle  lamb  more  mild, 
Than  was  that  young  and  princely  gentleman: 
His  face  thou  hast,  for  even  so  lookM  he. 
Accomplished  with  the  number  of  thy  houre; 
But.  when  he  ft'own'd.  it  was  against  the  French, 
And  not  ai^inst  his  friends:  his  noble  hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  spend,  and  spent  not  that 
Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  won : 
Hi8  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred's  blood, 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 
O,  Richard!  York  is  too  lar  gone  with  grief, 
Or  else  he  never  would  compare  between. 
,  IT.  Rich,  Why,  uncle,  what's  the  matter? 

York.  O,  my  liege. 

Pardon  me  if  you  please;  if  not,  I,  pleas'd 
Not  to  be  paraon'a,  am  content  withal. 
Seek  you  to  seize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands. 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  banish'd  Hereford? 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead?  and  doth  not  Hereford  live? 
Was  not  Gaunt  just  ?  and  is  not  Harry  true? 
Did  not  the  one  deserve  to  have  an  heir? 
Is  not  his  heir  a  well-deserving  son  ? 
Take  Hereford's  rights  away,  and  take  from  time 
His  charters  and  his  customary  rights; 
Let  not  to-morrow  then  ensue  to-day; 
Be  not  thyself,  for  how  art  thou  a  king. 
But  by  fair  sequence  and  succession! 
Now,  afore  God  (God  forbid.  I  say  true!) 
If  you  do  wrongfully  seize  Hereford's  righti, 
Call  in  the  letters  patent  that  he  hath 
By  his  attornies-general  to  sue 
His  livery,"  and  deny  his  offer'd  homage, 
You  pluck  a  thousand  dangers  on  your  head, 
You  lose  a  thousand  well-disposedhearts. 
And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  those  thoughts 
Wliicn  honor  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 

K.  Rich,  Think  what  you  will;  we  seize  into  our 
hands 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money,  and  his  lands. 

York.  I'll  not  be  by  the  while:  My  liege,  Are 
well: 
What  will  ensue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell; 
But  by  bad  courses  may  be  understood, 
That  their  events  can  never  fiill  out  good.      [Exit. 

K,  Rich.  Go,  Bushy,  to  the  eari  of  Wiltshire 
straight; 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-house, 
To  see  this  business :  To-morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland:  and  'tis  time,  I  trow; 
And  we  create,  in  aoscnce  of  ourself. 
Our  uncle  York  lord  governor  of  England, 
For  he  is  just  and  always  lov'd  us  well. — 
Come  on,  our  queen :  to-morrow  must  we  part ; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  stay  is  short.    [Flourish. 
[Exettni  KiHG,  Quebk,  Bushy,  Aumerle, 
Greek,  and  Baoot. 

North.  Well,  lords,  the  duke  of  Lancaster  is  dead. 

Rom.  And  living  too ;  for  now  his  son  is  duke. 

JVilln.  Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenue. 

North.  Richly  in  both,  if  justice  had  her  right 

Rou.  My  heart  is  great;  but  it  must  break  with 
silence, 
Ere't  bo  disburden'd,  with  a  liberal  tongue. 

North.  Nay,  speak  thy  mind;  and  let  him  ne'er 
speak  more, 
That  speaks  thy  words  again,  to  do  thee  harm ! 

WUlo.  Tends  that  thou'dst  speak,  to  the  duke  of 
Hereford  ! 
If  it  be  so,  out  with  it  boldly,  man; 
Quick  is  mine  ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

R**$8.  No  good  at  all,  that  f  can  do  for  him ; 
UnluM  you  call  it  good  to  pity  him, 
Bereft  and  gelded*  of  his  patrimony. 

North.    Now,   afore   heaven,  'tis  shame,  such 
wrongs  are  borne. 


Qlala  pofseisioB ;  a  law  tsrv. 


*  Deprived. 


In  him  a  royal  prince,  and  many  more 

Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land. 

The  king  is  not  himself,  but  basely  led 

Bv  flatterers;  and  what  they  will  inform. 

Merely  in  hate,  'gainst  any  of  us  all. 

That  will  the  king  severely  prosecute 

'Gainst  us,  our  lives,  our  cnildren,  and  our  ban. 

Ross.  The  commons  hath  he  pill'd  *■  with  grievca 
taxes, 
And  lost  their  hearts;  the  nobles  hath  he  fined 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  lost  their  bean& 

WUio*  And  daily  new  exactions  are  devisM; 
As  blanks,  benevolences,  and  I  wot  not  what: 
But  what,  o'God's  name,  doth  become  of  this? 

North.  Wars  have  not  wasted  it,  for  warr'd  he 
hath  not. 
But  basely  yielded  upon  compromise 
That  which  his  ancestors  actiiev'd  with  blow&: 
More  hath  he  spent  in  peace,  than  they  in  wan. 

Ross.  The  earl  of  Wiltshire  hath  the  realm  in 
farm. 

Willo.  The  king's  grown  bankrupt,  like  a  broken 
man. 

North.  Reproach,  and  dissolution,  haugeth  over 
him. 

Ross.  He  hath  not  money  for  these  Iriah  waxa. 
His  burdenous  taxations  notwitlistanding. 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  banish'd  duke. 

North.  His  noble  kinsman:  most  degenerate  kiog! 
But,  lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  tempe«t  sing, 
Yet  seek  no  shelter  to  avoid  the  storm : 
We  see  the  wind  sit  sore  upon  our  sails. 
And  yet  we  strike  not,  but  securely  penah.* 

Ross.  We  see  the  very  wreck  that  we  must  sufler, 
And  unavoided  is  the  cunger  now. 
For  suffering  so  the  causes  of  our  wreck. 

North.  Not  so;  even  through  the  hoUow  eyes  of 
death, 
I  spy  life  peering;  but  I  dare  not  say 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 

IViUo.  Nay,  let  us  share  thy  thoughts,  as  thoo 
dost  ours. 

Ross.  Be  confident  to  speak,  Northumberland: 
We  three  are  but  thyself;  and,  speaking  so. 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts;  therefore  be  bold. 

North.  Then  thus:->I  have  from  Port  Je  Blanc,  t 
bay 
In  Brittany,  receiv'd  intelligence. 
That  Harry  Hereford,  Reignold  lord  Cobham, 

iThe  son  of  Richard  earl  of  Arundel,] 
'hat  late  broke  from  the  duke  of  Exeter, 
His  brother,  archbishop  late  of  Canterbury, 
Sir  Thomas  Erpin^ham,  sir  John  Ramstou, 
Sir  John  Norbery,sir  Robert  Waterton,and  Franot 

Quoint. 

All  these  well  rumish'd  by  the  duke  of  Bret*?ne, 
With  eight  tall*  ships,  three  tiiousand  men  oi  war. 
Are  maning  hither  with  all  due  expedienoe,* 
And  shortly  mean  to  tauch  our  northern  shore: 
Perhaps,  they  had  ere  this;  but  that  they  stay 
The  first  departing  of  the  king  for  Ireland. 
If  then,  we  shall  snake  offour  slavish  yoke. 
Imp*  out  our  drooping  countr)-'s  broken  wing. 
Redeem  firom  broking  pawn  the  blemish'd  crown. 
Wipe  off  the  dust  that  hides  our  sceptred  gill** 
And  make  high  majesty  look  like  itself, 
AwaVp  with  me,  in  post  to  Ravenspurg: 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  so. 
Stay,  and  be  secret,  and  myself  will  go. 
Ross.  To  horse,  to  horse!  urge  doubta  to  them 

that  fear. 
Willo.  Hold  out  my  horse,  and  I  -will  flrat  be  therp. 

[Kjpeu/U. 

SCENE  II.— 7V  sain«.   A  Room  in  the  Paiaoe. 

Enter  Queen,  Bcsbt,  and  Baoot. 

Bushy.  Madam,  your  majesty  is  too  tanch  sad: 
You  promis'd  when  you  parted  with  the  king, 
To  lay  aside  lifo-harming  heavincos. 
And  entertain  a  cheerAil  disposition. 

Queen.  To  please  the  king,  I  did;  to  please  ny* 
self, 
I  cannot  do  it;  jret  I  know  no  caoae 
Why  I  should  welcome  such  a  guest  as  grieC 
Save  bidding  fiueweli  to  so  sweet  a  guset 

>  Plllsgad.      *  Perish  by  confldf  nr«  la  oar  mmr'tf 

*  Stout.  •  Kxpevt  IUO& 

*  Sapply  with  new  fssthort  •OiMluf 
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Tn  all  hi*  land  and  seignories;  when  he'0  returnM, 
Ai^iinst  Aumeric  we  will  enforce  his  trial. 

Car,  That  honorable  day  shall  ne'er  be  seen.-- 
Many  a  time  hath  banish'd  Norfolk  fought 
Vox  jeiiu  Christ;  in  glorious  Christian  field 
Streaming  the  ensign  of  the  Christian  cross, 
Against  black  Pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens: 
And,  toiPd  with  works  of  war,  retired  himself 
To  Italy ;  and  there  at  Venice,  gave 
His  body  to  that  pleasent  country's  earth, 
And  his  pure  soul  unto  his  captain  Christ, 
Under  whose  colors  he  had  fought  so  long. 

Baling.  Why,  bishop,  is  Norfolk  dead  1 

Car,  As  sure  as  1  live,  my  lord. 

Baling,  Sweet  peace  conduct  his  sweet  soul  to 
the  bosom 
Of  good  old  Abraham !— Lords  appellants, 
Your  difference  shall  all  rest  under  gage, 
Till  we  assign  you  to  your  days  of  trial. 

Enter  York,  attended, 

York.  Great  duke  of  Lancaster,  I  come  to  thee 
From  plume-piuckM  Richard;  who  with  willing 

soul 
Adopts  thee  heir,  and  his  high  sceptre  yields 
To  tne  possession  of  thy  royal  hand: 
Ascend  his  throne,  descendmg  now  from  him,— 
And  long  live  Henry,  of  that  name  the  fourth! 

Baling,   In  God's  name,  I'll  ascend  the  regal 
throne. 

Car,  Marry,  God  forbid  !— 
Worst  in  this  royal  presence  may  I  speak. 
Yet  best  beseeming  me  to  speak  the  truth. 
Would  God,  that  any  in  this  noble  presence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  judge 
Of  noble  Richard;  then  true  nobless  would 
Learn  him  fbrbcarence  from  so  foul  a  wrong. 
What  subject  can  give  sentence  on  his  king] 
And  who  sits  here,  that  is  not  Richard's  subject? 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd,  but  they  are  by  to  hear, 
Although  apparent  guilt  be  seen  in  them  ; 
And  shall  the  figure  of  God's  majesty. 
His  captain,  steward,  deputy  elect, 
Anointed,  crowned,  planted  many  years. 
Be  judgM  by  subject  and  inferior  breath, 
And  he  himself  not  present?  O,  forbid  it,  €U>d, 
That,  in  a  Christian  climate,  souls  refined 
Should  show  so  henious,  black,  obscene  a  deed! 
I  speak  to  subiects,  and  a  subject  speaks, 
Stirr'd  up  by  neaven  thus  boldly  for  his  king. 
My  lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  king. 
Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hereford's  king: 
And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophesy, — 
The  blood  of  English  shall  manure  the  ground, 
And  future  ages  groan  for  this  foul  act; 
Peace  shall  go  sleep  with  Turks  and  Inhdels, 
And.  in  this  seat  of  peace,  tumultuous  wars 
Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  with  kind  contbiind; 
Disorder,  horror,  fear,  and  mutiny. 
Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  call'd 
The  field  of  Golgotha,  and  dead  men's  skulls. 
(),  if  thou  rear  this  house  against  this  house, 
It  will  the  woefullest  division  prove, 
That  ever  fell  upon  this  cursed  earth: 
Prevent,  resist  it,  let  it  not  be  so, 
Lest  child,  child's  children,  cry,  against  you— woe! 

North.  Well  have  you  argued,  sir;  and,  for  your 
pains. 
Of  capital  treason  we  arrest  you  here: 
My  lord  of  Westminster,  be  it  your  charge 
To  keep  him  safely  till  his  day  of  trial.— 
May't  please  you,  lords,  to  grant  the  commons'  suit 

lialing.  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common 
view 
He  may  surrender;  so  w»  shall  proceed 
Without  suspicion. 

Yirrk.  I  will  be  his  conduct.        [ExU, 

Baling.  Lords,  you  that  are  here  under  our  arrest, 
Procure  your  sureties  for  your  days  of  answer: — 
Little  are  we  beholden  to  your  love,  [To  Carliblk. 
And  little  look'd  for  at  your  helping  hands. 

Re-enter  York,  tvith  Kino  Richard,  and  OflUcers 
tfearing  ttie  Crown,  4*c. 

K,  Hxrh,  Alack,  why  am  I  sent  for  to  a  king, 
Before  1  have  shook  olf'the  regal  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reiim'd  1  I  hardly  yet  have  leam'd 
To  insinuate,  (latter,  bow,  and  bend  my  knee:— 
Give  sorrow  leave  a  while  to  tutor  me 


To  this  submission.    Yet  I  well  remember 
The  favors*  of  these  men:  Were  they  not  minel 
Did  they  not  sometime  cry,  all  hail !  to  me !—    . 
So  Judas  did  to  Christ:  but  he,  in  twelve. 
Found  truth  in  all  but  one;  I,  in  twelve  tbousa. 

none. 
God  save  the  king!— Will  no  man  say,  amen? 
Am  I  both  priest  and  clerk  ?  well  then,  amen. 
God  save  the  king!  although  I  be  not  he; 
And  yet,  a  men,  .if  heaven  do  think  him  me-- 
To  do  what  service  am  I  sent  for  hither! 

York,  To  do  that  office  of  thine  ow^n  good  will. 

Which  tired  majesty  did  make  thee  oiler, 

The  resignation  of  thy  state  and  crown 
To  Henry  Bolingbroke. 

K.  Rich,  Give  me  the  crown:— Here,  cousin, 
seize  the  crown ; 
Here,  on  this  side,  my  hiEUid;  on  that  side,  thine. 
Now  is  this  golden  crown  like  a  deep  well. 
That  owes*  two  buckets  filling  one  another; 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  air. 
The  other  down,  unseen,  and  full  of  water: 
That  bucket  down,  and  full  of  teaiK,  am  1, 
Drinking  my  grieik,  whilst  you  mount  up  on  hish. 

Baling.  I  thought  you  had  been  willing  to  rei'i;CB. 

K,  Rich.  My  crown,  I  am;  but  still  aiy  gricu  ar* 
mine: 
You  may  my  glories  and  my  state  depose. 
But  not  my  grief;  f^till  am  1  king  of  those. 

Baling.  Part  of  your  cares  you  give  me  with  you^ 
crown.  ! 

K,  Rich.  Your  cares  set  up  do  not  pluck  mj 
cares  down. 
My  care  is — loss  of  care,  by  old  care  done ; 
Your  care  is— gain  of  care,  by  new  care  won :         1 
The  cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  away; 
They  tend  the  crown,  yet  still  with  me  tliey  t«tav 

Baling.  Are  you  contented  to  resign  tlie  cruwn 

K,  Rwh,  Ay,  no;— no,  ay;— For  1  must  noti»i«' 
be; 
Therefore  no  no,  for  I  resign  to  thee. 
Now  mark  mc  how  I  will  undo  myself: — 
1  give  this  heavy  weight  from  off  my  head. 
And  this  unwicldly  sceptre  from  my  hand. 
The  pride  of  kingly  sway  from  out  my  heart; 
With  mine  own  tears  1  wash  away  my  balm.^ 
With  mine  own  hands  1  give  away  my  crown. 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  sacred  cute. 
With  mine  own  breath  release  all  duteous  oath«: 
All  pomp  and  majesty  I  do  forswear; 
My  manors,  rents,  revenues,  I  forego; 
My  acts,  decrees,  and  statute*,  1  deny: 
God  pardon  all  oaths,  that  ore  broke  to  me ! 
God  keep  all  vows  unbroke,  are  made  to  thee! 
Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothinz  uric^'t 
And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  hast  all  achievM' 
Long  niayst  thou  live  in  Richard's  seat  to  »it. 
And  soon  lie  Richard  in  an  earthly  pit! — 
God  save  king  Henry,  unking'd  Richard  aa^-s. 
And  send  him  many  year*  of  sunshine  day*!— 
What  more  remains  1 

North.  No  more,  but  that  you  rea 

[Offering  a  Pay 
These  accusations  and  these  grievous  cnmes. 
Committed  by  your  person,  and  your  foUowen. 
Against  the  state  and  profit  of  this  land; 
That,  by  confessing  them,  the  souls  of  men 
May  deem  that  you  arc  worthily  depos'd. 

AT.  Rich.  Must  I  do  HO?  and  must  I  ravel  out 
My  wcav'd  up  follies?  Gentle  Northumberland. 
If  thy  offences  were  upon  record. 
Would  it  not  shame  thee  in  so  fiiir  a  troop. 
To  read  a  lecture  of  them?  If  thou  would:^ 
There  shouldst  thou  find  one  henious  article, — 
Containing  the  deposing  of  a  king. 
And  cracking  the  strong  warrant  of  an  oath. — 
Mark'd  with  a  blot,  damn'd  in  the  book  of  lir 

ven:— 
Nay.  all  of  you,  that  stand  and  look  ui;H>n  me. 
Whilst  that  my  wretchedness  dotli  batt  myself. - 
Though  some  of  you,  with  Pilate,  wash  your  b%i^i: 
Showing  an  outward  pity;  yet  you  Pilate* 
Have  here  deliver'd  me  to  my  sour  crom. 
And  water  cannot  wash  away  your  atn. 

North.  My  lord,  despatch:  read  o'*r  thceae  ■ 
tides. 

A".  Rich,  Mine  eyes  are  Aill  of  tMra,  I  ca  la 
sec: 

*Coantenaiiees       'Owoa.     *(MI  of  ssavftcratVas 
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Baling.  Rise  up,  good  aunt. 

Duch.  Not  vet,  I  thee  beseech : 

For  ever  will  I  kneel  upon  my  Knees, 
And  never  see  day  that  the  happy  sees. 
Till  thou  fjive  joy;  until  thou  Did  me  joy, 
by  pardonmg  Rutland,  my  trans^essmg  boy. 

Aum.  Unto  my  mother^s  prayers,  I   bend  my 
knee.  [Kneels. 

York.  Against  them  both»  my  true  joints  bended 
be.  [Kneels. 

Ill  mayst  thou  thrive,  if  thou  grant  any  grace! 

Duen.  Pleads  he  in  earnest!  look  upon  his  face; 
His  eyes  do  drop  no  tears,  his  prayers  are  in  jest; 
His  words  come  ftoia  his  mouth,  ours  from  our 

breast : 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  denied: 
We  pray  with  heart,  and  soul,  and  alt  beside: 
His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rise,  I  know; 
Our  knees  shall  kneel  till  to  the  ground  they  grow : 
His  prayers  are  full  of  false  hypocrisy; 
Ours  of  true  zeal  and  deep  integrity. 
Our  prayers  do  out-pray  his;  then  let  them  have 
That  mercy  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 

Baling.  Good  aunt,  stand  up. 

Duck.  Nay,  do  not  say--stand  up; 

But,  pardon,  flrst;  and  afterwards,  stand  up. 
An  if  1  were  thy  nurse,  thy  tongue  to  teach, 
Pardon— should  be  the  Arst  word  of  thy  speech. 
I  never  longM  to  hear  a  word  till  now ; 
Say— pardon,  king;  let  pity  teach  thee  how: 
Tiie  word  is  short,  but  not  so  short  as  sweet; 
No  word  like,  pardon,  for  kings^  mouths  so  meet. 

York.  Speak  it  in  French,  king;  say,  pardonnez 
may.* 

Duck.  Dost  thou  teach  pardon  pardon  to  destroy? 
Ah,  my  sour  husband,  my  hard-hearted  lord. 
That  set'st  the  word  itself  against  the  word!— 
Speak,  pardon,  as  'tis  current  in  our  land; 
The  chopping  French  we  do  not  understand. 
Thine  eye  begins  to  speak,  set  thy  tongue  there: 
Or,  in  thy  piteous  heart  plant  thou  thine  ear; 
That,  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do  pierce, 
Pity  may  move  thee,  pardon  to  rcnearse. 

Ruling.  Good  aunt,  stand  up. 

Dtich.  I  do  not  sue  to  stand. 

Pardon  is  all  the  suit  I  have  in  hand. 

Baling.  I  pardon  him,  as  God  shall  pardon  me. 

Duck.  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee ! 
Yet  am  I  sick  lor  Icar:  speak  it  again ; 
Twice  saying  pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twain, 
But  makes  one  pardon  strong. 

Baling.  With  all  my  heart, 

I  pardon  him. 

Duck.         A  god  on  earth  thou  art. 

Baling.  But  lor  our  trusty  brother-in-law,— and 
the  abbot, 
With  alt  the  rest  of  that  consorted  crew. — 
Destruction  straight  shall  dog  them  at  the  heels. — 
Good  uncle,  help  to  order  several  powers 
To  Oxfoid.  or  where'er  these  traitors  are: 
They  shall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  swear, 
But  I  will  have  them,  if  I  once  knew  where. 
Uncle,  tkrewell,— and  cousin,  too,  adieu: 
Your  mother  well  hath  pray'd,and  prove  you  true. 

Duck.  Come,  my  old  sou;— I  pray  God  make 
thee  new.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Exton  and  a  Servant 

Exton.  Didst  thou  not  mark  the  king  what  words 
he  spake  1 
Have  I  no  friend  wiU  rid  me  oftkis  living  feca^y 
Was  it  not  SO: 

Serv.  Those  were  his  very  words. 

Exton.  Have  I  no  friend'/  quoth  he:  he  spake  it 
twice. 
And  urged  it  twice  together;  did  he  not! 

Serv.  He  did. 

Exton.  And  speaking  it,  he  wistfully  lookM  on  me; 
As  who  should  say,— I  would,  thou  wert  the  man 
That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart; 
Meaning,  the  kiuji;  at  Pomfret.    Come,  let's  go; 
I  am  the  King's  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  v.— Pomfret.    The  Ca^tU, 

Enter  King  Richard. 

K.  Rick.  I  have  been  studying  how  I  may  compare 
This  prison,  where  1  live,  unto  the  world: 

*  Excuse  me. 


I  And,  for  because  the  world  is  popolouB, 
And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  myself, 
I  cannot  do  it; — Yet  I'll  hammer  it  out« 
My  brain  I'll  prove  the  female  to  my  soul; 
My  soul,  the  latlier:  and  these  two  beget 
A  generation  of  still-breeding  thoughts. 
And  these  same  thoughts  people  this  little  world 
In  humors,  like  the  i>eople  of  this  world; 
For  no  thought  is  contented.    The  oetter  sort,— 
As  thoughts  oAhings  divine,— are  iritermix*d 
With  scruples,  and  do  set  the  word  ttsell' 
Against  the  word : 

As  thus,— Com«,  lUtle  ones;  and  then  asaiD,— 
It  is  as  hard  to  come,  as  far  a  comet 
To  thread  the  postern  *qf'a  needless  eve. 
Thoughts  tenaing  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 
Unlikely  wonders:  how  these  vain  weak  luuls 
May  tear  a  passage  through  the  flinty  rib«  i 

Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prison  walls 
And,  for  they  cannot,  die  m  their  own  pride.  , 

Thoughts  tending  to  content,  flatter  thenls<^ivesy-  | 
That  they  are  not  the  flrst  of  fortune's  slaves. 
Nor  shall  not  be  the  last;  like  siily  beggars. 
Who,  sitting  in  the  stocks,  refuge  their  shame. 
That  many  have,  and  others  must  sit  there: 
And  in  tins  thought  they  lind  a  kind  of  ea^^ 
Bearing  their  own  misfortune  on  the  back 
Of  such  as  have  before  endured  the  like. 
Thus  play  I,  in  one  person,  many  people. 
And  none  contented:  Sometimea  am  1  king,  i 

Then  treason  makes  me  wish  myself  a  beggar;       I 
And  so  I  am :  Then  crushing  penury  | 

Persuades  me  I  was  better  wtien  a  £ing; 
Then  am  I  king'd  again:  and,  by-and-bv* 
Think  tiiat  I  am  unking'd  by  BoJingbroke,  I 

And  straight  am  nothing: — but  what'er  1  am  j 

Nor  I,  any  man.  that  but  man  is. 
With  nothing  shall  be  pleas'd  till  he  be  easM 
With  being  nothing.— Music  do  I  hearl        [Musie 
Ha,  ha!  keep  time: — How  sour  sweet  music  ls. 
When  lime  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept! 
So  is  it  in  the  music  of  men's  lives. 
And  here  have  I  the  daintiness  of  ear. 
To  check  time  broke  in  a  disorder'd  string; 
But,  for  the  concord  of  my  state  and  time. 
Had  not  an  ear  to  hear  my  true  time  broke. 
I  wasted  time,  and  now  doth  time  waste  me. 
For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numb'ri»ic  clock 
My  thoughts  are  miuutes;  and,  with  sighs,  they  jai 
Tlieir  watches  on  to  mine  eves,  the  outwarxl  H-au:ii 
Whereto  my  finger,  like  a  dial's  point. 
Is  pointing  still,  in  cleansing  them  from  tean>. 
Now,  sir,  the  sounds  that  tell  what  hour  it  la. 
Are  clamorous  groans,  that  strike  upon  my  heart. 
Which  is  the  bell :  So  sighs,  and  tears,  and  ^rniaoji, 
Show  minutes,  times,  and  hours: — but  my  time 
Runs  posting  on  in  Bolingbroke^s  proud  joy. 
While  I  stand  fooling  here,  his  Jack  oHhe  clock.' 
This  music  mads  me,  let  it  sound  no  more; 
For  though  it  have  holp  madmen  to  their  wits. 
In  me,  it  seems  it  will  make  wise  men  mad. 
Yet  blessing  on  his  heart  that  gives  it  me! 
For  'tis  a  sign  of  love;  and  love  to  Richard 
Is  a  strange  brooch  in  this  all-hating  world. 

Enter  Groom. 

Groom,  Hail,  royal  prince! 

K.  Rick.  Thanks,  noble  pc«r 

The  cheapest  of  us  is  ten  groats  too  dear. 
What  art  thoul  and  how  comest  thou  hither. 
Where  no  man  never  comes,  but  that  sad  do,: 
That  brings  me  food,  to  make  misfortune  live? 

Groom,  i  was  a  poor  groom  of  thy  stable,  kir.s. 
When  thou  wert  king;  who,  travelling   toward 

York, 
With  much  ado,  at  length,  have  gotten  lsav« 
To  look  upon  my  sometiiue  master's  fluse. 
O,  how  it  yearn'd  mv  heart,  when  I  beheld*  I 

In  London  streets,  that  coronation  day,  I 

When  Bolingbroke  rode  on  roan  Barbary !  i 

That  horse,  that  thou  so  often  hast  besthd  ;  | 

That  hone,  that  I  so  carel'ully  have  dreasHl ! 

K.  Rick.  Rode  he  on  Barbary!  Tell  me,  srnti 
ftiend,  ' 

How  went  he  under  him  ? 

Groom.  So  proudly  as  if  he  disdainM  the  grouBiJ 

K»  Riek.  So  proud  that  Bolingbroke  wa«  onL 
back! 

•Little  gsU. 

1  Strike  for  him,  llks  «h«  flgnrs  of  a  nan  aa  a 
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p.  Hen.  Elae  he  had  been  damned  for  cozening 
the  devil. 

Poins.  But,  my  lads,  my  lads,  to-morrow  morn- 
ing, by  four  o'clock,  early  at  Gadsbiil :  There  are 
pilgrims  goin^  to  Canterbury  with  rich  ofierings, 
and  traders  riding  to  London  with  fat  purses:  I 
have  visors  for  you  all,  you  have  horses  for  your- 
selves: Gadshill  lies  to-night  in  Rochester:  I  have 
bespoke  supper  to-morrow  night  in  Eastcheap;  we 
may  do  it  as  secure  as  sleep:  If  you  will  go,  I  will 
stuti'  your  purses  full  of  crowns:  if  you  will  not, 
tarry  at  home,  and  be  hanged. 

Fal.  Hear  me,  Yedward;  if  I  tarry  at  home,  and 
go  not,  Vi\  hang  you  for  going. 

Poina,  You  will,  chops] 

Fal.  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one! 

P.  Hen.  Who,  I  rob?  I  a  thief!  not  I,  by  my 
faith. 

FoU.  There's  neither  honesty,  manhood,  nor 
good-fellowship  in  thee,  nor  thou  camest  not  of  the 
blood  royal,  ii  thou  darest  not  stand  for  ten  shil- 
lings. ^ 

P.  Hen.  Well,  then,  once  in  my  days  I'll  be  a 
madcap. 

FaL  Why,  that's  well  said. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  come  what  will.  111  tarry  at  home. 

FaL  By  the  Lord,  I'll  be  a  traitor  then,  when 
thou  art  King. 

P.  Hen.  I  care  not 

Poina.  Sir  John,  I  pr'ythee,  leave  the  prince  and 
me  alone ;  I  will  lay  him  down  such  reasons  for 
this  adventure,  that  he  shall  go. 

FaL  Well,  mayst  thou  have  the  spirit  of  persua- 
sion, laid  he  the  ears  of  piofiting,  tnat  what  thou 
sjpeakest  may  move,  and  what  he  hears  may  be  be- 
lieved, that  the  true  prince  ma)'  (for  recreation' 
sake)  prove  a  false  thief;  for  the  poor  abuses  of  the 
time  want  countenance.  Farewell:  You  shall  find 
uie  in  Rastctieap. 

P.  Hen.  Farewell,  thou  latter  sprine!  Farewell 
All-hallo wn  summer!*  [Exit  Falstafp. 

Poins*  Now,  my  good  sweet  honey  lord,  ride  with 
us  to-morrow;  1  nave  a  jest  to  execute,  that  I  can- 
not manage  alone.  Falstaff,  Bardolph,  Peto,  and 
Gadshill,  Hhall  rob  those  men  that  we  have  already 
waylaid;  yourself,  and  I,  will  not  be  there:  and 
when  they  have  the  booty,  if  you  and  I  do  not  rob 
them,  cut  this  head  from  my  shoulders. 

P.  Hen.  But  how  shall  we  part  with  them  in 
setting  forth  1 

Poins.  Wliy,  we  will  set  forth  before  or  after 
them,  and  appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  where- 
in it  is  at  our  pleasure  to  fail;  and  then  will  they 
adventure  upon  the  exploit  themselves;  which  they 
fitiall  have  no  sooner  achieved,  but  we'll  set  upon 
tliem. 

P.  Hen.  Ay,  but  'tis  like,  that  they  will  know  us, 
by  our  horses,  by  our  habits,  and  oy  every  other 
appointment,  to  Be  ourselves. 

Poins.  Tut!  our  horses  they  shall  not  see,  I'll  tie 
them  in  the  wood;  our  visors  we  will  change. after 
we  leave  them;  and,  sirrah,  I  have  canes  of  buck- 
ram for  the  nonce,"  to  inmask  our  noted  outward 
garments. 

P.  Hen.  But,  I  doubt,  they  will  bo  too  hard  for 
us. 

Poins.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be 
as  true-bred  cowards  as  ever  turned  back;  and  for 
the  third,  if  he  fight  longer  than  he  sec^  reason,  I'll 
IVjTswear  arms.  The  virtue  of  this  jest  will  be,  the 
incomprehensible  lies  that  this  same  fat  rogue  will 
tell  us.  when  we  meet  at  supper:  how  thirty,  at 
least,  no  fought  with;  what  wards, what  blows, 
what  extremities  he  endured;  and,  in  the  reproof 
of  this,  lies  the  iest. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  I'll  go  with  thee ;  provide  us  all 
things  necessary,  and  meet  me  to-morrow  night  in 
Eastcheap;  there  I'll  sup.    Farewell. 

Poins.  Farewell,  my  lord.  [Exit  PoiSB. 

P.  Hen.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  a  while  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humor  of  your  idleness: 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  sun; 
Who  doth  permit  the  base  contagious  clouds 
To  smother  up  his  beauty  from  the  world, 
That,  when  he  please  again  to  be  himself. 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wonder'd  at, 

*  The  ralae  of  a  coin  called  real  9r  ravat. 
•Fln<!  weather  at  All  hallovotlde,  (t.  c.  AU-Saints, 
Vav.  lit.)  if  called  an  All-halloirn  sammer.   'Occasion. 


By  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  mist? 

Of  vapors,  that  did  seem  to  strangle  him. 

If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays. 

To  sport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work; 

But  when  they  seldom  come,  they  wisfa'd-for  coon^ 

And  nothing  pleaseth  but  rare  accidents: 

So,  when  tins  loose  behaviour  I  throw  ofl^ 

And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promised. 

By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am, 

By  so  much  shall  I  falsify  men's  hopes; 

And,  like  bright  metal  on  a  sullen  groniid, 

My  reformation,  glittering  o'er  my  Auit, 

Shall  show  more  eoodly,  and  attract  more  eyes, 

Than  that  which  oath  no  foil  to  set  it  off. 

I'll  so  oifend,  to  make  offence  a  skill; 

Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  least  I  will. 

[EiiL 

SCENE  III.— Another  Roam  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Kino  Hbnrt,  Northumberland,  WoRCtsnt, 
HoTBPCR,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  otkert. 

K.  Hen.  My  blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  teia* 
perate. 
Unapt  to  stir  at  these  indignities. 
And  you  have  found  me;  tor,  accordingly. 
You  tread  upon  my  patience;  but,  be  sure, 
I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  myself 
Mighty,  and  to  be  fear'd,  than  my  condition;* 
Which  hath  been  smooth  as  oil,  soft  as  young  dowoj 
And  therefore  lost  that  title  of  respect,  ' 

Which  the  proud  soul  ne'er  pays  out  to  the  proud 

Wor.  Our  house,  my  sovereign  lie^,  litUe  del 
serves 
The  scoui^e  of  greatness  to  be  used  on  it;  J 

And  that  same  greatness  too  which  our  own  b&n<fi 
Have  holp  to  make  so  portly. 

North.  My  lord, 

K.  Hen.  vVorcester,  get  thee  gone,  for  I  see  da/u 
And  disobedience  in  thine  eye;  O,  sir. 
Your  presence,  is  too  bold  and  peremptory  : 
And  majesty  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  frontier  of  a  servant  brow. 
You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us;  when  wo  need 
Your  use  and  counsel,  wc  shall  send  for  you.— 

[FLcii  WORCKSTll 

You  were  about  to  speak.  [To  >o:i:ii 

North.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

Those  prisoners  in  your  highness'  name  demAndrvi 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took. 
Were,  as  he  says,  not  with  such  streni^  denied 
As  is  deliver'd  to  your  majesty: 
Either  envy,  theretbre,  or  misprision. 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  son. 

Hot.  My  liege,  I  did  deny  no  prisoners. 
But,  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done. 
When  I  was  drjr  with  rage,  and  extnense  UnU 
Breathless  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  sword. 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat,  trimly  dn>'iM. 
Fresh  a.s  a  bridegroom;  and  his  chui  new  reapM. 
ShowM  like  a  t«tiibl)le-tield  at  harvest-home; 
He  was  |X'rfumed  like  a  milliner; 
And  'twixt  hid  finger  and  his  thumb  he  held 
A  pouncct-box,"  which  ever  and  anon 
He  gave  his  nose,  and  took"!  away  again; — 
Who,  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  thor^ 
Took  it  in  snutf: — and  still  he  smiled  and  talk'u; 
And,  as  the  soldicn>  bore  dead  bodies  by. 
He  call'd  them— untaught  knaves,  unmannerly. 
To  bring  a  slovenly  unhandsome  corse 
Betwixt  the  wind  and  his  nobility. 
With  many  a  holiday  and  lady  terms 
He  qucstionM  me;  among  the  rest  demanded 
My  prisoners,  in  your  majesty's  l>ehalf. 
1  then,  all  smarting,  with  my  wounds  being  cold. 
To  be  so  pester'd  with  a  popinjay. 
Out  of  my  grief  and  my  impatience, 
Answcr'd  ncglectingly,  I  know  not  what; 
He  should,  or  he  should  nut; — for  he  made  me  n-^ 
To  sec  him  shine  so  brisk,  and  oinell  so  sweet. 
And  talk  so  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman. 
Of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wounds,  (God  care  M 

mark!) 
And  telling  me,  the  sovcreign^st  thlii|;  on  earth 
Was  parmaceti,  for  an  inward  bruise; 
And  that  it  was  great  pity,  so  it  was. 
That  villainous  saltpetre  should  be  ai^M 
Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmless  ei>*tJi. 

>  Disposition .    *  A  ssmU  box  for  nttsk  or  o** «»« 
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And  in  bw  ear  I U  holla — ^Mortimer ! 

Nay, 

I^U  nave  a  itarling  shall  be  taught  to  speak 

Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him, 

To  keep  his  anger  still  in  motion. 

f^'ar.  Hear  you, 

Cousin ;  a  word. 

Hot,  All  studies  here  I  solemnly  defy, 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bolingbroke : 
And  that  same  sword*and-buckler  prince  of  Wales, — 
But  that  I  think  his  father  loves  him  not, 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  some  mischance, 
Pd  have  him  poisonM  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

IVor,  Farewell,  kinsman!  I  will  talk  to  you, 
When  you  are  better  temperM  to  attend. 

North.  Why,  what  a  wasp-stung  and  impatient 
fool 
Art  thou  to  break  into  this  woman^s  mood ; 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own ! 

Hot.  Why,  look  you,  I  am  whippM  and  scourged 
with  rods, 
Nettled,  and  stung  with  pismires,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  politician,  Bolingbroke. 
In  Richard's  time,— What  do  you  call  the  place?— 
A  plague  uponH  I — it  is  in  Glostershire ; — 
'Twas  where  the  mad-cap  duke  his  uncle  kept; 
His  uncle  York;— where  I  flrst  bowM  my  knee 
Unto  this  king  of  smiles,  this  Bolingbroke, 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ravenspurg. 

North.  At  Berkley  castle. 

Hot.  You  say  true: 

Why,  what  a  candy  deal  of  courtesy 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me ! 
Look, — when  his  ii\fanf  fortune  came  to  age. 
And,— getUle  Harry  Percy,— and,  kind  eoitsint — 

O,  the  devil  take  such  cozeners! God  forgive 

me! 

Good  uncle,  tcH  your  tale,  for  I  have  done. 

Wor.  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  toH  again; 
We'll  stay  your  leisure. 

Hot.  I  have  done,  i'faith. 

IVor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottish  prisoners. 
Deliver  them  up  without  their  ransom  straight, 
And  make  the  Douglas'  son  your  only  mean 
For  powers  in  Scotland;  which, — for  divers  reasons,  | 


Which  I  shall  send  you  written, — be  asnir'd, 
W^ill  easily  be  granted.— You  my  lord,— 

[To  N0RTHCMBBaL4M 

Your  son  in  Scotland  being  thus  employ'd,— 
Shall  secretly  into  the  bosom  creep 
Of  that  same  noble  prelate,  well  belov'd, 
The  archbishop. 

Hot.  Of  York,  is't  not! 

War*  True;  who  bears  hard 
His  brother's  death  at  Bristol,  the  lord  Scroop. 
I  speak  not  this  in  estimation. 
As  what  I  think  might  be,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  set  down; 
And  only  stays  but  to  behold  the  iace 
Of  that  occasion  that  shall  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  I  smell  it;  upon  my  life,  it  will  do  well. 

North*  Before  the  game's  afoot,  thoa  still  Ic;' 
slip. 

Hot.  Why,  it  cannot  choose  but  be  a  noblf  p!i>i.- 
And  then  the  power  of  Scotland,  and  of  York— 
To  join  with  Mortimer,  ha? 

Ivor.  And  so  they  *hi\L 

Hot.  In  faith,  it  is  exceedingly  well  aizoM. 

IVor,  And  'tis  no  little  reason  bids  us  spcisi. 
To  save  our  heads  by  raising  of  a  head:^ 
For,  bear  ourselves  as  even  as  we  can. 
The  king  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt; 
And  think  we  think  ourselves  unsaUstied, 
Till  he  had  found  a  time  to  nay  ua  home. 
And  see  already,  how  he  doth  bei^in 
To  make  us  strangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  does :  we'U  be  reveneed  on  bu 

IVor.  Cousin,  farewell : — No  further  go  m  thi% 
Than  I  by  letters  shall  direct  your  course. 
When  time  is  ripe,  (which  will  be  suddenly,) 
I'll  steal  to  Giendowerand  lord  Mortimer; 
Where  you  and  Douglas,  and  our  powers  at  onr« 
(As  I  will  fashion  it,)  shall  happily  meet. 
To  boar  our  fortunes  in  our  own  strong  arms 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

North.  Farewell,  good  brother :  we  shkll  thr.^ 
I  trust. 

Hot.  Uncle,  adieu: — O,  let  the  hours  be  short, 
Till  helds,  and  blows,  and  groans  applsutl  •>! 
sport!  \Kjr"M 


ACT  11. 


SCENE  I.— Rochester.    An  Inn  Yard. 
Enter  a  Carrier,  tuith  a  Lantern  in  hia  hand. 

1  Car,  Heigh  ho!  An't  be  not  four  by  the  day, 
I'lKbehani^cd;  Charles'  wain  is  over  the  new  chim- 
ney, and  vet  our  horse  not  packed.    What,  ostler! 

Ost.  [H^i/Am.1  Anon,  anon. 

1  Car,  I  pr'ytnee,  Tom,  beat  Cut's*  saddle,  put 
a  few  flocks  in  the  point;  the  poor  jade  is  wrung 
in  the  withers  out  of  all  cess.' 

Enter  another  Carrier. 

3  Car.  Pease  and  beans  are  as  dank  here  as  a  dog, 
and  that  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jados  the 
bots:  this  house  is  turned  upside  down,  since  Robin 
ostler  died. 

1  Car.  Poor  fellow !  never  joyed  since  the  price 
of  oats  rose;  it  was  the  death  of  him. 

3  Car.  I  think  this  be  the  most  vlllanous  house 
in  all  London  road  for  fleas:  I  am  stung  like  a  tench." 

1  Car.  Like  a  tench?  by  the  mass,  there  is  ne'er 
a  kitiK  in  Christendom  could  be  better  bit  than  I 
have  been  since  the  flrst  cock. 

2  Car.  Why,  they  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  jorden, 
and  then  we  leak  in  your  chimney ;  and  your  cham- 
ber-lie breeds  fleas  like  a  loach." 

1  Car.  What,  ostler!  come  away  and  be  hanged, 
come  away. 

2  Ctw.  1  have  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two  razes 
of  ginger,  to  be  delivered  as  far  as  Charingcross. 

1  Car.  'Odsbodv!  the  turkeys  in  my  pannier  are 
quitcstarved.— What, ostler!— A  plague  on  thee! 
oast  thou  never  an  eye  in  thy  head?  canst  not  hearl 


*  Name  of  his  horse. 

'Spotted  like  a  tench. 

*A  small  fish  supposed  to  breed  fleas. 


*  Measure. 


An  'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  drink,  to  brpiV  j 
pate  of  thee,  I  am  a  very  villain.— Come,  a:..i 
hanged:— Hast  no  faith  in  thee? 

Enter  Gadshili.. 

Gads.  Good-morrow,  carriers.     What's  oVI  -.1 
1  Car.  1  think  it  be  two  o'clock. 
Garls.  1  pr'ythce,  lend  me  thy  lantern,  to  se**  i| 
gelding  in  the  stable. 

1  Car,  Nay,  soft,  I  pray  ye;  I  know  a  trick  «< 
two  of  that. 

Gai9,  I  pr'ythee  lend  me  thine. 

i.  Car.  Ay,  when?  canst  tell? — Lend  m<»  t 
lantern  quoth  a?— marry,  I'll  see  thee  hamrru  ".t 

Ga  bi.  Sirrah  carrier,  what  time  do  you  i:)t>i.i 
come  to  London  ? 

2  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  rti  •! 
I  warrant  thee.— Come,  neighbor  Mups.  w»»*:* 
up  the  gentlemen;  they  will  alon;?  with  t!>*»  i 
pany,  for  they  have  great  chanre.  [Ejoetint  1 1:    | 

Gala,  What,  ho!  chamt>erlain!  | 

Chitm,  [fVi/hin.]  At  hand,  quoth  pick  pur^*. 

Gtifs.  That's  even  as  fair  as — at  hand,  quotul 

chamberlain:  for  thou  variest  no  tU(»re  from  iu\ 

ing  of  purses,  than  giving  direction  dotJi  ;..• .. 

boring;  thou  lay'st  the  plot  how. 

Enter  Chamberlain. 

Cham,  Good-morrow,  master  Gad>(hill.  1:  *•  | 
current  that  I  told  you  yeatemiifht:  TUf-f' 
franklin*  in  the  wild  of  Kent,  hatli  brouictit  ;.>| 
hundred  marks  with  him  in  gold:  I  bcaid  f.it :  i 
it  to  one  of  his  company,  last  night  at  »u| .-» - 
kind  of  auditor;  one  that  hatli  abundance  oi  cli< 

'  A  body  of  fbrcss. 

*  A  proverb,  from  the  pick-porss  being  alvavt  i^ 

*fr«thold«r. 
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Hal, — ^if  I  tell  ihee  a  lie,  spit  in  my  lace,  call  me 
horse.  Thou  knowest  my  old  ward ; — here  I  lay, 
and  thus  I  bore  my  point.  Four  rogues  in  buckram 
Jet  drive  at  me, 

I\  Hen*  What,  four?  thou  saidst  but  two,  even 
now. 

Fal.  Four,  Hal:  I  told  thee  four. 

Pains*  Ay,  ay,  he  said  four. 

Fal.  ThcMe  lour  came  all  a-iVont,  and  mainly 
thrust  at  me.  I  made  me  no  more  ado,  but  took 
alt  their  seven  points  in  my  target,  thus. 

P,  Hen,  Seven  1  why,  there  were  but  four,  even 
now. 

Fal.  In  buckram 

Puins.  Ay,  four,  in  buckram  suits. 

Fal.  Seven  by  these  hilts,  or  1  am  a  villain  else. 

P.  Hen.  Pr'ythee,  let  him  alone;  we  shall  have 
more  anon. 

Fal.  Dost  thou  hear  me,  Hal  ? 

p.  Hen.  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too.  Jack. 

Fal.  Do  so,  lor  it  is  worth  the  listening  to.  These 
nine  in  buckram,  that  I  told  thee  of, 

p.  Hen.  So,  two  more  already. 

Fal.  Their  points  being  broken, 

Poins.  Down  fell  their  nose. 

Fal.  Began  to  ^ive  me  ground:  But  I  followed 
me  close,  came  in  foot  and  hand;  and  with  a 
thought,  seven  of  the  eleven  I  paid. 

P.  Hen.  O  monstrous!  eleven  biickram  men 
grown  out  of  two! 

Fal.  But  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  three  mis- 
begotten knaves,  in  Kendal*  ^reen,  came  at  my 
back,  and  let  drive  at  me; — for  it  was  so  dark,  Hal, 
that  thou  couldst  not  see  thy  hand. 

P.  Hen.  These  lies  are  like  the  father  that  begets 
them ;  gross  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable,  why, 
thou  clay-brained  guts;  thou  knotty-patcd  fool; 
thou  whoreson,  obscene,  greasy,  tallow-keech.> 

Fal.  What,  art  thou  madi  art  thou  mad?  is  not 
the  truth,  the  truth  ? 

P.  Hen.  Why,  how  couldst  thou  know  these  men 
in  Kendal  green,  when  it  was  so  dark  thou  couldst 
not  see  thy  hand?  come  tell  us  your  reason;  What 
sayest  thou  to  this? 

Pains.  Come,  your  reason.  Jack,  your  reason. 

Fal.  What,  upon  compulsion!  No;  were  I  at 
the  strappado,  or  all  the  racks  in  the  world,  I  would 
not  tell  you  on  compulsion.  Give  you  a  reason  on 
compulsion!  if  reasons  were  as  plenty  as  black- 
berries, I  would  give  no  man  a  reason  upon  com- 
pulsion, I. 

P.  Hen.  Vll  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  sin:  this 
sanguine  coward,  this  bed-presser,  this  horse-back- 
breaker,  this  hugh  hill  of  flesh; 

Faf.  Away,  you  starveling,  you  elf-skin,  you 
dried  neat's  tongue,  bulPs  pizzle,  you  stock-nsn, — 
O,  for  breatli  to  utter  what  is  like  thee!~you  tai- 
lor's yard,  you  sheath,  you  bow-case,  you  vile 
standing  tuck: 

P.  Hen.  Well,  breathe  awhile,  and  then  to  it 
again:  and  when  thou  hast  tired  thyself  in  base 
comparisons,  hear  me  speak  but  this. 

Poins.  Mark,  Jack. 

P.  Hen.  We  two  saw  you  four  set  on  four;  you 

bound  them,  and  were  masters  of  their  wealth. 

Mark  now,  how  a  plain  tale  shall  put  you  down. — 
Then  did  we  two  set  on  you  four:  and,  with  a 
word,  out-faced  you  from  your  prize,  and  have  it; 
veil. and  can  show  it  you  here  in  the  house: — and 
Falstatr,  you  carried  your  guts  away  as  nimbly, 
with  as  quick  dexterity,  and  roared  for  merry,  and 
still  ran  and  roared,  as  ever  1  heard  a  bull-calf. — 
What  a  slave  art  thou,  to  hack  thy  sword  as  thou 
ha^ft  done;  and  then  ssiy,  it  was  in  fight!  What 
trick,  what  device,  what  starting-hole,  canst  thou 
now  find  out,  to  hide  thee  from  this  open  and  ap- 
parent shame? 

Poins.  Come,  let's  hear.  Jack,  What  trick  hast 
thou  now? 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  ye,  as  well  as  he  that 
made  ye.  Why,  hear  ye,  my  masters :  Was  it  for 
me  to  Kill  the  heir-apparent ;  Should  I  tu  n  upon 
the  true  prince?  Wny,  thou  knowest,  I  am  as  val- 
iant as  Hercules:  but  beware  instinct;  the  lion 
will  not  touch  the  true  prince.  Instinct  is  a  great 
matter;  I  was  a  coward  on  instinct.  I  shall  think 
the  better  of  myself  and  thee,  during  my  life.    I 

*  A  toirn  in  Westmorrland  famoui  for  making  oloth. 
A  roond  lump  of  fa.. 


for  a  valiant  lion,  and  thou  for  a  true  priry^e.  But, 
by  the  Lord,  lads,  I  am  glad  you  have  the  money. 

Hostess,  clap  to  the  doors;  watch  tij-nuhi, 

pray  to-morrow. — Gallants,  lads,  boys,  ttearti  of 
gold,  all  the  titles  of  good  fellowship  como  \o  \ou\ 
What,  shall  we  be  merry?  shall  we  have  a  play 
extempore? 

P.  Hen.  Content  ;—and  the  argument  shall  be 
thy  running  away. 

FaL  Ah !  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  an  thou  lovc?t 
me. 

Enter  Hostess. 

Host.  My  lord  the  prince, 

P.  Hen.  How  now,  my  lady  the  hostesss?  what 
sayst  thou  to  me? 

Jiost.  Marry,  my  lord,  there  is  a  nobleman  of  tb^ 
court  at  door,  would  speak  with  you:  hetiajs.  L« 
comes  from  your  father. 

P.  Hen.  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a 
royal  man,  and  send  him  back  again  to  my  mothei 

Fal.  What  manner  of  man  is  he? 

Host.  An  old  man. 

Fal.  What  doth  gravity  out  of  bis  bed  at  mid- 
night?— Shall  I  give  him  nis  answer? 

P.  Hen.  Pr'ythee,  do.  Jack. 

Fal.  Faith,  and  PU  send  him  packing.        [EjcH, 

P.  Hen.  Now,  sirs;  by'rlady,  you  fought  feir;— 
so  did  you,  Peto;  so  did  you  Bardolph:  you  are 
lions  too,  you  ran  away  upon  instinct,  you  will  not 
touch  the  true  prince;  no,— fye! 

Bard.  *Faith.  I  ran  when  1  saw  others  run. 

P.  Hen.  Tell  me  now  in  earnest,  how  came  Fal- 
slafl's  sword  so  hacked  ? 

Peto.  Why,  he  hacked  it  with  his  dagger:  and 
said,  he  would  swear  truth  out  of  Kiiglaii<i,  but  Le 
would  make  you  believe  it  was  done  in  fight;  miC 
persuaded  us  to  do  the  like. 

Bard.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  noses  with  spear- 
grass  to  make  them  bleed:  and  then  to  U'-du'ivr 
our  garments  with  it,  and  to  swear  it  was  t!:«*  bliw«d 
of  true  men.  I  did  that  I  did  not  this  seve.t  yrars 
before,  I  blushed  to  hear  his  monstrous  devicr^ 

P.  Hen.  O,  villain,  thou  stolest  a  cup  of  S4ck 
eighteen  years  ago,  and  wert  taken  with  the  nuri- 
ner,*  and  ever  since  thou  hast  blushed  cxtenipt»rr: 
Thou  hadst  fire  and  sword  on  thy  side,  and  vet  thou 
ran'st  away;  What  instinct  hadst  thou  forit  ? 

Bard.  ]Vfy  lord,  do  you  see  these  meteors?  do  yoc 
behold  these  exhalations? 

P.  Hen.  I  do. 

Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend? 

P.  Hen.  Hot  livers  and  cold  purses.* 

Bard.  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rigotly  taken 

P.  Hen*  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter. 

Re-enter  Falstaff. 

Here  comes  lean  Jack,  here  comes  bare-bone.  How 
now,  my  sweet  creature  of  bomba.«t?*  How  tons 
isH  ago.  Jack,  since  thou  sawest  thine  own  kii*^- 1 

FaL  My  own  knee?  when  1  was  about  thy  >  «*-ux 
Hal,  I  was  not  an  eagle's  talon  in  the  waist ;  'I  ro  i:  J 
have  crept  into  any  alderman^s  thumb>nnz: 
plague  of  sighing  and  grief!  it  blows  a  niafi  i)i>  I  k 
a  bladder.    There's  villainous  news  a)>roa<J:  f. 
was  sir  John  Bracy  from  your  lather;  you  np.st  »» 
the  court  in  the  morning.    That  same  mad  lol\. 
of  the  north,  Percy;  and  he  of  Wale**,  fhat  ^.j\ 
Ainainion'  the  bastinado,  and  made  Luc'i«»r  r:-<:k 
old,  and  swore  the  devil  his  true  liegenian  uy- 
thc  cross  of  a  Welsh  hook, — What,  a  plaguf,  'cuj 
you  him? 

Poins.  O,  Glcndower. 

Fal.  Owen,  Owen ;  the  same; — and  htssson-iu^^i  .^ 
Mortimer;  and  old  Northumberland;  and  a.^i 
sprightly  Scot  of  Scots,  Douglas,  tliat  run*  o'i*ois,  ] 
back  up  a  hill  ix^rpcndicular. 

P.  Hen.  He  that  rides  at  high  speed,  and  wit^ 
his  pistol  kills  a  sparrow  flying. 

Fal.  You  have  hit  it. 

P.  Hen,  So  did  he  never  the  sparrow. 

Fal.  Well,  that  rascal  hath  good  mettle  in  bifu 
he  will  not  run. 

P.  Hen.  Why,  what  a  rascal  art  thou  the:i.  « 
praise  him  so  lor  running? 

^In  the  fact.  ^Drunkenneis  snd  poT^r^ 

*  Bomhnst  Is  the  ituffln^  of  clothrs. 
^  A  demon  ;  who  ta  descri^eil  as  one  of  the  tovx  ^a»fa 
who  nile  over  all  the  demons  in  the  wor»«l 
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Fal,  O^hoTseback,  ye  cuckoo!  but  afoot,  he  will 

not  bud§e  a  foot. 
?.  hen.  Yes,  Jack,  upon  instinct. 
Fai,  I  i^rant  ye,  upon  instinct.    Well,  he  is  there 

too.  arkl  on  Mordake,  and  a  thousand  blue-caps ^ 

atire:  Worcester  is  stolen  away  to-night;  thy  !a- 

tWr's  beard  is  turned  white  with  the  news;  you 

Biar  l>ur  land  now  a;s  cheap  as  stinkint^  mackerel. 
f.  Hut.  Why  then,  'lis  like,  il'  there  come  a  hot 

J'l'ic,  and  this  civil  butlettn^  hold,  we  shall  buy 
catjen  heads  as  they  buy  hob-nails,  by  the  hundred. 

FgI.  By  the  mass' lad.  thou  say  est  true;  it  is  like, 
iTH  nhall  have  ^ood  trading  that  way. — But  tell  me, 
Hil  dTt  thou  not  horribly  afeard  ?  thou  being  heir- 
ipjurr^iit,  could  the  world  pick  thee  out  three  such 
fr.i  iiie>  a^airi,  as  that  tiend  Douglas,  that  spirit 
Percy,  and  that  devil  Glendowerf  Art  thou  not 
k^>fn  •]>  ai'raidt  doth  not  thy  blood  thrill  at  iti 

P.  Heiu  Not  a  whit,  i'laith;  I  lack  some  of  thy 
ifctifjcf. 

tai,  WeU,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  to-morrow, 
wVa  thou  eomest  to  thy  father:  if  thou  love  me, 
prariiN*  an  aiuswer. 

P.  Hen.  Do  thou  stand  for  my  father,  and  ex- 
am, ne  me  upon  the  particulars  of  my  life. 

Fill.  Shall  I?  content: — This  chair  shall  be  my 
»u:r.  this  dagger  my  sceptre,  and  tliis  cushion  my 
cnmn. 

P.  Hen.  Thy  state  is  taken  for  a  joint-stool,  thy 
piden  sceptre  ior  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious 
nrh  croiftrif  for  a  pitiful  bald  crown. 

FfiL  Well,  an  tlie  Ore  of  grace  be  not  quite  out 
^i  ihee,  now  shalt  thou  be  moved.— Give  me  a  cup 
lY^ark,  tr>  make  mine  eyes  look  red,  that  it  may  be 
tlii>udit  I  have  wei>t;  tor  1  must  speak  in  passion, 
aj'.d  1  will  do  it  in  kin§  Cambyses^*  vein. 

/'.  Htn.  Well,  here  is  my  leg.^ 

Fni.  And  here  in  my  speech:— Stand  aside,  no- 
tJity. 

iiW.  This  i»  excellent  sport,  i^iaith. 

Fill.  Weep  not,  sweet  queen,  for  trickling  tears 
are  vain. 

//'W.  O,  the  lather,  how  he  holds  his  counte- 

FdL  For  God's   sake,  lords,  convey  my  tristAil 
queen, 
Tm  tears  do  st^>p  the  flood-gates  of  her  eyes. 

iirW.  O  rare !  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  these  har- 
uAry  players,  as  I  ever  see. 

Fl'I.  Veacc^  ^ooii  pint-pot;  peace,  good  tickle- 
braio.*— Harry,  1  do  not  only  marvel  where  thou 
sprfideist  thy  time,  but  also  how  thou  art  accom- 
pLMf^:  for  thoui^h  the  camomile,  the  more  it  is 
tvMen  on,  the  tk»ter  it  grows,  yet  youth,  the  more 
it  ^<  »  i.<ted«  the  sooner  it  wears.  That  thou  art  my 
•a  1, 1  have  partly  thy  mother^s  word,  partly  my  own 
e.«  ii<in;  but  chiefly, a  villainous  trick  of  thine  eye, 
m\  a  i<x>li»h  hanging  of  thy  nether  lip,  tliat  doth 
«»TAijr  me.  If  then  thou  be  son  to  me,  here  lies 
^  P»'m; — Why,  being  son  to  me,  art  thou  so 
>>..iiif^  at  ?  Shall  the  blessed  sun  of  heaven  prove 
*j.dier,'and  eat  blackberriesl  a  Question  not  to 
iiru^ed.  Shall  the  son  of  Kngiand  prove  a  thief, 
tstiUke  pnrssesl  a  question  to  be  asked.    There 

■  M.irji.  Harry,  which  tliou  hast  often  heard  ofy 
>  .1'  in  known  to  many  in  our  land  by  the  name 
:i  ,  trh:  ihi«  pitch,  as  aiirient  writers  do  report, 
iiri!j  'h'.'iJe:  *ao  doth  the  company  thou  keepM: 
I'',  llarrv.  now,  I  do  not  siH*ak  to  thee  in  drink, 
C-'it'  Uars;  not  in  pleasure,  but  in  i^asRion;  not 
»■' "» 'id*;  only,  but  in  woes  also:— And  yet» there  is 
i'  n  ..ji.j*  niaa.  whom  1  have  often  noted  in  thy 
:-  if  I'v,  htit  I  know  not  his  name. 

f .  //r;'/.  W^hat  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  your 

t !'..  A  ffood  portly  man,  i^faith.and  a  corpulent; 
».  a  r:ii>prfal  look,  a  pleasing?  eye, and  a  most  noble 
'i: :  -••';  and,a2i  I  thmk,hi8  age  some  fifty, or  by'r- 
^^',iuciii»injc  lo  three-score;  and  now  I  remember 
•t  Tito  name  i»  Falstaff:  if  that  man  should  be 
^^Ji^  iCiv«»n,  he  dcceiveth  me;  for,  Harry,  I  see 
^•'  e  i'A  hta  looks.  If  then  the  tree  may  be  known 
>  •!;<»  friit,  a*  the  fruit  by  the  tree,  then,  peremp- 
^rJv  I  ^neak  it,  there  is  virtue  in  that  Falstalf:  him 
ot*l*  ■rii/i,  the  rest  banish.    And  tell  me  now,  thou 

*  ir:<»*§mrn  in  blae  bonnets. 

•A  finr^rier  in  a  tragedy  »>y  T.  Preston,  1570. 

*  0  '.«ftrj  *.  '  N'uae  of  a  strong  liquor. 
A  traan*  boy. 


naughty  varlet,  tell  me,  where  hast  thou  been  tjiis 
month : 

P.  Hen.  Dost  thou  speak  like  a  king?  Do  thoi* 
stand  for  me,  and  Til  play  my  (iither. 

Fat.  Depose  me?  if  thou  dost  it  half  so  jniively 
so  majestically,  both  in  word  and  matter,  Iiuiik  me  up 
by  the  heels  lor  a  rabbit-sucker,  or  a  pouller'bhare 

P.  Hen.  Well,  here  I  am  set. 

Fal.  And  here  1  stand:— iudge,  my  masters. 

P.  Hen.  Now,  Harry  I  wnence  came  you? 

Fal.  My  noble  lord,  from  Eastcheap. 

P.  Hen.  Thecom  plaints]  hearoftheeare  grievous. 

Fal.  'Sblood,  my  lord,  they  are  lalse: — nuy,  IV 
tickle  ye  for  a  young  prince,  Pfaith. 

P.  Hen.  Swearest  thou,  ungracious  boy  ?  hence- 
forth ne'er  look  on  me.  Thou  art  violently  carried 
away  from  grace:  there  is  a  devil  haunts  thee,  in 
the  likeness  of  a  tat  old  man:  a  tun  of  man  is  thy 
companion.  Why  dost  thou  converse  with  that 
trunk  of  humors,  that  bolting-hutch*  of  beaetlinr .ss 
that  swoln  parcel  of  dropsies,  that  huge  bombard' 
of  sack,  that  stuffed  cloak  bag  of  guts,  that  roasted 
Manningtree*  ox  wit|i  the  puddm^  in  his  belly, 
that  reverend  vice,  that  grey  iniquity,  that  father 
rufhan,  that  vanity  in  years?  Wherem  is  he  good, 
but  to  taste  sack  and  drink  it?  wherein  neat  and 
cleanly,  but  to  carve  a  canon  and  eat  it?  wherein 
cunning,  but  in  craft?  wherein  crafty,  but  in  vil- 
lainy? wherein  villainous,  but  in  all  things?  wherein 
worthy,  but  in  nothing? 

Fal.  I  would  your  grace  would  take  me  with 
you;  whom  means  your  grace? 

P.  Hen.  That  villainous  abominable  misleadcr 
of  youth,  FalstaflT,  that  old  white-bearded  Satan. 

Fal.  My  lord,  the  man  1  know. 

P.  Hen.  I  know  thou  dost. 

Fal.  But  to  say,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than 
in  myself,  were  to  say  more  than  I  know.  That  he 
is  old  (the  more  the  pity)  his  white  hairs  do  witness 
it:  but  that  he  is  (saving  your  reverence)  a  whore- 
master,  that  1  utterly  dcn\ .  If  sack  and  sugar  be  a 
fault  (rod  help  the  wickea !  If  to  be  old  and  merry 
be  a  sin,  then  many  an  old  host  that  I  kno^i^  is 
damned:  if  to  be  lat  be  to  be  hated,  then  Pharaoh's 
lean  kine  are  to  be  loved.  No,  my  good  lord;  ban- 
ish Peto,  banish  Bardolph,  banisn  Poins:  but  for 
sweet  Jack  FalstaflT,  kind  Jack  Falstalf,  true  Jack 
FalstaS',  valiant  Jack  Falstaff,  and  therefore  more 
valiant,  being  as  he  is,  old  Jack  FalstalK  banish  not 
him  thy  Harry's  company;  banish  plump  Jack, 
and  banish  all  the  world. 

P,  Hen.  I  do,  I  will.  [A  knocking  heard. 

[Exeunt  Hostess,  Francis,  and  BAitDoLPU. 

Re-enter  Bardolph,  runningt 

Bard,  O,  my  lord,  my  lord;  the  sheriflT  with  a 
most  monstrous  watch,  is  at  the  door. 

Fal.  Out,  you  rogue!  play  out  the  piny:  I  have 
much  to  say  in  the  behalf  of  that  Falstalf. 

Re-enter  Hostess,  hastily, 

Hoaf.  0  .Tesu.  my  lord,  my  lord! — 

Fal.  Heigh!  heigh!  the  devil  rides  upon  a  fiddle- 
stick: What's  the  matter? 

Hatt.  The  sheriff  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the 
door:  they  are  come  to  search  the  house.  Shall  I 
let  them  in? 

Fal.  Do»t  thou  hear,  Hal  I  never  call  a  true  piece 
of  gold,  a  connterieit:  thou  art  essentially  uiud, 
withc'it  seeming  so. 

P.  Hen.  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without 
instinct. 

Fdi.  I   deny  your  maj(^;  if  you  will  deny  the 
sheriff,  so;  if  not,  let  him  enter:  if  1  become  not  a 
cart  as  well  as  anotiier  man, a  plague  on  my  brii;;; 
in;::  up!  I  hope,  I  shall  as  soon  be  strangled  with  a 
halter,  as  another. 

P.  Hen.  Go,  hide  thee  behind  the  arras;— the  rest 
walk  up  above.  Now,  my  masters,  ibr  a  true  lace, 
and  good  conscience. 

Fal.  Both  which  I  have  had:  but  their  date  it 
out,  and  therefore  I'll  hide  me. 

{Exeunt  all  but  the  Prikcs  and  P01N& 

P.  Hen.  Call  in  the  sheriff. — 

Enter  Sheriff  and  Carrier. 
Now,  master  sheriff.'  What's  your  wiU  with  me  I 

^The  machine  which  separates  flour  from  bran. 

>A  leather  black-jack  to  hold  heer. 

*  In  Essex,  where  a  large  ox  wu  roasted  whole 
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S  \ir,  Firfft,  pardon  me,  my  lord.    A  hue  and  cry 
Hf^lh  followM  certain  men  into  this  house. 

j\  Men.  What  men  1 

NA^.  One  olthem  is  well  kno  wn,my  gracious  lord, 
A  icross  fat  man. 

l!ar.  As  fat  as  butter. 

P.  Hen.  The  man,  I  do  assure  you,  is  not  here; 
For  I  myHcHat  this  time  have  employM  him. 
An<l,  shcriir,  1  will  engage  my  word  to  thee, 
That  1  will,  by  to-morrow  dinner-time, 
Send  him  to  answer  thee,  or  any  man, 
For  any  thing  he  shall  be  charged  withal: 
And  BO  let  mc  entreat  you  leave  the  house. 

Sher.  I  will,  my  lord:  There  are  two  gentlemen 
Have  in  this  robbery  lost  three  hundred  marks. 

P.  Hen.  1 1  may  be  so :  il'he  have  robb'd  these  men, 
He  shall  be  answerable;  and  so,  farewell. 

Sher.  Good  night,  my  noble  lord. 

P.  Hen.  I  thiiik  it  is  good-morrow;  Is  it  notl 

Sher.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  think  it  be  two  o^clock. 

[Exeunt  Sheriff  and  Carrier. 

P.  Hen.  This  oily  rascal  is  known  as  well  as 
Paul's.    Go  call  him  forth. 


Poiru»  Falstaff!— &Bt  aaleep  behind  Ihe  armi 
and  snorting  like  a  horse. 

P.  Hen.  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  bn^aUi. 
Search  his  pockets.  [PoiKB  aearcJkes,]  What  Lm 
thou  found! 

Poins.  Nothing  but  papers,  my  lord. 

P.  Hen.  Let's  see  what  they  be:  read  them. 

Poins,  Item,  A  capon,  2s.  2d, 
Item,  Sauce,  4d. 
Item,  Sack,  two  gallons,  ss.  8dL 
Item,  Anchovies,  and  i»ack  alter  supper,  lit.  fd. 
Item,  Bread,  a  hali-|)enny. 

P.  Hen.  O  monHtrous!  but  one  half-pennv-wortk 
of  bread  to  this  intolerable  deal  of  sack!— Wh«i 
there  is  else,  keep  close ;  we'll  read  it  at  n)>^re  ad- 
vantage: there  let  him  sleep  till  day.  FlI  to  the 
court  m  the  morning:  we  must  all  to  Uie  w&r^.  and 
thy  place  shall  be  honorable.  I'll  procure  ui.s  laJ 
rogue  a  charge  of  toot;  and,  I  know,  his  di^tli  \«ili 
bo  a  march  of  tw^elve-score.  The  money  siiall  U 
jpaid  back  again  with  advantage.  Be  with  me  it- 
times  in  the  morning ;  and  so  good-morrow,  Foitu* 

Poins.  Good->morrow,  good  my  lord.      [Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  1.— Bangor.    A  Room  in  ihe  Archdeacon's 

House, 

Enter  Hotspur,  Wobckbter,  Morthcee,  and  Glen- 
dower. 

.  Mart.  These  promises  are  fair,  the  parties  sure, 
And  our  induction  full  of  prosperous  hope. 

Hot.  Lord  Mortimer— and  cousin  Glendower — 
Will  you  sit  down  ? — 
And,  uncle  Worcester :~A  plague  upon  it! 
I  have  forgot  the  map. 

GlenrL  No,  here  it  is. 

Si^  cousin  Percy;  sit,  good  cousin  Hotspur: 
For  by  that  name  as  oft  as  Lancaster 
Doth  speak  of  you,  his  cheek  looks  pale:  and,  with 
A  risfng  si^h,  he  wisheth  you  in  heaven. 

Hot.  And  you  in  hell,  as  often  as  he  hears 
Owen  Glendower  spoke  off. 

GtewL  1  cannot  blame  him ;  at  my  nativity 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  shapes, 
Of  burning  rrettHets:^  and  at  my  birth, 
The  frame  and  huge  foundation  of  the  earth 
Shak'd  like  a  coward. 

Hot.  Why,  so  it  would  have  done 

At  the  same  season,  if  your  mother's  cat  had 
But  kitten'd.  though  yourself  had  ne'er  been  born. 

Glend-.  1  say,  the  earth  did  shake  when  I  was  born. 

H(d.  And  1  say,  the  earth  was  not  of  my  mind. 
If  you  suppose,  as  fearing  you  it  shook. 

Glend.  Tlie  heavens  were  all  on  Are,  the  earth 
did  tremble. 

Hot.  O,  then  the  earth  shook  to  see  the  heavens 
on  lire. 
And  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity. 
Diseased  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  strange  eruptions:  oft  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  colic  pinch'd  and  vex'd 
By  the  imprisoning  of  unruly  wind 
W^ithin  her  womb;  which,  for  enlargement  striving, 
Sliakps  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  topples <^  down 
Steeples,  and  moss-grown  towers.    At  your  birth, 
Our  grandam  earth,  having  this  distemperature, 
In  passion  shook. 

Glend.  Cousin,  of  many  men 

I  do  not  bear  these  crossings.    Give  me  leave 
To  lell  you  once  airain, — that  at  my  birth, 
Tlic  front  of  heaven  wrp  full  of  fiery  nhapes; 
The  goats  ran  from  the  mountains,  and  the  herds 
Were  straiigply  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fields. 
Thi».sp  sinns*  have  inark'd  mc  extraordinary; 
And  all  iho  courHCH  of  my  life  do  show, 
1  am  nut  in  tlie  loU  of  common  men. 
Whi'iC  is  he  living, — clippM  in  with  the  sea 
That  cliidori    the    banks   of  England,   Scotland, 

Wales,— 
Which  calls  mc  pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me? 
And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  woman's  son, 

*  Lights  set  eross-ways  upon  beacons,  and  also  upon 
#olet,  which  were  used  in  proceisioiii  dec.     *  Tumbles. 


Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  art, 
And  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

Hot.  I  think   there  is  no   man    speaks  b«ttei 
Welsh:— 
I  will  to  dinner. 

Mort.  Peace,  cousin  Percy;  you  will  male  hin 
mad. 

Glend.  I  can  call  spirits  fVom  the  vasty  deep. 

Hot.  Why,  so  can  I ;  or  so  can  any  man: 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  tor  thera! 

Glend.  Why,  I  can  teach  you, cousin,  to  commaim 
The  devil. 

Hot.  And  I  can  teach  thee,  cox,  to  shame  tb 

devil. 

By  telling  truth;  Tell  truth,  and  shame  thcdevjL- 

If  thou  have  power  to  raise  him,  bring  hini  \uwf\ 

And  I'll  be  sworn,  I  have  power  to  sliame  bti 

hence. 
O,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  shame  the  di*TiL 

Mort.  Come,  come, 
No  more  of  this  unprofitable  chat. 

Glend,  Three  times  hath  Harry  Bolinghrokema^ 
head 
Against  my  power:  thnce  from  the  banks  of  \V>i 
And  sandy-bottomM  Severn,  have  I  sent  him. 
Bootless  home,  and  weather-beaten  hack. 

Hot.  Home  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather  UN 
How  'scapes  he  agues,  in  the  devil'K  name  .' 

Glend.  Come,  here's  the  map;  Shall  we  dixid 
our  right. 
According  to  our  three-fold  order  taVn  ? 

MfH.  The  archdeacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally: 
England,  from  Trent  and  Severn  hitherto. 
By  south  and  east,  is  to  my  part  aK8i;ni''d: 
All  westward,  Wales  beyond  the  Severn  shore. 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound. 
To  Owen  Glendower: — and  dear  coz,  tu  von 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  off  from  Trent: 
And  our  indentures  tripartite  are  drawn: 
Which  being  sealed  interchangeably, 
(A  business  that  this  night  may  execute,) 
To-morrow,  cousin  Percy,  you,  and  I, 
And  my  good  lord  of  Worcester,  will  set  forth. 
To  meet  your  father,  and  the  Scottish  power, 
As  is  appointed  us,  at  Shrewsbury. 
My  father  Glendower  is  not  n*ad3r  yet. 
Nor  shall  we  need  his  help  these  fourteen  da%  -: 
Within  that  space,  [To  Gi.end.]   you   mj>   tu 

drawn  together 
Your  tenants,  friends,  and  neighbor!n:r  tr*  r  '••<t'^ 

Glend.  A  shorter  time  shall  send    lui-   to  \v 
lords. 
And  in  my  conduct  shall  your  ladic<  c<>»jjr: 
From  whom  vou  now  must  steal,  and  lake  no  le2< 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  fhtKl. 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 

Hot.  Methinks,  my  moiety,  north  t>om  B>;<1 
here, 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours  s 
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fox ;  and  for  womanhood,  maid  Marian*  may  be 
the  tlcpiity's  wife  of  the  ward  to  thee.  Go,  you 
thins,  g  >. 

Hthst.  Say,  what  thing  1  what  thmg? 

Fal.  What  thingi  why,  a  thing  to  thank  God  on. 

Hitsl.  I  am  no  thing  to  thank  God  on,  I  would 
thou  should^st  know  it;  I  am  an  honest  man^switb, 
uiid  setting  thy  knighthood  aside,  thou  art  a  knave 
t4)  call  me  so. 

FuL  Setting  thy  womanhood  aside,  thou  art  a 
beast  to  say  otherwise. 

Host.  Say,  what  beast,  thou  knave,  thou  ? 

Fal.  What  beast  1  why,  an  otter. 

P,  Hen,  An  otter,  sir  John!  why  an  otter? 

Fal.  Why,  she^s  neither  fish,  nor  flesh;  a  man 
knows  not  where  to  have  her. 

Host.  Thou  art  an  unjust  man  in  saying  so:  thou 
or  any  man  knows  where  to  have  me,  tliou  knave 
thouf 

P.  Hen.  Thou  sayest  true,  hostess ;  and  he  slan- 
ders thee  most  grossly. 

Host.  So  he  doth  you,  my  lord;  and  said  this 
other  day,  you  ought  him  a  thousand  pound. 

P.  Hen.  Sirrah,  do  I  owe  you  a  thousand  pound? 

Fal.  A  thousand  pound,  Hal?  a  million:  thy 
love  is  worth  a  million;  thou  owest  me  thy  love. 

Hast.  Nay,  my  lord,  he  called  you  Jack,  and  said, 
je  would  cudgel  you. 

FaL  Did  I,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  Indeed,  sir  John,  you  said  so. 

Fal.  Yea;  if  he  said,  my  ring  was  copper. 

P.  Hen.  I  say,  'tis  copper:  Darest  thou  be  as 
^ood  as  thy  word  now? 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,  thou  knowest,  as  thou  art  but 
man,  I  dare:  but,  as  thou  art  prince,  1  fear  thee, 
as  I  tear  the  roaring  of  the  lion's  whelp. 

P.  Hen.  And  why  not.  as  the  lion? 

Fat.  The  king  himself  is  to  be  feared  as  the  Hon: 
Dost  thou  think,  I'll  fear  as  I  fear  thy  lather?  nay, 
an  i  do,  I  pray  God.  my  girdle  break: 

P.  Hen.  O,  if  it  should,  how  would  thy  guts  fall 
about  thy  knees!  But,  sirrah,  there's  no  room  for 
faith,  truth,  nor  honesty,  in  this  bosom  of  thine:  it 
IK  lilled  up  with  guts,  and  midriflT.  Charge  an  hon- 
est woman  with  picking  thy  pocket!  Why,  thou 
whoreHon,  impudent,  embossed^  rascal,  if  there 
were  any  thing  in  thy  pocket  but  tavern-reckon- 
ings, nictnorandums  ot  bawdy-hous(d},and  one  poor 
penny-worth  of  sugar  cand>'  to  make  thee  long 
winded;  if  thy  pocket  were  enriched  with  any 
other  injuries  but  these,  I  ain  a  villain.    And  yet 


you  will  stand  to  it;  you  will  not  pocket  up  wrong: 
Art  thou  not  ashamed? 

Fal.  Dust  thou  hear,  Hal?  thou  knowest,  in  the 
state  of  innocency,  Adam  lell ;  and  what  should 
poor  Jack  Falstaffdo,  in  the  days  of  villainy  ?  Thou 
seest,  I  have  more  flesh  than  another  man;  and 

therefore  more  frailty. You  confeaa  then,  you 

picked  my  pocket? 

P.  Hen.  It  appears  so  by  the  story. 

Fal,  Hostess,  I  forgive  thee:  Gk),  make  ready 
breakfast;  love  thy  husband,  look  to  thy  servants 
cherish  thy  guests:  thou  shalt  find  me  tractable  ut 
any  honest  reason:  thou  seest,  I  am  pacified.^ 
Still?— Nay,pr'y thee, begone.  [^^Hosteas.]  Now, 
Hal,  to  the  news  at  court:  for  the  robbery,  lad.^ 
How  is  that  answered? 

P.  Hen.  0,  my  sweet  beef,  I  must  still  be  good 
angel  to  thee : — The  money  is  paid  back  a^n. 

Fal,  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back,  'tis  a  dou- 
ble labor. 

P,  Hen,  I  am  good  friends  with  my  &ther,  and 
may  do  any  thing. 

FaL  Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  first  thing  thou 
doest,  and  do  it  with  unwashed  hands  too. 

Bard,  Do.  my  lord. 

P.  Hen,  I  nave  procured  thee.  Jack,  acharge of  foou 

FaL  I  would,  it  had  been  of  horse.  Where  shall 
I  And  one  that  can  steal  well?  O  for  a  fine  thief, 
of  the  age  o(  two-and-twenty,  or  thereabouts!  I 
am  heinously  unprovided.  VVell,  God  be  thankea 
for  these  rebels,  they  offend  none  but  the  Tirtuooi; 
I  laud  them,  I  praise  them. 

P.  Hen.  Bardolph 

Bard,  My  lord. 

P.  Hen.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  lord  Jolm  of  Lao 
caster. 
My  brother  John;  this  to  my  lord  of  Westmore- 
land,— 
Go,  Poins,  to  horse,  to  horse;  for  thoa,  and  f. 
Hiivc  thirty  miles  to  ride  yet  ere  dinner  time.— 
Jdck, 

Meet  me  to-morrow  i'thc  Temple-hall 
At  two  o'clock  i'the  afternoon : 
There  shalt  thou  know  thy  charge;  and  there  receive 
Money,  and  order  for  their  furniture. 
The  land  is  burning;  Percy  stands  on  high; 
And  either  they,  or  we,  must  lower  lie. 

[Exeunt  Prisck,  Poixs,  and  Bardoi  ph. 

Fal.  Rare  words!  brave  world! Hostess,  my 

breakfast;  come: — 
0. 1  could  wish,  this  tavern  were  my  drum.     [Exit. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  l.—The  Rebel  Camp  near  Shrewsoury. 

Eriter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  and  Douglas. 

Tffff.  Well  said,  my  noble  Scot:  If  speaking  truth, 
In  this  fine  a.ijp,  were  not  thoLij^ht  flattery. 
Such  attribution  Khould  the  Douglas*  have, 
A^  not  a  soldier  of  this  season's  stamp 
Should  go  so  general  current  through  the  world. 
\\y  hiMven,  I  cannot  flatter;  I  defy 
The  tonjfues  of  soothers;  but  a  braver  place 
In  my  heart's  love,  hath  no  man  than  yourself: 
Nav,  task  me  to  the  word;  approve  me,  lord. 

Dfjuff.  Thou  art  the  king  of  honor: 
No  man  so  pt)tent  breatiicsj  upon  the  ground, 
but  I  will  beard  him. 

Hot.  Do  so,  and  'tis  well  :— 

Enter  a  Messenger,  with  Letters. 

What  letters  hast  thou  there?— I  can  but  thank  you. 
Mess.  These  letters <5ome  from  your  father,— 
Hot.  Let^'^fs  from  him!  why  comes  he  not  him- 
self! 
Mess.  He  cannot  come,  my  lord ;  he's  grievous 

sick. 
Hot.  Zounds!  how  has  he  the  leisure  to  be  sick. 
In  such  a  justling  time?  Who  leads  his  power  J 
Under  whose  government  come  they  along? 

*  A  female  ekaracter.  who  attendi  morrli-daneeri;  fBU- 
rally  a  man  dressed  like  a  woman.  >  Swoln,  puffy. 

*Thi8  expression  is  applied*  by  way  of  pre-eminence 
to  the  hea  I  of  the  Douglas  tkmWy. 


Mes9.  His  letters  bear  his  mind,  not  I,  my  )«>nl. 

Wor.  I  pr'ythee,  toll  me,  doth  he  keep  his  t»eJ  ? 

Mess.  He  did,  my  lord,  four  days  ere  I  set  ibnr.; 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence. 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  physicians. 

Wor.  I  would,  the  state  of  time  had  flrat  b«*Q 
whole. 
Ere  ho  by  sickness  had  been  visited; 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now!  droop  now!  this  sickness  di  *Ji 
infect 
The  very  life-blood  of  our  enterprize; 
'Tis  retching  hither,  even  to  our  camp.— 
He  writes  me  here, — that  inward  sickness — 
And  that  his  friends  by  deputation  could  not 
So  soon  be  drawn ;  nor  did  he  think  it  meet. 
To  lay  so  dangerous  and  dear  a  trust 
On  Any  soul  remov'd,  but  on  his  own. 
Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  advertisement,— 
That  with  our  small  conjunction,  we  should  on. 
To  sec  how  fortune  is  disposM  to  us: 
For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing*  noiw; 
Because  the  king  is  certainly  possess'd 
Of  all  our  purposes.    What  say  yon  to  it? 

Wor.  Your  hither's  sickness  is  a  maim  to  tis 

Hot.  A  perilous  gash,  a  very  limb  loppM  off*  * 
And  yet,  m  fkith,  'tis  not:  his  present  want 
Seems  more  than  we  shall  find  it:— Wer%  •. » 
To  set  the  exact  wealth  oi  all  our  states 
All  at  one  cast?  to  set  so  rich  a  main 

*  Languishing. 
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FIRST  PART  OF 


Act  IV 


i*.  Hen,  I  did  never  sec  such  pitiful  rascale. 

Fai.  Tuly  tut:  good  enough  to  toss;  food  for 
powder,  food  foi  powder;  theyMl  fill  a  pit,  as  well 
as  better:  tUBli,  man,  murtai  men,  mortal  men. 

IVeitt.  Ay,  but  sir  John,  methinks  they  are  ex- 
ceeding poor  and  bare;  too  beggarly. 

Fill.  'Faith,  f>r  their  poverty, — I  know  not  where 
they  had  that:  and  for  their  uareness, — 1  am  sure 
thev'  never  learned  that  of  mc. 

P.  Hen.  No,  Til  be  sworn;  unless  you  call  three 
fingenion  the  ribs  bare.  But,  sirrah,  make  haste; 
Percy  is  already  in  the  field. 

Fa  I.  What^  is  the  king  encamped? 

IVesf,  Ho  18,  sir  John;  I  fear  we  shall  stay  too 
Ion;;. 

FaL  Well, 
To  the  latter  ei  1  of  a  fray,  and  the  beginning  of  a 

feast. 
Fits  a  dull  lighter,  and  a  keen  guest.  [Exeunt. 

RCKNE  Ill.'-The  Rebel  Camp  near  Shrewsburj'. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  Douglas,  and 

Vkrnon. 

Hot.  We'll  fight  with  him  to-night. 

fVor.  It  may  not  be. 

JJinig.  You  give  him  then  advantage. 

Ver.  Not  a  whit. 

Hot.  Why  say  you  so  1  looks  he  not  for  supply! 

Ver.  So  do  we. 

Hot.  His  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtfbl. 

l^ffT.  Good  cousin,  be  advisM;  stir  not  to-night. 

Ver.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Doug.  You  do  not  counsel  well ; 

Ynu  speak  it  out  of  fear  and  cold  heart. 

Ver.  Do  me  no  slander,  Douglas:  by  my  life, 
(And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  life,) 
If  well  resjx'cted  honor  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  couui^el  with  weak  fear, 
Ah  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Scot  that  lives:— 
Lot  it  be  seen  to-morrow  in  the  battle. 
Which  of  us  fears. 

Doug.  Yea,  or  to-night. 

Ver.  Content. 

Hitf.  To-night,  say  I. 

Ver.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be. 

I  wonder  much,  being  men  of  such  great  leading,* 
That  you  fbrsec  not  what  impediments 
Drag  Dack  our  expedition:  Certain  horse 
Of  my  cousin  Vernon's  are  not  yet  come  up: 
Your  uncle  Worcester's  horse  C4ime  but  to-day; 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  asleep. 
Their  courage  with  hard  labor  tame  and  dull, 
T/iat  not  a  horse  is  half  the  half  himself. 

Ih/t.  So  are  the  horses  of  the  cnetny, 
In  tccneral  journey-t>ated  and  brought  low; 
The  belter  part  of  ours  is  full  of  rest. 

IVor.  The  number  of  the  king  exceedoth  ours: 
For  God's  sake,  cousin,  stay  till  all  come  in. 

[The  Trumpet  muwls  a  parley. 

Enter  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  oilers  from  the  king, 
If  vou  vouchsafe  me  hearing,  and  resi^ect. 

Hot.   Welcome,  sir  Walter  Blunt;  And  'would  to 
God. 
You  were  of  our  determination! 
Some  of  us  love  you  well :  and  even  those  some 
Kn\y  your  great  deserving,  and  good  name; 
Because  you  are  not  of  our  quality,* 
lUit  KUind  against  us  like  an  enemy. 

Blunt.  And  God  defend  but  still  I  should  stand  so, 
S()  long  as,  out  of  limit,  and  true  rule, 
You  stand  against  anointed  majesty! 
Hut  to  my  charge. — The  king  hath  sent  to  know 
Till'  nature  of  your  griefs;'  and  whereujion 
You  conjure  from  the  breast  of  civil  peace 
Such  bold  hostility,  teaching  this  duteous  land 
Audacious  cruelty:  If  that  the  king 
Have  any  way  your  good  deserts  ibrgot,— 
Which  he  confesseth  to  be  msnifold, — 
He  bids  you  name  your  griels;  and,  with  all  s])eed. 
You  shall  have  your  desires,  with  interest; 
\ud  pardon  absolute  for  3'ourself.  and  these, 
Herein  misled  by  your  suggestion. 

Hot.  The  kmg  is  kind;  and,  well  we  know,  the 
king 
Knows  at  what  timo  to  promise,  when  to  pay. 
My  father,  and  my  uncle,  and  myself, 

•  Condttot,  ezperienoe.     *  fellowship.     'GrieTane«t. 


Did  give  him  that  same  royalty  he  wears: 
And, — when  he  was  not  six-and-twenty  strong, 
Sick  in  the  world's  resard,  wretched  and  low, 
A  poor  unminded  outlaw  sneaking  home,— 
My  fkther  gave  him  welcome  to  the  shore : 
And,— when  he  heard  him  swear,  and  vow  to  Go^ 
He  came  but  to  be  duke  of  Lancaster, 
To  sue  his  livery,*  and  beg  his  peace; 
With  tears  of  innocency,  and  terms  of  Zfeal,— 
My  father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd. 
Swore  him  assistance,  and  pertbrm'd  it  too. 
Now,  when  the  lords  and  barons  of  the  realm 
Perceiv'd  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him. 
The  more  and  less*  came  in  witli  cap  and  knee; 
Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages; 
Attended  him  on  uridges,  stoq^  in  lanea. 
Laid  gilta  before  him,  prolFered  him  their  oatlii» 
Gave  him  their  heirs;  as  pages  followed  him, 
Even  at  the  heels,  in  golocn  multitudes. 
He  presently,— as  greatness  knows  itself, — 
Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  vow 
Made  to  my  lather,  while  his  blood  was  fioor. 
Upon  the  naked  shore  at  Ravenspurg; 
And  now,  forsooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 
Some  certain  edicts,  and  some  strait  decrees. 
That  lie  too  heavy  on  the  commonweallh: 
Cries  out  upon  abuses,  seems  to  weep 
Over  his  country's  wrongs;  and,  by  his  face. 
This  seeming  brow  of  iustice,  did  ne  win 
The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for. 
Proceeded  further;  cut  me  off  the  heads 
Of  all  the  favorites,  tliat  the  absent  king 
In  deputation  left  behind  him  here. 
When  he  was  personal  in  the  Irish  war. 

Blunt.  Tut,  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 

Hot.  Then,  to  the  point.— 

In  short  time  after,  he  deposM  the  king; 
Soon  alter  that,  de^rivM  nim  of  his  lite; 
And,  in  the  neck  of  that,  task'd  the  whole  state: 
To  make  that  worse,  sufler'd  his  kinsman,  March, 
(Who  is,  if  every  owner  were  well  placed. 
Indeed  his  king.)  to  be  incatccd  in  Wales, 
There  without  ransom  to  lie  forfeited: 
Disgraced  me  in  my  happy  victories; 
Sought  to  entrap  me  by  intelligence; 
Rated  my  uncle  from  the  council-t>oard; 
In  rage  disiiii:)s''d  my  fiither  from  the  court; 
Broke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wron^ : 
And,  in  conclusion,  drove  us  to  seek  out 
This  head  of  safety;  and,  withal,  to  pry 
Into  his  title,  the  which  we  find 
Too  indirect  for  lung  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  answer  to  the  kin^  * 

Hot.  Not  so,  sir  Walter;  we'll  withdraw  a v\{..'r. 
(•o  to  the  king;  and  let  there  be  impawuM 
Some  surety  lor  a  safe  return  again. 
And  in  the  morning  early  shall  mine  uncle 
Bring  hiin  our  purposes:  and  so  farewell. 

Blunt.  I  would,  >ou  would  accept  of  grace  a;.vj 
love. 

Hot.  And,  may  be,  so  we  shall. 

Blunt.  'Pray  heaven  you  «J . ' 

SCENE  IV.— York.    A  Room  in  the  ArchbiKhoi'i 

Hou6e. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  York,  and  a  Gentle ni  ?" J 

Arch.  Hie,  good  sir  Michael!  bear  this  $eu.(i 
brief,' 
With  winged  haste  to  the  lord  roareshal; 
This  to  my  cousin  Scroop;  and  all  the  re«t 
To  whom  they  are  directed:  if  you  knew 
How  much  they  do  import,  you  would  Rmkr  hast* 

Gent.  My  good  lord, 
I  guess  their  tenor. 

Arch.  Like  enough  you  do. 

To-morrow,  good  sir  Michael*  is  a  dav. 
Wherein  the  fortune  of  ten  thousand  men 
Must  'bide  the  touch:  For,  sir,  at  Shrewsbury. 
As  I  am  truly  given  to  understand. 
The  king,  with  laighty  and  quick-raised  power. 
Meets  with  lord  Harry:  and  1  fear,  sir  Michiu?!.— i 
What  with  the  sickness  of  Northumberland, 
(Whose  power  was  in  the  f\rst  proportiooo 
And  what  with  Owen  Glendowcr's  absence  tbeno 
(Who  with  tliein  was  a  rated  sinew  too,* 

*The  delivery  of  hii  lands.    *The  Kreatcr  and  %hm  *r« 
*  L«tt«r.  *  A  strength  on  which  tb^  reckcosj 
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FaL  Away,  varlets!— Draw,  Bardolph;  cut  me 
off  tho  villam^s  head ;  throw  the  quean  in  the 
cnannel. 

Host,  Throw  me  in  the  channelT  I'll  throw  thee 
in  the  channel.  Wilttliou?  wilt  thou?  thou  bas- 
tardly rogue  I—Murder,  murder!  0  thou  honey- 
suckle* villain!  wilt  thou  kill  God's  officers,  and 
the  king's?  0  thou  honey  seed*  rogue!  thou  art  a 
honey-seed;  a  man-oueller, and  a  woman-queller. 

FaL  Keep  them  on,  Bardolph. 

FanfS'  A  rescue!  a  rescue! 

HosU  Good  people,  bring  a  rescue  or  two. — Thou 
wo't,  wo't  thou?  thou  wo't,  wo't  thou?  do,  do, 
tiiou  rogue!  do,  thou  hemp-seed! 

Fal.  Away,  you  scullion!  you  rampallion!  you 
fust  larian !  'I'll  tickle  your  catastrophe. 

Enter  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  attended, 

CA.  Just.  What's  the  matter?  keep  the  peace 
here,  ho ! 

Host.  Good  my  lord^  be  good  to  me!  I  beseech  you! 

Ch.Just.  How  now,  sir  John?  what,  are  you 
brawling  here? 
Ooth  this  become  your  place,  your  time,  and  busi- 
ness? 
You  should  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York. — 
Stand  from  him,  tiellow;  Wherefore  hang'st  thou 
on  him  ? 

Host.  O  my  most  worshipfiil  lord,  an't  please  your 
{*racc,  I  am  a  poor  widow  of  Eastcheap,  and  ne  is 
iL/restcd  at  my  suit. 

Ch.  Just.  For  what  sum  ? 

H(tst.  It  is  more  than  for  some,  my  lord:  it  is  for 
all,  all  I  have:  he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  house  and 
h'wme:  he  hath  put  all  my  substance  into  that  fat 
belly  of  his: — but  I  will  )iave  some  of  it  out  again, 
or  I'll  ride  thee  o'night«,  like  the  man*. 

FaL  I  think,  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if  I 
have  any  vantage  of  ground  to  get  up. 

Ch.  Just.  How  comes  this,  sir  John?  Fye!  what 
man  of  good  temper  would  endure  this  tempest  of 
exclamation?  Are  you  not  ashamed  to  enlhrce  a 
poor  widow  to  so  rough  a  course  to  come  by  her 
own? 

FaL  What  is  the  gross  sum  that  I  owe  thee? 

IlMt.  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honest  man.  thyself, 
and  the  money  too.  Thou  didst  swear  to  me  upon 
a  parcel-gilt'  goblet,  sitting  in  my  Dolphin-cham- 
ber, at  the  round  table,  by  a  sea-coal  Are,  upon 
Wednesday  in  Whit'?un-week,  when  the  prince 
broke  thy  head  for  lik-.ig  his  father  to  a  singing- 
man  of  Windsor:  thou  didst  swear  to  me  then,  as 
I  was  washing  thy  wound,  to  marry  me,  and  make 
mo  ray  lady  thy  wife.  Canst  thou  deny  it?  Did 
not  good  wife  Keech,  the  butcher's  wife,  come  in 
then,  and  call  me  gossip  Quickly?  coming  in  to 
borrow  a  mess  of  vinegar ;  telling  us,  she  had  a  good 
dish  of  prawns;  whereby  thou  didst  desire  to  eat 
some;  whereby  I  told  thee,  they  were  ill  for  a  green 
wound?  And  didst  thou  not,  when  she  was  gone 
down  stairs,  desire  me  to  be  no  more  so  tiimillarity 
with  such  poor  people;  saving,  that  ere  long  they 
should  call  me  mauani?  And  didst  tliou  not  kiss 
nic,  and  bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  shillings?  I  put 
thcc  now  to  thy  book-oath;  deny  it,  if  thou  canst. 

FaL  My  lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  soul;  and  she 
says,  up  and  down  the  town,  that  her  eldest  son  is  like 
you :  she  hath  been  in  good  case,  and,  the  truth  is, 
lioverty  hath  distracted  her.  But  for  these  foolish 
odicore,  I  beseech  you,  I  may  have  redress  against 
them. 

Cft.  Just.  Sir  John,  sir  John,  I  am  well  aequo inted 
with  your  manner  of  wrenching:  the  true  cause  the 
fiU.se  way.  It  is  not  a  confident  brow,  nor  the  throng 
of  words  that  come  with  such  more  than  impudent 
saiiciness  from  you,  can  thrust  me  from  a  level  con- 
sideration; you  have,  as  it  appears  to  me,  practised 
upon  the  easy-yielding  spirit  of  this  woman,  and 
made  her  serve  your  uses  both  in  purse  and  person. 

Jltfst.  Yea,  in  troth,  my  lord. 

CA.  Just.  Pr'ythee,  peace:— Pay  her  the  debt  you 
owe  her,  and  unpay  the  villany  you  have  done 
with  her;  the  one  you  may  do  with  sterling  money, 
and  the  other  with  current  repentance. 

FaL  My  lord.  I  will  not  undergo  this  aneap" 
without  reply.  You  call  honorable  boldness,  ini- 
pu'ientsauciness:  if  a  man  will  make  court'sy,  and 


•H'tmieidal. 
'Party  gilt. 


*  Homicide 
^Snab  check. 


say  nothing,  he  is  virtuous:  No,  my  lord,  my  hum* 
ble  duty  remembered,  I  will  not  be  your  suitor;  I 
say  to  you,  I  do  desire  deliverance  m>m  the«e  o(\ 
cers,  being  upon  hasty  employment  in  the  kiiig« 
afl&ira. 

Ch.  Just.  You  speak  as  having  power  to  d^ 
wrong :  but  answer  in  the  effect  of  your  reputation, 
and  satisfy  the  poor  woman. 

Fal.  Come  hither,  hostess.        [Taking  ker  aside 

Enter  Gower. 

Ch.  Just.  Now,  master  Gower;  What  news! 

Gow.  The  king,  my  lord,  and  Harry  prince  of 
Wales 
Are  near  tit  hand :  the  rest  the  paper  telU. 

FaL  As  I  am  a  gentleman: 

Hftst.  Nay,  you  said  so  beiore. 

Fal.  As  1  am  a  gentleman;— Come,  no  more 
words  of  it. 

Host.  By  thi^  heavenly  ground  [  tread  on,  I  mu»t 
be  fain  to  pawn  both  my  plate,  and  the  tapestr}  of 
my  dining-chambera. 

FaL  Glasses,  glasses,  is  the  only  drinking:  aD>l 
for  thy  walls,— a  pretty  slight  drollery,  or  the  sioiy 
of  the  prodigal,  or  the  German  hunting  in  viatrr- 
work,  18  worth  a  thousand  of  these  bed-hanginr^ 
and  these  fly-bitten  tapestries.  Let  it  be  ten  iM>urid, 
if  thou  canst.  Come,  an  it  were  not  for  thy  bu- 
more,  there  is  not  a  better  wench  in  England.— <^o 
wash  thy  face,  and  draw^  thy  action:  Come,  thoa 
must  not  be  in  this  humor  with  me ;  dost  not  knov% 
me?  Come,  come,  I  know  thou  wast  set  on  to  thi^. 

Host.  Pray  thee,  sir  John,  let  it  be  but  twenty  n»>- 
bles;  i'faith  lam  loath  to  pawn  my  plate,  ui  gi^>d 
earnest,  la. 

FaL  Let  it  alone;  I'll  make  other  shift;  you'*il  tie 
a  fool  still. 

Host.  Well,  you  shall  have  it,  though  I  jiavni  my 
gown.  I  hope  you'll  come  to  supper :  youll  pay 
me  all  together  * 

FaL  Will  I  live?— Go.  with  her,  witli  her;  .Tc 
Bardolph.]  hook  on,  hook  on. 

Host.  Will  you  have  Doll  Tear-sheet  meet  you  ^t 
supper  f 

FaL  No  more  words ;  let's  have  her. 

[Exeunt  Hostess,  Bardolph,  Officers, 
and  Page. 

Ch.  Just.  I  have  heard  better  news. 

FaL  What's  the  news,  my  good  lord  ? 

Ch.  Just.  Where  lay  the  king  last  night  T 

Gow.  At  Basingstoke,  my  lord. 

FaL  Ihope,my  lord,  all's  well:  Whafis  the  new*, 
my  lord ! 

Ch.  Just.  Come  all  his  forces  back? 

Gow.  No;   fitlcen  hundred  Ibot,   five  hundr»-d 
horse, 
Are  march'd  up  to  my  lord  of  Lancaster. 
Against  Northumberland,  and  the  archbishop. 

FaL  Comes  the  king  back  from  Wales,  my  nol^W 
lord? 

Ch.  Just.  You  shall  have  letters  of  me  presentlv. 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  master  (^wer. 

FaL  My  lord! 

Ch.  Just.  What's  the  matter? 

FaL  Master  Gower,  shall  1  entreat  you  trtth  me 
to  dinner? 

Gitw.  t  must  wait  upon  my  good  lord  here:  I 
thank  you,  good  sir  John. 

Ch.  Just.  Sir  John,  you  loiter  here  too  Ions,  brit ,: 
yon  are  to  take  soldiers  up  in  counties  a«»  vou  co. ' 

FaL  Will  vou  sup  with  me,  master  Govrer? 

Ch.  JiLst.  vVhat  foolish  master  taught  yt^u  thr-9 
manners,  sir  John? 

FaL  Master  Gower,  if  they  become  me  not,  \  r 
was  u  fool  that  taught  them  me.— This  is  thi»  n,'  i 
fencing  grace,  my  lord;  tap  for  tap, and  so  jxirt  f*  '. 

Ch.  Just.  Now  the  Lord  lighten  thee !  thou  itrt  % 


great  ibol. 


[ 


t  U  'i  % 


SCENE  II.— Another  Street, 


Enter  Prin'Ce  Hbkry  and  Poijia. 


P.  Hen.  Trust  me,  I  am  exoeedmg 

Poms.  Is  it  come  to  that?  I  had  tJtousht  w^^-^ 
ness  duret  not  have  attached  one  of  so  high  bK>i>i.| 

P.  Hen.  'Faith,  it  does  me;  thoug'i  it  cli«r»>^«H 
the  complexion  of  my  greatness  to  ackoowlcfij:  •  .*] 
Doth  it  not  show  vilely  in  me,  to  dep****  stn*ll  k<vr 


*  Suitably  to  your  character. 


WitbdrmY. 


J 
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SJiCOND  PART  OF 


Act  IL 


Pouui,  Put  on  two  leather  jerkins,  and  apron» 
and  wait  upon  him  at  his  table  as  drawers. 

P.  Him.  From  a  god  to  a  built  a  heavy  dcscen- 
sion !  it  was  Jove^s  case.  From  a  prince  to  a  pren- 
tice? a  low  transformation !  tnat  anal  I  be  mine:  for, 
in  every  thing,  the  purpose  must  weigh  with  the 
folly.    Follow  me,  Ned.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.--Warkworth.    Btfore  the  Castle. 

Enter  NoRTUUMBERLAND,  Lady  Nobtbumbkrland, 
and  Ladt  Percy. 

JNorth*  I    pray  thee,  loving  wife,  and   gentle 

daughter. 
Give  even  way  unto  ray  rough  afiairs: 
Put  not  you  on  the  visage  of  the  times. 
And  be,  like  them,  to  Percy  troublesome. 

Laiy  N.  I  have  given  over,  1  will  speak  no  more : 
Do  what  you  will ;  your  wisdom  be  your  guide. 
North.  Alas,  sweet  wife,  my  honor  is  at  pawn; 
And,  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 
Lady  P.  0,  yet,  for  God%  sake,  go  not  to  tliese 

w^ars ! 
The  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word, 
When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it  than  now; 
When  your  own  Percy,  when  my  hearths  dear 

Harry, 
Threw  many  a  northward  look  to  see  his  lather 
Bring  up  his  powers;  but  he  did  long  in  vain. 
Who  then  persuaded  you  to  stay  at  Home? 
There  wore  two  honors  lost;  yours,  and  your  son's. 
For  yours, — may  heavenly  glory  brighten  it! 
For  liis— it  stuck  upon  him,  as  the  sun 
In  the  grey  vault  of  heaven:  and  by  his  light, 
Did  all  the  chivalry  of  England  move 
To  do  brave  acts;  he  was,  indeed,  the  glass 
Whnrein  the  noble  youth  did  dress  themselves. 
He  had  no  legs,  that  jiractised  not  his  gait: 
And  speaking  thick,  which  nature  made  his  blemish. 
Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant: 
For  those  that  could  speak  low,  and  tardily. 
Would  turn  their  own  perfection  to  abuse, 
To  Rcem  like  him:  So  that,  in  speech,  in  gait. 
In  diet,  in  atfcctiony  cf  deliglit, 
In  military  rules,  humors  of  blood. 
He  was  the  mark  and  glass,  copy  and  book. 
That  fashionM   others.   And  him,— O   wondrous 

him! 

0  miracle  of  men! — him  did  you  leave, 
(Second  to  none,  unseconded  by  you,) 
To  h)ok  upon  the  hideous  god  of  war 
In  disadvantage;  to  abide  a  Held, 

Where  nothing  but  the  sound  of  Hotspur's  name 
Did  seem  defensible: — so  you  left  him: 
Never,  O  never,  do  his  ghost  the  wrong, 
To  hold  your  honor  more  precise  and  nice 
W^tlh  others,  than  with  him;  let  them  alone; 
The  marshal,  and  the  archbishop,  are  strong: 
Had  my  sweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  numbers. 
To-day  might  I,  hanging  on  Hotspur's  neck. 
Have  talkM  oi  Monmouth's  grave. 

North.  Beshrcw  your  heart. 

Fair  daughter!  you  do  draw  my  spirits'from  me. 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  oversights. 
But  I  must  go,  and  meet  with  danger  there; 
Or  it  will  seek  me  in  another  place. 
And  And  me  worse  provided. 

Ijidy  N.  O,  fly  to  Scotland, 

Till  that  the  nobles,  and  the  armca  commons, 
Have  of  their  puissance  made  a  little  taste. 

Lady  P.  If  they  get  ground  and  vantage  of  the 
king. 
Then  join  you  with  them,  like  a  rib  of  steel. 
To  make  strength  stronger;  but  for  all  our  loves, 
First  let  them  try  themselves;  so  did  your  son; 
He  was  so  suffer'd;  so  came  I  a  widow; 
And  never  shall  have  length  of  life  enough. 
To  rain  upon  remembrance  with  mine  eyes. 
That  it  may  grow  and  sprout  as  high  as  heaven, 
For  recunlation  to  my  noble  husband. 

North.  Come,  come,  go  in  with  me;  His  with  my 
mind. 
As  with  the  tide  swell'd  up  unto  its  height. 
That  makes  a  still-stand,  running  neither  way. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  archbishop. 
But  many  thousand  reasons  hold  me  back: 

1  will  resolve  for  Scotland;  there  am  I, 
Till  tf  me  ana  \'ar.tage  crave  my  company. 

{ExeurU, 


SCENE  IV.— London.   A  Room  in  t\e  Boards  Rrad 

Tavern,  in  Ecutcheap. 

Enter  two  Drawers. 

1  Draw.  What  the  devil  hast  thou  bnmght  there? 
apple-Johns  ?  thou  know'st,  sir  John  cannot  endure 
an  apple-John.* 

2  nraw.  Mass,  thou  sayest  true:  The  princ** 
once  set  a  dish  of  apple-Johns  before  him,  arid  tola 
him,  tliere  were  five  more  sir  Johns:  and,  puttine 
off  his  hat,  said.  Twill  now  take  my  leave  of  fhr^e 
six  dry,  round,  old,  wUherH  kni^h/s.  It  angcrtd 
him  to  the  heart;  but  he  hath  forgot  thaL 

1  Draw.  Why  then,  cover,  and  set  them  down: 
And  see  if  thou  canst  find  out  Sncak^s  noise;*  nn^ 
tress  Tear-sheet  would  fain  hear  some  music.  De- 
spatch :--The  room  where  they  supped  is  t»o  hot; 
they'll  come  in  straighL 

2  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  prince,  and 
master  Poins  anon:  and  they  will  put  on  two  of 
our  jerkins,  and  aprons;  and  sir  John  mus>t  no' 
know  of  it:  Bardolph  hath  brought  word. 

1  Draw.  By  the  mass,  here  will  be  old  utis:»  U 
will  be  an  excellent  stratagem. 

2  Draw.  I'll  see,  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak.     [Exit. 

Enter  Hostess  and  Doll  Tear-sheet. 

Host.  I'faith,  sweet  heart,  methinks  now  yoo  are 
in  an  excellent  good  temperality:  your  pulsidw 
beats  as  extraordinarily  as  heart  would  dej»ire:  and 

Sour  color,  I  warrant  you,  is  as  red  as  any  rcwe: 
ut,  i'faith,  you  have  drunk  too  much  canahe*: 
and  that's  a  marvellous  searching  wine,  and  it  p»t- 
fumes  the  blood  ere  one  can  say, — What's  this' 
How  do  you  now? 
Ditll.  Better  tlian  I  was.  Hem. 
H(tst.  Wliy,  that's  well  said;  a  good  hearths  worth 
gold.    Look,  here  comes  sir  Johji. 

Enter  Falstaff,  singing. 

FaL  When  Arthur  first  in  court.— Kmpt\  the 
Jordan.— And  was  a  worthy  king.'  [Exit  Drawer.^ 
How  now,  mistress  Doll? 

Host.  Sick  of  a  calm:  yea,  good  sooth. 

FaL  So  is  all  her  sect;  ah  they  be  once  in  a 
cal;«.  they  are  sick. 

DolL  You  muddy  rascal,  is  that  all  the  comfort 
you  erive  me  ? 

FaL  You  make  fat  rascals,  mistress  Doll. 

Dolt.  I  make  them!  gluttony  and  diseases  make 
them ;  I  make  them  not. 

Fal.  If  the  cook  help  to  make  the  gluttony,  you 
help  to  make  the  diseases,  Doll:  we  catch  oY  you, 
Doll,  we  catch  of  you;  grant  Uiat,  my  poor  virtue, 
grant  that. 

Dotl.  Ay,  marry;  our  chains,  and  our  jewels 

Fal.  Your  briHKhes,  j>earls,  and  mcehe^,- — f«>r  to 
serve  bravely,  is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know: 
To  come  off  the  breach  with  his  pike  bent  bmvr!\ , 
and  to  surgery  bravely ;  to  venture  upon  thecharjicd 
chambers *•  bravely  : 

DotL  Hang  yourself,  you  muddy  conger,  han^ 
yourself! 

Host.  By  my  troth,  this  is  the  old  fashion;  y»»« 
two  never  meet,  but  you  fall  to  some  discord:  >«ui 
are  both,  in  good  troth,  as  rheumatic  as  two  \i  \ 
toast* ;  you  cannot  one  bear  with  another*>  conrr- 
mities.  What  the  good-year  !•  one  must  bt'sir,  ami 
that  must  be  you:  [To  Doll.]  you  are  the  wtakt  r 
vessel,  as  they  say,  the  emptier  vessel. 

Dcftl.  Can  a  weak  empty  vessel  bear  such  a  hnre 
full  hogshead?  there's  a  whole  merchants  ventun* 
of  Bourdeaux  stuff  in  him:  you  have  not  •^•t-n  a 
hulk  batter  stufted  in  the  hold.— Come,  Til  be  irir:i.S 
with  thee.  Jack:  thou  art  going  to  the  war<;  aiil 
whether  I  shall  ever  see  thee  again,  or  no,  thert 
nobody  cares. 

Re-enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir,  ancient*  Pistol's  below,  and  irooM 
speak  with  you. 

Doll.  Hang  him,  swaggering  rascal!  let  him  HiV 
come  hither:  it  is  the  foul-mouth'dst  rogue  ub 
England. 

*  An  apple  that  will  keep  tvo  years. 

*  Sneak  was  a  street  minstrel:  a  nolsa  of  madeteva 
anciently  ■ignifled  a  concert. 

T  Blerry  doings.  *  Small  pi  «oes  o*  ^tr  Jnaai 

*  Mrs.  Quickly 's  blander  for  ^*aj ere,  i  • 
>  Kniign* 
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SECOND  PART  OF 


ActU 


K»  Hen.  O  Weatinoreland,  thou  art  a  aummer- 
bird, 
Which  liver  in  the  haunch  of  winter  sings 
The  lifting  up  of  day.    Look!  here's  more  news. 

Enter  Harcourt. 

Hot,  From  enemies  heaven  keep  your  majesty ; 
And  when  thev  stand  against  you,  may  they  lall 
A.S  those  that  1  am  come  to  teli  you  oil 
The  earl  Northumberland,  and  the  lord  Bardolph, 
With  a  great  power  of  English,  and  of  Scots, 
Are  by  the  sheriff  of  Yorkshire  overthrown: 
The  manner  and  true  order  of  the  fight, 
This  packet,  please  it  you,  contains  at  large. 

K,  nen»  And  wherelore  should  these  good  news 
make  me  sick? 
Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  Aill, 
But  write  her  fair  words  still  in  foulest  letters: 
She  either  gives  a  stomach,  and  no  foody- 
Such  are  the  poor,  in  health;  or  else  a  feast. 
And  takes  away  the  stomach,— such  are  the  rich, 
That  have  abundance,  and  ei^oy  it  not. 
I  should  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news; 
And  now  my  sight  fails,  and  my  brain  is  giddy:— 
O  me!  come  near  me.  now  I  am  much  ill.  iHwoons* 

P.  Humph.  Comfort,  your  majesty ! 

Cla.  O,  my  royal  fiither! 

West.  My  sovereign  lord,  cheer  up  yourself,  look 


up 


f 


War.  Be  jpatient,  princes;  you  do  know,  these  fits 
Are  with  his  highness  ver3r  ordinary. 
Stand  from  him,  give  him  air ;  he'll  straight  be  well. 

Cla.  No, no;  he  cannot  long  hold  out  these  pangs; 
The  incessant  care  and  labor  of  his  mind 
Hath  wrought  the  mure,*  that  should  confine  it  in. 
Ho  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  break  out. 

P.  Humph.  The  people  fear  me;*  for  they  do  ob- 
serve 
&Jnfother'd  heirs,  and  loathly  birds  of  nature; 
The  seasons  change  their  manners,  as  the  year 
Had  found  some  months  asleep,  and  leap'd  them 
over. 

Cla.  The  river  hath  thrice  flow'd,  no  ebb  be- 
tween:* 
And  the  old  folk,  time's  doting  chronicles. 
Say,  it  did  so,  a  little  time  before 
That  our  great  grandsire,  Edward,8ick'd  and  died. 

fVar.  Speak  lower,  princes,  for  the  king  recovers. 

P.  Humph.  This  apoplex  will,  certain,  oe  his  end. 

K.  Hen.  I  pray  you,  take  me  up,  and  bear  me 
hence 
Into  some  other  chamber:  softly,  'pray. 

[They  convey  the  Kino  into  an  inner  part 
qftht  room,  and  place  him  on  a  bed. 
Let  there  be  no  noise  made,  my  gentle  friends; 
Unless  some  dull*  and  favorable  nand 
Will  whisper  music  to  my  weary  spirit. 

War.  Call  for  the  music  in  the  other  room. 

K.  Hen.  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here. 

Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 

War,  Less  noise,  less  noise. 

Enter  Prince  Hsnrt. 

P.  Hen.  Who  saw  the  duke  of  Clarence  ? 

Cla.  I  am  here,  brother,  fbll  of  heaviness. 

P.  Hen.  How  now!  rain  within  doors,  and  none 
abroad! 
How  doth  the  king! 

P.  Humph.  Exceeding  ill. 

P.  Hen.  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet! 

Tell  it  tiim. 

P.  Humph.  He  alter'd  much  upon  the  hearing  it. 

P.  Hen  If  he  be  Kick 
With  joy,  he  will  recover  without  physic. 

War.  Not  so  much  noise,  my  lords: — sweet 
prince,  speak  low; 
The  king  your  father  is  dispos'd  to  sleep. 

Cla.  Let  us  withdraw  into  the  other  room. 

War.  Will't  please  your  grace  to  go  along  with  usi 

P.  Hen.  No;  I  will  sit  and  watch  here  by  the  king. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  P.  Henry. 
Why  doth  the  crown  lie  there  upon  his  pillow, 
Beins^  so  troublesome  a  bedfellow! 
O  poush'd  perturbation!  golden  care! 
That  keep'st  the  ports*  of  slumber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchful  night!— sleep  with  it  now! 

■  Wall.  *  Make  mo  aftmtd. 

T  An  historical  ftiet,  on  Oot.  19,  Mil. 
•Msla&eholy,  soofchlof.  •Oatos. 


Yet  xw    «  sound,  and  half  so  deeply  siieet. 
As  he,  whose  brow,  with  homely  biggin^  bound. 
Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.    O  majesty ! 
When  thou  dost  pinch  thy  bearer,  tliou  dost  ait 
Like  a  ridi  armor  worn  in  heat  of  day. 
That  scalds  with  safety.    By  his  gates  of  breath 
There  lies  a  downy  feather,  which  stirs  not: 
Did  he  suspire,  that  light  and  weightless  down 
Perforce    must  move.— My   gracious  lord!  m] 

father !-~ 
This  sleep  is  sound  indeed;  this  is  a  sleep  I 

That  from  this  golden  rigol*  ha* a  divorced  i 

So  many  English  kings.    Thy  due,  ftom  me. 
Is  tears,  and  heavy  sorrows  of  the  blood ; 
Which  nature,  love,  and  filial  tenderness. 
Shall,  0  dear  father,  pay  thee  plenteousiy; 
My  due,  from  thee,  is  this  imperial  crown; 
Which,  as  immediate  fh>m  thy  place  and  blood. 
Derives  itself  to  me.    Lo,  here  it  aits,— 

[Putting  U  on  his  hem 
Which  heaven  shall  guard:  And  put  the  world' 

whole  strength 
Into  one  giant  arm,  it  shall  not  force 
This  lineal  honor  from  me:  This  ftom  thee 
Will  I  to  mine  leave,  as  'tis  left  to  me.  [£n 

K.Hen.  Warwick!  Gloster!  Clarence! 

Re-enter  Warwick,  and  the  reat. 

Cla.  Doth  the  king  call 

War.  What  would  your  majesty!   How  taii 

your  grace! 
K.  Hen.  Why  did  you  leave  me  here  alone,  d 

lorda! 
CUl  We  left  the  prince  my  brother  here,  my  hefj 
Who  undertook  to  sit  and  watch  by  you.  I 

K.Hen.  The  prince  of  Wales!  Where  is  be!  1| 
me  see  nim :  | 

He  is  not  here. 
War.  This  door  is  open;  he  is  gone  this  way. 
P.  Humph.  He  came  not  through  the  cham': 

where  we  stay'd. 

K.  Hen.  Where  is  the  crown !  who  took  it  fnj 

my  pillow!  j 

War.  When  we  withdrew,  my  liege,  we  left  it  he] 

K.  Hen.  The  prince  hath  ta'en  it  hence : — go,  bc^ 

him  out;  | 

Is  he  so  hasty,  that  he  doth  suppose 

My  sleep  my  death! | 

Find  him,  my  lord  of  Warwick;  chide  him  hi:h{ 

This  part  of  his  conjoins  with  my  disease. 
And  helps  to  end  me.— See,  sons,  what  things  >| 

are!  I 

How  quickly  nature  falls  into  revolt. 
When  gold  becomes  her  object! 
For  this  the  fbolish  over-careftil  fkthere 
Have  broke  their  sleep  with  thoughts,  their  bra 

with  care. 
Their  bones  with  industry; 
For  this  they  have  engrossed  and  piled  up 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  strange-achieved  gold; 
For  this  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  inre^M.      j 
Their  sons  with  arts,  and  martial  exerciser: 
When,  like  the  bee,  tolling*  from  every  flouer  ; 
The  virtuous  sweets;  i 

Our  thighs  packed  with  wax,  our  mouths  ^ 

honey,  : 

We  bring  it  to  the  hive;  and,  like  the  bees. 
Are  murder'd  for  our  pains.    This  bitter  laste   I 
Yield  his  engrossments^  to  the  ending  &U>er. — I 

Re-enter  Warwick.  | 

Now.  where  is  he  that  will  not  stay  so  long 
Till  nis  ftiend  sickness  hath  determinM*  me? 

War.  My  lord,  I  found  the  prince  in  the  next  r«> 
Washing  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks; 
With  such  a  deep  demeanor  in  grent  sorrow. 
That  tyranny,  which  never  quaiPd  but  bk.o«l.    . 
Would,  by  beholding  him,  have  washed  hr>  Kn* . 
With  gentle  eye-drops.    He  is  coming  htth«-r. 

K.Hen.  But  wherefore  did  he  take  avta) 
crown! 

Re-enter  Princr  Hrxrt. 

Lo, where  he  comes.— Come  hitherto  roe,  H«rn 
Depart  the  chamber,  leave  ua  here  alone. 

[Exeunt  Clarbncb,  Paixcs  Hvmpin 
Lords.  4«. 
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Pull  Afteen  earls,  and  dfleen  hundred  knie^hto; 
Six  LiouBand  and  two  hundred  good  esquires; 
Axid,  to  relief  of  lazars,  and  weak  age, 
Of  indigent  faint  souls,  past  corporal  toil, 
A  buiu&ed  aim-houses,  right  well  supplied; 
And  to  the  ooSers  of  the  king  beside, 
A  thousand  pounds  by  the  year:  Thus  runs  the 
bUL 

Eljf,  This  would  drink  deep. 

Caul.  'Twould  drink  the  cup  and  all. 

£/y.  fiat  what  prevention  1 

Con/.  The  king  is  fuU  of  grace  and  &ir  regard. 

Eljf.  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  church. 

Cani»  The  courses  of  his  youth  promictM  it  not. 
The  bi«ath  no  sooner  left  his  father^s  body. 
But  that  his  wildness,  mortified  in  him, 
Seem'^d  to  die  too:  yea,  that  very  moment. 
Consideration  tike  an  angel  came, 
Aud  whipped  the  offending  Adam  out  of  him; 
I^eaving  his  body  as  a  paradise, 
Tu  envelop  and  contain  celestial  spirits. 
Kcv^er  vvas  such  a  sudden  scholar  made: 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood, 
With  such  a  heady  current^  scouring  faults; 
Nor  never  hydra-headed  willfulness 
s*>  soon  did  lose  his  seat,  and  all  at  once, 
Afi  in  this  king. 

ICijf.  We  are  blessed  in  the  change. 

Cant.  Hear  him  but  reason  in  divinity, 
And,  all-admiring,  with  an  inward  wish 
V(»o  would  desire,  the  king  were  made  a  prelate: 
Hear  bim  debate  of  commonwealth  aflbira, 
Vou  would  say,— it  hath  been  all-in-all  his  study: 
Lit»t«  his  discounie  of  war,  and  you  shall  hear 
A  learful  battle  renderM  >;ou  in  music: 
Turn  him  to  any  cause  or  policy, 
TKe  f;ordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloose, 
raniiJiar  as  his  garter;  that,  when  he  speaks, 
Tnc  air,  a  charter'd  libertine,  is  still, 
Aitd  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men^s  eara, 
To  «teal  bis  sweet  and  honeyed  sentences; 
S.1  that  the  art  and  practic  part  of  life 
M  u.<kt  be  the  mistress  to  this  thcoric : 
Wfiich  is  a  wonder,  how  his  grace  should  glean  it, 
<.'nce  his  addiction  was  to  courses  vain: 
II in  companies  unletterM,  rude,  and  shallow; 
Hi*  hours  flllM  up  with  riots,  banquets,  sports; 
Aifcd  ne'ver  noted  m  him  any  study. 
Any  retirement,  any  sequestration 
From  open  hauntfl  and  popularity. 

Ely.  The  strawberry  grows  underneath  the  nettle; 
'And  wholeisome  berries  thrive  and  ripen  best, 
Xeiihbor'd  by  fVuitof  baser  quality: 
And  so  the  prince  obscurM  hw  contemplation 
I'nder  ibe  veil  of  wildness;  which,  no  doubt, 
I,  rew  like  the  summer  grass,  fastest  by  night, 
L'liseen,  yet  crescive*  in  his  faculty. 

Cant.  It  must  be  so:  for  miracles  are  ceasM; 
Atid  therefore  we  must  needs  admit  the  means 
How  things  are  perfected. 

Kly»  But,  my  (ood  lord. 

How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill 
Lrj^ed  by  the  commons!  Doth  his  majesty 
locline  to  it,  or  not  . 

Cant*  He  seems  indifferent, 

itr.  rather,  swaying  more  upon  our  part. 
Than  cherishing  toe  exhibitera  against  us: 
For  1  have  made  an  of!er  to  his  majesty, — 
I'pon  our  spiritual  convocation; 
Aod  in  regard  of  causes  now  in  hand. 
Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  grace  at  large. 
As  toDching  France,— to  give  a  greater  sum 
Th;an  ever  at  one  time  the  clerf^v  yet 
Did  to  hi0  predecessors  part  withal. 

f /y.  How  did  this  offer  seem  receiv'd,  my  lord  ? 

Cant.  With  good  acceptance  of  his  miuesty ; 
Save,  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  near 
' A«,  I  perceivM,  his  grace  would  fiiin  have  dene) 
The  sevcraJji,  and  unhidden  passages. 
Of  bis  trae  titles  to  some  certain  dukedoms; 
KnA,  generally,  the  crown  and  seat  of  France, 
Deriv'd  from  Edward,  his  great  grandfbther. 

£lM/m  What  v?as  the  impediment  that  broke  this 

^^     offi 

Card^  The  French  ambassador,  upon  that  instant, 
CivvVi  Aodienee:  and  the  hour,  1  think,  is  come, 
To  inve  ^^™  hearing:  Is  it  four  o'clock  1 

£h'  ^'  »■• 

fco.  *  Inereaslng. 


Cant,  Then  go  we  in,  to  know  his  embassy; 
Which  I  could,  with  a  ready  guess,  declare, 
Before  the  Frenchman  spoke  a  word  of  it. 

Ely.  I'll  wait  upon  you:  and  I  long  to  h^r  it 

SCENE  II<— il  Room  qf  State  in  the  aamc. 

Enter  Knn  Hkxrt,  Gloster,  Bedford,  Exeter 
Warwick,  WEamoRBLAMD,  and  Attendanu. 

K,  Hen.  Where  is  my  gracious  lord  of  Cantci 

bury? 
Exe.  Not  here  in  presence. 
K.  Hen.  Send  for  him,  good  uncle. 
We^t.  Shall  we  call  in  the  ambassador,  my  liege** 
K.Hen.  Not  yet,  my  cousin;  we  would  be  re- 
solvM, 
Before  we  hear  him,  of  some  things  of  weight, 
That  task  our  thoughts  concerning  us  and  France. 

Enter  the  Archbibhop  op  Canterbury  and  Bishop 

OP  Ely. 

Cant,  God,  and  his  angels,  guard  your  sacred 

throne, 
And  make  you  long  become  it! 

K,  Hen.  Sure,  we  thank  you. 

My  learned  lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed ; 
And  justly  and  religiously  unfold, 
Why  the  law  Saliqiie,  that  they  have  in  France, 
Or  should,  or  should  not,  bar  us  in  our  claim. 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithful  lord, 
That  you  »i;u>uld  loshion,  wresji  or  bow  your 

reaciins{. 
Or  nicely  char^j*^  your  understanding  soul 
Wltli  oinmlng  titU's  mlscreate,  whoso  right 
Buitj*  not  In  native  colors  with  the  trutli; 
For  (joil  dot.i  know,  how  many,  now  in  health, 
Shall  drop  thoir  blood  In  approbation 
Of  what  your  reverence  8hail  Incite  us  to:  [son, 
'  Therefore  take  heed  how  you  impawn  our  p*»r- 
I  IIow  you  awake  the  Bleoplng  sword  of  war; 
I  We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  (iod,  take  heed: 
'  For  never  two  such  kingdoms  did  contend. 
Without  ranch  fall  of  blood;  whose  guiltless 

drops 
Are  every  one  a  woe,  a  soro  complaint, 
'Gainst  him,  whoso  wrongs  give  edge  unto  the 

swords 
That  m  ike  such  waste  In  brief  mortality. 
Undortlil><ro:ijuratlon,  spi-ik,  my  lord: 
And  we  will  hear,  note,  an'l  believe  In  heart, 
Tiiat  what  vou  stx'fik  is  In  j'our  conscience 
As  pure  as  sin  wltli  baptism.  [wasli'd 

Cunt.  Then  hear  me,  griiclous  sovereign,— and 

you  piu^rs, 
That  owe  your  lives,  yonr  faith,  and  services. 
To  this  Imix^rial  throne:— There  Is  no  bar 
To  make  against  your  highness'   claim   to 

France  [moml,— 

But   this  wlilch  they  produce   from  l*hara- 
Ta  terrain  Nulicam  mulierca  Jii  succedanl^ 
iVo  nK}infin  »ha(l  succeed  in  HalUme  land :  - 
Whlcli  Sallque  land  the  French  unjustly  gloze,« 
To  be  tho  realm  of  France,  and  Pharaiiiond 
The  founder  of  this  law  and  female  bar. 
Yet  their  own  authors  faithfully  affirm, 
That  the  land  Sallque  lies  In  Germany, 
IJetween  t!fo  AcmkIs  of  Kala and  of  Elbe: 
Where  Charles  the  great,  having  subdued  the 

Saxons. 
There  left  l)chlnd  and  settled  certain  Frencli ; 
W^ho,  holding  In  disdain  the  Gorman  women, 
For  some  dishonest  manners  of  their  life, 
I'^stablish'd  there  this  law,— to  wit,  no  female 
.Should  l)e  inheretrlx  in  Sallcme  land; 
Wliich  Ballque,  as  I  said,  'twixt  Elbe  and  Siil.i, 
Is  at  this  day  In  Germany  call'd— Mesien. 
Thus  doth  It  well  appear,  the  Haliquo  law 
Was  not  (b'visetl  for  the  realm  of  France: 
Nor  did  the  French  possess  the  Si\llquc  land 
Tntll  four  hundred  ono-and-twenty  years 
After  defunction  of  king  Pharamond, 
Idly  supposM  the  founder  of  this  law: 
Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  redemption- 
Four  hundred  twenty-six ;  and  Charles  the  great 
Subdued  the  Saxons,  and  did  seat  the  French 
Beyond  the  river  Sala,  in  the  year 
Eight  hundred  five.    Besides,  their  writen  say. 
King  Pepin,  which  deposed  Childerick, 
Did,  as  heir-general,  being  descended 
Of  Bhthild,  which  was  daughter  to  king  Clcfthair 
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Make  claim  and  title  to  the  crown  of  France. 
If  URh  Capet  also, — that  usurped  the  crown 
Of  Oharles  the  duke  of  Lorain,  sole  heir  male 
Of  the  true  line  and  stock  of  Charles  the  great,— 
To  nne'  his  title  with  some  show  of  truth, 
(Though,  in  pure  truth,  it  was  corrupt  and  naught,) 
ConveyM  himself*  as  heir  to  the  ladv  Lingare, 
Daughter  to  Charlemain,  who  was  toe  son 
To  Lewis  the  emperor,  and  Lewis  the  son 
Of  Charles  the  great.    Also  king  Lewis  the  tenth. 
Who  was  sole  heir  to  the  usurpier  Capet, 
Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  conscience, 
Wearing  the  Crown  of  France,  till  satisfied 
That  fair  oueen  Isabel,  his  grandmother, 
Was  lineal  of  the  lady  Ermengare, 
Daughter  to  Charles  the  foresaid  duke  of  Lorain : 
By  the  which  marriage,  the  line  of  Charles  the  great 
Was  re-united  to  the  crown  of  France. 
So  that,  as  clear  as  is  tlie  summer's  sun. 
King  Pepin's  title,  and  Hugh  Capet's  claim. 
King  Lewis  his  satisfaction,  all  appear 
To  hold  in  right  and  title  of  the  female: 
So  do  the  kings  of  France  unto  this  day; 
Howbeit  they  would  hold  up  this  Salique  law. 
To  bar  your  highness  claiming  fVom  the  female; 
And  rather  choose  to  hide  them  in  a  net. 
Than  amply  to  imbare*  tlieir  crooked  titles 
Usurp'd  from  you  and  your  progenitors. 

K.  Hen.  May  I,  with  right  and  conscience,  make 
this  claim? 

Cant*  The  sin  upon  my  head,  dread  sovereign! 
For  in  the  book  of  Numbers  it  is  writ,— 
When  the  son  dies,  let  the  inheritance 
Descend  unto  the  daughter.    Gracious  lord. 
Stand  for  your  own;  unwind  your  bloody  flag; 
Look  back  unto  your  mighty  ancestors: 
Go,  my  dread  lord,  to  your  great  grandsire's  tomb. 
From  whom  you  claim!  invoke  his  warlike  spirit. 
And  your  great  uncle's,  Edward  the  black  pnnce; 
Who  on  the  French  ground  playM  a  tragedy, 
Making  defeat  on  the  full  power  of  France; 
Whiles  his  most  mighty  lather  on  a  hill 
Stood  smiling,  to  benotd  his  lion's  whelp 
Forage  in  blood  of  French  nobility.* 
O  noble  English,  that  could  entertain 
With  half  tiieir  forces  the  full  pride  of  France; 
And  let  another  half  stand  laughing  by, 
All  out  of  work,  and  cold  for  action ! 

Ely,  Awake  remembrance  of  these  valiant  dead, 
And  with  your  puissant  arm  renew  their  feats; 
You  are  their  heir,  you  sit  upon  their  throne; 
The  blood  and  courage,  that  renowned  them, 
Runs  in  your  veins;  and  my  thrice-puissant  liege 
Is  in  the  very  May-morn  of  his  youth, 
Ripe  for  exploits  and  mighty  enterprises. 

Exe,  Your  brother  kings  and  monarchs  of  the 
earth 
Do  all  expect  that  you  should  rouse  yourself, 
As  did  the  tbrmer  lions  of  your  blood. 

IVesl.  They  know  your  grace  hath  cause,  and 
means,  and  might; 
So  hath  your  highness;  never  king  of  England 
Hath  nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  subjects; 
Whose  hearts  have  letl  their  bodies  here  in  England, 
And  lie  pavilion'd  in  the  tieids  of  France. 

Cant,  O,  let  their  bodies  follow,  my  dear  liege, 
With  blood,  and  sword,  and  fire  to  win  your  right: 
In  aid  whereof,  we  of  the  spirituality 
Will  raise  your  highness  such  a  mighty  sum, 
As  never  did  the  clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  yoiir  ancestors. 

K.  Hen,  We  must  not  only  arm  to  invade  the 
French ; 
But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Against  the  Scot,  who  will  make  road  upon  us 
With  all  advantages. 

Cant,  They  of  those  marches,^  gracious  sovereign, 
Shall  be  a  wall  sutlicicnt  to  defend 
Our  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers. 

K,  Hen,  Vfe  do  not  mean  the  coursing  snatchers 
only, 
But  fear  the  main  intendment*  of  the  Scot, 
Who  hath  been  still  a  giddy  neighbor  to  us; 
For  you  shall  read  that  my  frreat  grandftither 
Never  went  with  his  forces  into  France, 

"*  Make  showy  or  specious  "Derived  hts  title 

■  Lay  open.  *  At  the  battle  of  Cres ay. 
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But  that  the  Scot  on  his  unfuroiah'd  kingdom 
Came  pouring,  like  the  tide  into  a  breseo* 
With  ample  and  brim  fullness  of  his  ibroe; 
Galling  the  gleaned  land  with  hot  essays; 
Girding  with  grievous  siege,  castles  and  lowiu; 
That  England,  being  empty  of  defence, 
Hath  shook,  and  trembled  at  the  ill  neighborhood 

Cant.  She  hath  been  then  more  fear'd*  tbu 
harm'd,  my  liege: 
For  hear  her  but  exampled  by  herself, — 
When  all  her  chivalry  hath  been  in  France, 
And  she  a  mourning  widow  of  her  nobles, 
She  hath  herself  not  onlv  well  defended, 
But  taken,  and  impounded  as  a  stray. 
The  kin^  of  Scots,  whom  she  did  send  to  Francs,'* 
To  fill  king  Edward's  fiime  with  prisoner  kings 
And  make  your  chronicle  as  rich  with  praias, 
As  is  the  ooze  and  bottom  of  the  sea 
With  sunken  wreck  and  sumless  tresMiiries. 

IVett.  But  there's  a  saying,  very  old  and  trasr- 

tf  that  you  unit  France  unn. 
Then  with  Scotlandjirst  begin,- 

For  once  the  eagle  England  being  in  prey. 
To  her  unguarded  nest  the  weasel  Soot 
Comes  sneaking,  and  so  sucks  her  princely  eggs; 
Playing  the  mouse,  in  absence  of  the  cat. 
To  spoil  and  havoc  more  than  she  can  eat. 

Exe,  It  follows  then,  the  cat  must  stay  at  home: 
Yet  that  is  but  a  curs'd  necessity; 
Since  we  have  locks  to  safeguard  neceasarxes. 


And  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 

While  that  the  armed  hand  doth  nght  abroad. 

The  advised  head  defends  itself  at  nome: 

For  government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower. 

Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  concent; 

Congruing*  in  a  full  ana  natural  dose. 

Like  music. 

Cant.  True:  therefore  doth  heaven  divide 

The  state  of  man  in  divers  functions. 
Setting  endeavor  in  continual  motion; 
To  which  is  fixed,  as  an  aim  or  butt. 
Obedience:  for  so  work  the  honey  t»ees; 
Creatures,  that,  by  a  rule  in  nature,  teach 
The  act  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 
They  have  a  king,  and  otnceis  of  sorts:* 
Where  some,  like  magistrates,  correct  at  home; 
Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad ; 
Others,  like  soldiers,  armed  in  their  stings. 
Make  boot  upon  the  summer's  velvet  bud«; 
Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  hon«s 
To  the  tent-royal  of  their  emperor: 
Who,  busied  in  his  majesty,  surveys 
The  singing  masons  building  roofs  of  gold  ; 
The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey; 
The  poor  mechanic  porters  crowding  in 
Their  heavy  burdens  at  his  narrow  gate; 
Tho  sad-ey'd  justice,  witii  his  surly  hum. 
Delivering  o'er  to  Executors'  pale 
The  lazy  yawning  drone.    1  this  infer, — 
That  many  things,  having  full  reference 
To  one  concent,  may  work  contrariously  ; 
As  many  arrows,  loosed  several  ways. 
Fly  to  one  mark; 

As  many  several  ways  meet  in  one  town; 
As  many  fresh  streams  run  in  one  self  sea; 
As  many  lines  close  in  the  dial's  centre; 
So  many  a  thousand  actions,  once  afoot, 
End  in  one  purpose,  and  be  all  well  borne 
Without  defeat.    Therefore  to  France,  my  Ueiea. 
Divide  your  happy  England  into  tour; 
Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  France^ 
And  you  withal  shall  make  all  Gallia  shake, 
if  we,  with  thrice  that  power  left  at  home. 
Cannot  defend  our  own  door  from  the  dog. 
Let  us  be  worried;  and  our  nation  lose 
The  name  of  hardiness,  and  policy. 

K.  Hen.  Call  in  the  messengers,  sent  from  tito 
dauphin. 
[Exit  an  Attendant.  The  Kiho  aacendtkii  Titrane 
Now  are  we  well  resolv'd:  apd, — by  God's  help 
And  yours,  the  noble  sinews  of  our  power, — 
France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  awe. 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces:  Or  there  we'll  sit. 
Ruling  in  large  and  ample  empery,* 
O'er  France,  and  all  her  almost  kingly  dukedoma 
Or  lay  these  bones  in  an  unworthy  urn. 


*  Frightened, 
f  Execationcrs. 
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Glo.  Nar  le  no',  religion,  for  thou  lov'st  the  flesh, 
And  ne'er  throu).'.hout  the  year  to  church  thou  go^st, 
Kxcept  it  be  to  pray  against  thy  Ibes. 

Bed,  Ceiise,  cease  these  jars,  and  rest  your  minds 
in  peace! 
Let's  to  the  altar: — Heralds,  wait  on  us: — 
In!«tead  oC  gold,  we'll  olFer  up  our  arms; 
Since  arms  avail  not,  now  that  Henry's  dead. — 
Posterity,  await  for  wretched  years, 
Wiien  at  their  mothers'  moist  eyes  babes  shall  suck; 
Our  isle  be  made  a  nourish*  of  salt  tears. 
And  none  but  women  lell  to  wail  the  dead. — 
Henry  the  Fifth!  thy  ghost  I  invocate; 
Prosper  this  realm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils! 
Combat  with  adverse  planets  in  the  heavens! 
A  tkr  more  glorious  star  thy  soul  will  make, 
Than  Julius  Cssar,  or  bright. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  My  honorable  lords,  health  to  you  all! 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Of  loss,  of  slaughter,  and  discomfiture: 
Guienne,  Champaigne,  Rheims,  Orleans, 
Paris,  Guysors,  Poictiers,  are  all  quite  lost. 

Bed,  What  say'st  thou,  man,  before  dead  Henry's 
corse  1 
Speak  sodly  {  or  the  loss  of  those  great  towns 
Will  make  him  buret  his  lead,  and  rise  from  death. 

Glo,  Is  Paris  lost?  is  RoOen  yielded  up? 
If  Henry  were  recall'd  to  life  again. 
These  news  would  cause  him  once  more  yield  the 
ghost. 

Exe,  How  were  they  lost  ?  what  treachery  was 

U8*d? 

Mesjt,  No  treachery;  but  want  of  men  and  money. 
Among  the  soldiers  this  is  muttered, — 
That  here  you  maintain  several  factions* 
And,  whilst  a  field  should  be  despatch'd  and  fought, 
You  arc  disputing  of  your  generals. 
One  wt)uld  have  Imgering  wars  with  little  cost; 
Another  would  fiy  swift,  but  wantelh  wings; 
A  third  man  thinks,  without  expense  at  all. 
By  guileful  fair  words  peace  may  be  obtain'd. 
Awake,  awake,  English  nobility! 
Let  not  sloth  dim  your  honora,  new-begot: 
Cropp'd  are  the  fiower-de-luccs  in  your  arms; 
Of  England's  coat  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Exe,  Were  our  teare  wanting  to  this  funeral. 
These  tidings  would  call  forth  her  flowing  tides. 

Bed,  Me  they  concern;  regent  I  am  of  France: — 
Give  me  my  steeled  coat,  I'll  fight  for  France.— 
Away  with  these  disgraceful  wailing  rolies ! 
Wounds  I  will  lend  the  French,  instead  of  eyes, 
To  weep  their  intermissive  miseries.* 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

2  Mu8,  Lords,  view  these  lettere,  f^iU  of  bad 

mischance, 
France  is  revolted  from  the  English  quite; 
Except  some  petty  towns  of  no  import: 
The  dauphin  Charles  is  crowned  kinjg  in  Rheims; 
The  bustard  of  Orleans  with  him  is  join'd; 
Reignicr,  duke  of  Anjou,  doth  take  his  part; 
The  duke  of  Alcn9on  fiieth  to  his  side. 

Exe,  The  dauphm  crowned  king!  all  fly  to  him! 
O,  whither  shall  we  fly  from  this  reproacli  ? 

Gto.  Wc  will  not  fly,  but  to  our  enemies'  throats: 
Bedlurd,  if  thou  be  slack,  I'll  fight  it  out. 

Bed,  Gloster,  why  doubt'st  thou  of  my  forward- 
ness? 
An  army  have  I  muster'd  in  my  thoughts, 
Wherewith  already  France  is  over-run. 

Enter  a  third  Messenger. 

3  Mesa,  My  gracious  lords,— to  add  to  your  la- 

ments. 
Wherewith  you  now  bedew  king  Henry's  hearse,— 
I  muKt  iiilbrm  you  of  a  dismal  Ught, 
Betwixt  the  stout  lord  Talbot  and  the  French. 

>K«/i.  What!  wherein  Talbot  overcome ?  is'tso? 

3  Mess,  0,  no;  wherein  lord  Talbot  was  o'er- 
thrown; 
The  circumstance  I'll  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  August  last,  this  dreadful  lord, 
Retiring  from  the  siege  of  Orleans, 
Having  full  scarce  six  thousand  in  his  troop, 

*Narie  was  anciently  lo  spelt. 
*i.  e.  Their  miseries  which  have  had  only  a  short 
atermission 


By  three-and-twenly  thousand  of  the  French 
VVas  round  encompassed  and  set  upon; 
No  leisure  had  he  to  enrank  his  men ; 
He  wanted  pikes  to  set  before  his  archere; 

Instead  whereof,  sharp  stakes,  pluck 'd  outofbcdga 
They  pitched  in  the  ground  confusedly. 
To  keep  the  horsemen  otT  from  breaking  ui. 
More  than  three  houre  the  fight  continued; 
Where  valiant  Talbot,  above  human  tiiought. 
Enacted  wonders  with  his  sword  and  lance. 
Hundreds  he  sent  to  hell,  and  none  durst  sund  hira; 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  enniged  he  slew: 
The  French  exclaim'd  the  devil  was  in  anns; 
All  the  whole  army  stood  agaz'd  on  him: 
His  soldiers,  spying  his  undaunted  spirit, 
A  Talbot!  a  Talbot!  cried  out  amain. 
And  rush'd  into  the  bowels  of  the  battle. 
Here  had  the  conquest  fully  been  sealed  up. 
If  sir  John  Fastoife  had  not  play'd  the  coward: 
He  being  in  the  vaward  (placed  behind 
With  purpose  to  relieve  and  follow  them.) 
Cowardly  fled,  not  having  struck  one  stroke. 
Hence  grew  the  general  wreck  and  massacre; 
Enclosed  were  they  with  their  enemies: 
A  base  Walloon,  to  win  tiie  dauphinV  grmre. 
Thrust  Talbot  with  a  spear  into  the  back; 
Whom  all   France,  with   tiieir  chief  aseemblHi 

strength. 
Durst  not  presume  to  look  once  in  the  face. 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  slain?  then  I  will  slay  myself, 
For  living  idly  here,  in  pomp  and  ease. 
Whilst  such  a  worthy  leader,  wanting  aid, 
Unto  his  dastard  foe-man  is  betrayM. 

;}  Me»8,  O  no,  he  lives;  but  is  took  prisoner. 
And  lord  Scales  with  him,  and  lord  liun^enbrd; 
Most  of  the  rest  slaughter'd,  or  took  likewi«^. 

Bed,  His  ransom  there  is  none  but  I  shall  par 
I'll  bale  the  dauphin  headlong  from  his  throne. 
His  crown  shall  be  the  ransom  of  my  friend; 
Four  of  their  lords  I'll  change  for  one  of  our&— 
Farewell,  my  mastera;  to  my  task  will  I; 
Bonfires  in  France  forthwith  I  am  to  make. 
To  keep  our  great  saint  George's  feast  withal: 
Ten  thousand  soldi  ere  with  me  I  will  take. 
Whose  bloody  deeds  shall  make  all  Europe  qu^ikn 

3  Mess.  So  you  had  need;  for  Orleans  is  besie^*d| 
The  English  army  is  grown  weak  and  faint: 
The  earl  of  Salisbury  cravetli  supply. 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny. 
Since  th£y,  so  few,  watch  such  a  mulutude. 

Exe,   Remember,  lords,  your  oaths    to   Harrj 
sworn: 
Either  to  quell  the  dauphin  utterly. 
Or  bring  him  in  obedience  to  T?ur  yoke. 

Bed,  1  do  remember  it;  and  here  take  leave. 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  'Exit 

Glo,  I'll  to  the  Tower,  with  all  the  haste  I  can. 
To  view  the  artillery  and  munition ; 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henr>'  king. 

Exe,  To  Eltham  will  I,  where  the  young  king  isj 
Being  ordain'd  his  special  eovernor; 
And  for  his  safety  there  I'll  best  devise.  i£n'^ 

Win,  Each  hath  his  place  and  function  toatu>ud^ 
I  am  left  out;  for  me  notliing  remains. 
But  long  I  will  not  be  Jack-out-of-office: 
The  king  from  Eltham  I  intend  to  send. 
And  sit  at  chiefest  stern  of  public  weai.         [lint 


SCENE  II.— France.    B^ore  Orleans. 


•J 


Enter  Chaulbs,  with  his  Forces,-  Alisnc:ov,  Rti^r 

NiKR,  and  others. 

Char,  Mare  his  true  moving,  even  as  in  the  hfaJ 
vens, 
So  in  the  earth,  to  this  day  is  not  k-nown: 
Late  did  he  shine  upon  the  English  side: 
Now  we  are  victore,  upon  us  he  smiles. 
What  towns  of  any  moment,  but  we  have? 
At  pleasure  here  we  lie,  near  Orleans; 
Other  whiles,  the  famish'd  EngUsh.likc  paleglh^ii 
t  amtly  beseige  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 

AUtu  Thev  want  their  porridge,  aiid  their  ai 
bull-beeves: 
Either  they  must  be  dieted  like  raulos. 
And  have  their  provender  tied  to  their  mootlM. 
Or  piteous  they  will  look,  like  drowned  mice. 

ftei^^.  Let's  raise  the  seige :  Why  live  we  idlj  hei#» 
Talbot  IS  taken  whom  we  wont  to  lear: 
Reinaineth  none  but  mad-bnun'd  SaUsbcrv 


892 


FIRST  PART  OF 


ActIL 


ACT  11. 


SCENE  l.—The  same. 


Efiter  to  the  GaieSt  a  French  Sergeant,  and  two 

•Sentinels. 

Serg.  Sirs,  take  your  places,  and  be  vigilant: 
If  any  noise,  or  soldier,  you  perceive, 
Near  to  tiie  wails,  by  some  apparent  sign, 
I^et  us  have  knowledge  at  the  court  of  ^uard.* 

1  Sent,  Sergeant,  you  shall.  [jb^il  Sergeant. 

Thus  are  poor  servitors 
rWhen  others  sleep  upon  their  quiet  beds) 
ConstrainM  to  watch  m  darkness,  rain,  and  cold. 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  Burgundy,  and  Forces, 
with  acalitig  Ladders;  their  Drums  beating  a 
dead  March. 

TaL  Lord  regent,— and  redoubted  Burgundy,— 
By  whose  approach,  the  regions  of  Atrois, 
Walloon,  and  Picardy,  arc  friends  to  us, — 
This  happy  night  the  Frenchmen  are  secure, 
Having  all  day  carousM  and  banqueted: 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity; 
As  littins  best  to  quittance  their  deceit, 
ContrivM  by  art  and  baleful  sorcery. 

^ed.  Coward  of  France !— how  much  he  wrongs 
his  liime, 
Des^pairing  of  his  own  arffl's  fortitude, 
To  join  with  witches,  and  the  help  of  hell. 

Bur.  Traitors  have  never  other  company. — 
But  what's  that  Pucelle,  whom  they  term  so  purol 

TaL  A  maid,  they  say. 

Be(L  A  maid  I  and  be  so  martial  1 

Bur.  Pray  God,6he  proves  not  masculine  ere  long ; 
If  underneath  the  standard  of  the  French, 
She  carry  armor,  as  she  hath  begun. 

Tal.  Well,  let  them  practise  and  converse  with 
spirits: 
God  is  our  Ibrtress;  in  whose  conquering  name, 
Let  us  resolve  to  scale  their  Hinty  bulwarks. 

Bed.  Ascend,  brave  Talbot;  we  will  ibllow  thee. 

Tal.  Not  all  together;  better  far,  I  guess, 
That  we  do  make  our  entrance  several  ways; 
That,  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fiiil. 
The  other  yet  mav  rise  against  their  Ibrce. 

Bed,  Agreed;  lUl  to  yon  corner. 

Bur.  And  I  to  this. 

Tal.  And  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his 
grave. — 
Now,  Salisbury !  for  thee,  and  for  the  right 
Of  English  Henry,  shall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty  I  am  bound  to  both. 

{The  English  scale  the  walls,  crying  St.  George! 
A  Talbot!  ajid  all  enter  by  the  Town. 

Sent.  [  IVithin.]  Arm,  arm !  Uie  enemy  doth  make 
assault! 

The  French  leap  over  the  Walls  in  their  Shirts. 
Enter,  several  ways.  Bastard,  Alen^on,  Rkiq- 
NiEii,  half  ready,  and  ha{f  unready. 

Alen.  How  now,  my  lords!  what,  all  unready  sol 

Bast.  Unready  ?  ay,  and  glad  we  'scaped  so  well. 

Rtig.  'Twos  time,  1  trow,  to  wake  and  leave  our 
beds, 
Hearing  alarums  at  our  chamber  doors. 

Alen.  Of  all  exploits,  since  hrst  I  tbllowed  arms, 
Ne'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprize 
More  venturous,  or  desperate  than  this. 

Bast.  I  think,  this  Talbot  be  a  Iiend  of  hell. 

JKfig.  If  not  of  hell,  the  heavens,  sure,  favor  him. 

Alen.  Herccomcth  Charles;  I  marvel  how  he  sped. 

Enter  Charles  and  La  Pucellr. 

Bast.  Tut!  holy  Joan  was  his  defensive  guard. 

Char.  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  dame? 
Uidst  thou  at  first,  to  Hatter  Ub  withal. 
Make  us  partakers  o\'  a  little  gain. 
That  now  our  loss  might  be  ten  times  so  much! 

Puc.  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  hia 
friend  ? 
At  all  times  will  you  have  my  power  alike! 
Sleeping,  or  waking,  must  I  still  prevail. 
Or  wil<  you  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me? — 

■  The  tarn*  at  foai  1  roaa. 


Improvident  soldiers!  had  your  watch  been  good, 
This  sudden  mischief  never  could  have  lali'n. 

Char.  Duke  of  Alencon,  this  was  your  deiault; 
That,  being  captain  or  the  watch  to-night. 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  charge. 

Alen.  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  sateiy  kept. 
As  that  whereof  1  had^the  government. 
We  had  not  been  thus  shamefully  surpriz'd. 

Bast.  Mine  was  secure. 

Reig.  And  so  was  mine,  my  lonL 

Char.  And,  for  myself,  most  part  of  all  th»  lugfat, 
Within  her  quarter,  and  mine  own  precinct, 
I  was  employ 'd  in  passing  to  and  fro. 
About  relieving  of  the  sentinels: 
Then  how,  or  which  way, should  they  first  brfakin! 

Puc.  Question,  my  lords,  no  furtlier  of  the  c^i^, 
How,  or  which  way;  'tis  sure,  they  tbund  t^juia 

place 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  mjJe. 
And  now  there  rests  no  other  shirt  but  this,— 
To  gather  our  soldiers,  scattered  and  dii^peni'd. 
And  lay  new  platforms*  to  endamage  them. 

Alarum.  Enter  an  English  Soldier,  crying  A  TiJ- 
bot!  A  Talbot!  Theyfiy,  leaving  their  Cio/Aej 
behinfL 

SoltL  I'll  be  so  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left 
The  cry  of  Talbot  serves  me  for  a  sword; 
For  1  have  loaden  me  with  many  spoils. 
Using  no  other  weapon  but  his  name.  [ExiL 

SCENE  II.— Orleans.    WUhin  the  Town, 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  Burgundy,  a  CapUia, 

and  others. 

Bed.  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fled. 
Whose  pitchy  mantle  over-veil'd  the  earth. 
Here  sound  retreat,  and  cease  our  hot  pursuit. 

[Retreat  s(tuH4ei 

Tal.  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Salisbury; 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  market-place. 
The  middle  centre  of  this  cursed  town.— 
Now  I  have  paid  my  vow  unto  his  soul ; 
For  every  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him, 
There  hath  at  least  five  Frenchmen  died  to  ui^hL 
And,  that  hercaller  a^es  may  behold 
What  ruin  happen'd  in  revonge  of  him, 
Witiiin  their  chiefest  temple  Til  erect 
A  tomb,  wherein  his  corpse  shall  be  intcrr'd: 
Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read. 
Shall  be  engrav'd  the  sack  of  Orleans; 
The  treacherous  manner  of  his  mournful  death. 
And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France. 
But,  lords,  in  all  our  bloody  massacre. 
I  muse'  we  met  not  with  the  dauphin-s  ^racei 
His  new-come  champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Arc; 
Nor  any  of  his  false  conledorates. 

Bed.  'Tis  thought,  lord  Talbot,  when  the  figb 
began, 
Rous'd  on  the  sudden  from  their  drowsy  beds. 
They  did,  amongst  the  troops  of  armed  men. 
Leap  o'er  the  walls  for  refuge  in  the  field. 

Bur.  Myself  (as  far  as  I  could  well  dis«>m, 
For  smoke,  and  dusky  vapors  of  llie  lughi) 
Am  sure  I  scar'd  the  dauphin  and  hia  trull; 
When  arm  in  arm  they  both  came  swiftly  rumuT* 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  turtle-doves. 
That  could  not  live  asunder  day  or  night. 
After  that  things  are  sot  in  order  here. 
We'll  follow  them  with  all  the  power  wc  have 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  All  hail,  my  lords!  which  of  this  princel^ 
train 
Call  ye  the  warlike  Talbot,  for  hia  sets 
So  much  applauded  through  the  realm  of  Fran^ 

Tal.  Here  is  the  Talbot;  who  would  speak  w<i: 
him? 

Mess.  The  virtuous  lady,  countess  of  Auveig^M 
With  modesty  admiring  tny  renown. 
By  me  entreats,  good  lord,  thou  wouldtt  vourfasai 
To  visit  her  poor  castle  where  she  lies ; ' 


*  Plans,  scbemei. 
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H<  vv  insolent  of  late  he  is  become. 
How  i)roud,  peremptory,  and  unlike  himself? 
W(!  know  the  time  since  he  was  mild  and  aflkble; 
And.ifwedidbut  glance  a  far-oft'look, 
Immediately  he  waJs  upon  his  knee, 
That  all  the  court  admir*d  him  for  submission: 
But  meet  him  now,  and,  be  it  in  the  morn, 
When  every  one  will  give  tlie  time  of  day, 
Ffe  knits  his  brow,  and  shows  an  an^ry  eye, 
And  pa«(!4cth  by  with  stiff  unbowed  Knee, 
Disdaining  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 
Sm:iU  curs  are  not  regarded,  when  they  grin; 
But  great  men  tremble  when  the  lion  roars: 
And  Humphrey  is  no  little  man  in  England. 
Kirst,  not43,  that  he  is  near  you  in  descent; 
And  should  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  mount 
Me  scemotli,  then,  it  is  no  policy, — 
Uespccting  what  a  rancorous  mind  he  bears, 
And  iiiii  advantage  following  your  decease, — 
That  he  should  come  about  your  royal  person, 
Or  bo  admitted  to  your  hiphness'  council. 
By  ilattory  hath  he  won  the  commons'  heart; 
And,  when  he  please  to  make  commotion, 
*Tis  to  be  I'ear'a,  they  all  will  follow  him. 
Now  'tis  the  spring,  and  weeds  are  shallow-rooted; 
Suiier  them  now,  and  they'll  o'ergrow  the  garden. 
And  choke  the  herbs  for  want  of  husbandry. 
The  reverent  car'e,  1  bear  unto  my  lord. 
Made  me  collect^  these  dangers  in  the  duke. 
If  it  be  l'ond,3  call  it  a  woman's  fear; 
Which  iear,  if  better  reasons  can  supplant, 
I  will  subscribe  and  say, — 1  wrong'd  the  duke. 
My  lord  of  Suflfolk^— Buckingham,— and  York,— 
Reprove  my  allegation,  if  you  can; 
Or  elffc  conclude  my  words  effectual. 

S'/f.  Well  huth  your  highness  seen  into  this  duke. 
And,  had  I  first  been  put  to  speak  my  mind, 
1  think,  I  should  have  told  your  grace's  tale. 
The  duchess,  by  his  subornation, 
Upon  my  life,  began  her  devilish  practices: 
Or  if  he  were  not  privy  to  those  faults, 
Yet  by  reputing  of  his  high  descenl,^ 
(As  next  the  king  he  was  successive  heir,) 
And  such  high  vaunts  of  his  nobilit}'. 
Did  instigate  the  bedlam  brain-sick  auchess, 
By  wicked  meuns  to  frame  our  sovereign's  fall. 
Smooth  runs  the  water  where  the  brook  is  deep; 
And  in  his  simple  show  he  harbors  treason. 
The  t'ox  barks  not,  when  he  would  steal  the  lamb. 
No,  no,  my  sovereign;  Gloster  is  a  man 
Unbounded  yet,  and  l\ill  of  deep  deceit. 

Car.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  law, 
Devise  strange  deatiis  lor  small  ofliE^nces  done? 

York.  And  did  he  not,  in  his  protectorship. 
Levy  great  sums  of  money  through  llie  rcaiin. 
For  soldiers'  pay  in  France,  and  never  sent  it : 
By  means  whereof,  the  towns  each  day  revolted. 

Buck.  Tut!  tiiesc  are  ix^lly  laults  to  faults  un- 
known, 
Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  smooth  duke 
Humphrey. 

K,  Hen,  M  y  lords,  at  once :  The  care  you  have 
of  us. 
To  mow  down  thorns  that  would  annoy  our  foot, 
Is  worthy  praise :  But  shall  I  speak  my  conscience  ? 
(;ur  kinsman  Gloster  is  as  innocent 
From  meaning  treason  to  our  royal  person, 
As  is  the  sucking  lamb,  or  harmless  dove: 
The  duke  is  virtuous,  mild;  and  too  well  given, 
'J'o  dream  on  evil,  or  to  work  my  downfall. 

Q.  Mar.  Ah,  what's  more  dangerous  than  this 
fond  alliance ! 
Seems  he  a  dove }  his  feathers  are  but  borrow'd. 
For  he's  di.si)osed  as  the  hateful  raven. 
Is  he  a  lamb !  his  skin  is  surely  lent  him. 
For  he's  inclin'd  as  arc  the  ravenous  wolves. 
Who  camiot  steal  a  shape,  that  means  deceit? 
Take  heed,  my  lord;  the  welfare  of  us  all 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  short  that  fraudful  man. 

Enter  Sombrset. 
Som,  All  health  unto  my  gracious  sovereign ! 
IC.  Hen.  Welcome,  lord  Somerset.    What  news 

ftom  Franco  ? 
Sam,  That  all  your  interest  in  those  territories 
Is  utterly  bereft  you ;  all  is  lost. 
K*Hen.  Cold  news,  lord  Somerset:  Rut  God's 
will  be  done! 

•  i  «.  Obwrva.  ■  Foolish. 

«  u  e.  ValalDg  himself  on  hli  high  desotnt 


York,  Cold  news  for  me;   for  I  had  hope  of 
France', 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 
Thus  are  mv  blossoms  blasted  in  the  bud. 
And  caterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away ; 
But  I  will  remedy  this  gear^  ere  long. 
Or  sell  my  title  for  a  glorious  grave.  [  iside. 

Enter  Gloster. 

Glo.  All  happiness  unto  my  lord  the  king! 
Pardon,  my  liege,  that  I  have  staid  so  long. 

Sttf.  Nay,  Gloster,  Joiow,  that  thou  art  come  too 
soon, 
Unless  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thou  ait: 
I  do  arrest  thee  of  high  treason  here. 

Glo,  Well,  Suffolk,  yet  thou  shalt  not  see  mt 
blush. 
Nor  change  my  countenance  for  this  arrest; 
A  heart  unsiK>tted  is  not  easily  daunted. 
The  purest  spring  is  not  so  f)ree  ftom  mud. 
As  I  am  clear  from  treason  to  my  sovereign : 
Who  can  accuse  me?  wherein  am  I  guilty  ? 

York.  'Tis  thought,  my  lord,  that  you  took  bnlfs 
of  France, 
And,  being  protector^  staged  the  soldiers'  pav: 
By  means  whereof,  his  highness  hath  lost  Fraitcr. 

Glo,  Is  it  bat  thought  so?    What  arc  thev  that 
think  it? 
I  never  robb'd  the  soldiers  of  their  pay. 
Nor  ever  had  one  penny  bribe  from  France. 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  have  watch'd  the  night.— 
Ay,  night  by  night,— in  studying  good  for  Knjlanii, 
That  doit  that  e'er  I  wrested  from  the  king,  ^ 
Or  any  groat  I  hoarded  to  my  use. 
Be  brought  against  me  at  my  trial  day! 
No!  many  a  pound  of  mine  own  proper  store. 
Because  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  conimom:. 
Have  I  disbursed  to  the  garrisons. 
And  never  ask'd  for  restitution. 

Car,  It  serves  you  well,  my  lord,  to  say  so  mr.ch. 

GU),  I  say  no  more  than  truth,  so  help  mr  (^txl! 

York.  In  your  protectorship,  you  did  dcMsr 
Strange  tortures  for  oflonders,  never  heard  of; 
That  )£ngland  was  dctiimed  by  tyranny. 

Glo,  Why,  'tis  well  known,  tiiat  whiles  1  ikhs 
protector, 
Pity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  tn  me; 
For  I  should  molt  at  an  ofiender*s  tears. 
And  lowly  words  were  ransom  for  their  fault. 
Unless  it  were  a  bloody  murderer. 
Or  foul  felonious  thief  that  deeced  poor  passeng:rr^ 
1  never  gave  them  condign  punishment: 
Murder,  indeed,  that  bloody  sin,  I  tortured 
Above  the  felon,  or  what  tresjiass  else. 

Suf,  My  lord,  tiiese  faults  are  easy  s  quickly  ao- 
swer'd : 
But  mightier  crim^8  are  laid  unto  your  charge, 
Whereof  you  cannot  easily  purge  >our9elJ'. 
1  do  arrest  you  in  his  highness'  name; 
And  here  commit  you  to  my  lord  cardinal 
To  keep,  until  your  further  time  of  trial. 

K.  Hen,  My  lord  of  Gloster,  'tis  my  special  hope 
That  you  will  clear  yourself  from  aU  susi^ccttf; 
My  conscience  tells  me,  you  are  innocenu 

Glo.  Ah,  gracious  lord,  these  days  are  dangerous ' 
Virtue  is  chok'd  with  foul  ambition. 
And  charity  chased  hence  by  rancor's  hand; 
Foul  subornation  is  predominant. 
And  equity  exiled  your  highness*  land. 
I  know,  their  complot  is  to  have  my  life: 
And,  if  my  death  might  make  this  island 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyTannj', 
1  would  expend  it  with  all  wiUingneMi: 
But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play: 
For  thousands  more,  that  yet  suspect  no  iwnl, 
Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  tragedy. 
Beaufort's  red  sparkling  eyes  blab  his  heart  Vmahct 
And  Suflblk's  cloudy  brow  his  stormy  hatet 
Sharp  Buckingham  unburdens  with  his  tongue 
The  envious  load  that  lies  upon  his  heart; 
And  dogged  York,  that  reaches  at  the  moon. 
Whose  overweening  arm  1  have  pluck*d  back. 
By  false  accuse  doth  level  at  my  life: — 
And  you,  my  sovereign  lady,  with  th«  rest. 
Causeless  have  laid  disgraces  on  my  head: 
And,  with  your  best  endeavor,  have  stirr'd  up 
My  liefest^  liege  to  be  mine  enemv; — 
Ay,  all  of  you  nave  laid  your  heads  together, 

>  Gear  was  a  feneral  word  fbr  tbian  or  mativra. 
•  Easily. 


happy. 
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Th^xU  henceforth,  he  shall  trouble  us  no  more. 
And  KG  break  ofi';  the  day  is  almost  spent : 
Lorr!  Sullbik,  you  and  I  must  talk  of  that  event 

Yf/rk.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  within  fourteen  days, 
At  Bristol  1  expect  my  soldiers ; 
For  ther^  Til  ship  them  all  for  Ireland. 

tt^f',  ru  see  it  truly  done,  my  lord  of  York. 

[Exeunt  all  but  York. 

York,  Now,  York,  or  never,  steel  thy  fearful 
thoughts, 
And  change  misdoubt  to  resolution: 
Be  that  thou  hop*st  to  be ;  or  what  thou  art 
Resign  to  death,  it  is  not  worth  the  enjoying : 
Let  pale-laced  lear  keep  with  the  mean-oom  man. 
And  find  no  harbor  in  a  roval  heart. 
Faster  than  spring-time  showers,  comes  thought 

on  thought; 
And  not  a  thought,  but  thinks  on  dimity. 
My  brain,  more  busy  than  the  laboring  spider, 
Weaves  tedious  snares  to  trap  mine  enemies. 
Well,  nobles,  well,  'tis  politicly  done. 
To  send  me  packing  with  an  host  of  men : 
I  fear  me,  you  but  warm  the  starved  snake, 
Who,  cherish'd  in  your  breasts,  will  sting  your 

hearts. 
Twas  men  I  lackM,  and  you  will  give  them  me : 
I  take  it  kindly ;  yet,  be  well  assurM 
You  put  sharp  weapons  in  a  madman's  hands. 
Whilfts  I  in  Ireland  nourish  a  mighty  band, 
I  will  stir  up  in  England  some  black  storm, 
Shall  blow  ten  thousand  souls  to  heaven,  or  hell: 
And  this  fell  tempest  shall  not  cease  to  rage 
Until  the  golden  circuit  on  my  head. 
Like  to  the  glorious  sun's  transparent  beams, 
Do  calm  the  fury  of  tliis  mad-bred  flaw.& 
And  for  a  minister  of  my  intent, 
I  have  seduced  a  head-«trong  Kentiabman, 
John  Cade  of  Ashford, 
To  make  commotion,  as  fUII  well  he  can, 
Under  tJie  title  of  John  Mortimer. 
In  Ireland  have  I  seen  this  stubborn  Cade 
Oppose  himself  against  a  troop  of  kernes; 
And  fought  so  long,  till  that  his  thighs  with  daru 
Were  almost  like  a  sharp-quill'd  porcupine ; 
And,  in  the  end  being  rescu'd,  I  have  seen  him 
Caper  upright  like  a  wild  M6risco,« 
Shaking  the  bloody  dartu,  as  he  his  bells. 
Full  often,  like  a  sha^-hair'd  crafty  kerne, 
Hath  he  conversed  with  the  enemy : 
And  undiscover'd  come  to  me  again. 
And  givei)  me  notice  of  their  villanies. 
This  devil  here  shall  be  my  substitute ; 
For  that  John  Mortimer,  which  now  is  dead, 
In  fiice,  in  gait,  in  speech,  he  doth  resemble : 
By  this  I  shall  perceive  the  commons*  mind. 
How  they  aliect  the  house  and  claim  of  York. 
Say,  he  be  taken,  rack'd,  and  tortured : 
I  know,  no  pain,  they  can  inflict  upon  him. 
Will  make  nim  say— I  mov'd  him  to  those  arms. 
Say,  that  he  thrive,  (as  'Us  great  like  he  will,) 
Why  then  fVom  Ireland  come  I  with  my  strength. 
And  reap  the  harvest  which  that  rascal  sow'd : 
For  Humphrey  being  dead,  as  he  shall  be. 
And  Heiuy  put  apart,  tlie  next  for  me.  [Exit* 

SCENE  II^Bury.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  certain  Murderers,  hastily. 

1  Mur,  Run  to  my  lord  of  Suffolk;  let  him  know, 
we  have  despatch'd  the  duke  as  he  commanded. 

2  Mur.  O,  that  it  were  to  do  .'—What  have  we 

done? 
Didst  ever  hear  a  man  so  penitent? 

Enter  Sufpolk. 

1  Mur.  Here  comes  my  lord. 

^^^\  ^j^  ^.     .,     .  Now, sirs,  have  you 

Despatch'd  this  thing  ? 

IJWttr.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  he's  dead. 

Sttf.  Why,  tliat's  well  said.    Go,  get  you  to  my 
house ; 
I  will  reward  you  for  this  venturous  deed. 
The  king  and  all  the  peers  are  here  at  hand  :— 
Have  you  laid  iair  the  bed  ?  are  all  things  well. 
According  as  I  gave  directions! 

I  Mur,  'Tis,  my  good  lord. 

Ht\f.  Away,  begone !  [Exeunt  Murderers. 

•  A  Ytolent  gust  of  w'«d.      •  A  Moor  in  a  morris  danee. 


Enter  Kino  Henrt,  Queex  Margazet,  Ca&i>;m& 
Bbaijfobt,  Somsbhet,  Lords,  a:nd  oihen. 


K.  Hen.  Go  call  our  uncle 
straight : 


to  our   prcf^nct 


8i 


lord.  [£jri/. 
K.  Hen,  Lords,  take  your  places ; — ^And,  1  pra j 
you  all. 
Proceed  no  straiter  'gainst  our  uncle  Gloster, 
Tlian  from  true  evidence,  of  good  esteem. 
He  be  approv'd  in  practice  culpable. 

Q.  Mar,  God  forbid  any  malice  should  prevul. 
That  faultless  may  condemn  a  nobleman  I 
Prav  God,  he  may  acouit  him  of  suspicion ! 
A.  Hen.  I  thank  thee,  Margaret;  tbe«e  worm 
content  me  much. — 

Re-enter  Scffouc. 

How  now?  why  look'st  thou  pale  ?  why  trembkai 

thou? 
Where  is  our  uncle  ?  what  is  the  matter,  SuflolL ! 

8t^f,  Dead  in  his  bed,  my  lord :  Gloster  i^  <imL 

1.  Mar.  Marry,  God  forefend ! 
or.  God's  secret  judgment: — I  did  dream  to- 
night, 

The  duke  was  dumb,  and  could  not  speak  a  wonl 

[The  KisG  ncrMSit, 

Q.  Mar.  How  fares  my  lord?~He]p,  iord^!  the 
king  is  dead. 

Sotu.  Rear  up  his  body;  wring  him  by  the  no^ 

Q.  Mar.  Run,  go,  help,  help!— O,  llenr^,  oi« 
thine  eyes ! 

8^f.  He  doth  revive  again ;— Madam,  be  patiett 

K.  Hen.  O  heavenly  God ! 

O.  Mar.  How  fares  my  gracious  lord  T 

bt{f.  Comfort,  my  sovereign!  gracious  Heniy, 
comfort! 

K.  Hen.  What,  doth  my  lord  of  Suffolk  comliu^ 
me? 
Came  he  right  now  to  sing  a  raven's  not«. 
Whose  dismal  tune  bereft  my  vital  powers; 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren. 
By  crying  comfort  from  a  hollow  breast. 
Can  cnase  away  the  first-oonceived  sound  ! 
Hide  not  thy  poison  with  such  sugar'd  word^t, 
Lay  not  tliy  hands  on  me;  forbear,  I  say; 
Their  touch  affrights  me,  as  a  serpent's  sting. 
Thou  baleful  messenger,  out  of  my  slight! 
Upon  thy  eye-balls  murderous  tyranny 
Sits  in  grim  majesty,  to  flight  the  world. 
Look  not  upon  me,  lor  thine  eyes  are  wounding >- 
Yet  do  not  go  away;— Come,  basilisk. 
And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  sight: 
For  in  the  shade  of  death  I  shall  fmd  joy ! 
In  life,  but  double  death,  now  Gloster  s  dead. 

Q.  Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  lord  of  SuffoU 
thus? 
Although  the  duke  was  enemy  to  him. 
Yet  he,  most  christian-like  laments  his  death: 
And  for  myself,— foe  as  he  was  to  me. 
Might  liquid  tears,  or  heart-offending  groans. 
Or  blood-consuming  sighs  recall  his  liH>, 
I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  sick  with  croant. 
Look  pale  as  primrose,  witii  blood-drinking  &i?t^A. 
And  ail  to  have  the  noble  duke  alive. 
What  know  I  how  the  world  may  dcrem  of  met 
For  it  is  known,  we  were  but  hollow  iriend^; 
It  may  be  judg'd,  I  made  the  duke  away ; 
So  shall  my  name  with  slander's  tongue  be  wour  d(< 
And  princes'  courts  be  ttU'd  with  my  repntaci. 
This  get  I  by  his  death:  Ah  mo,  unhapi<>  ! 
To  be  a  queon,  and  crown'd  with  infamy ! 

K.  Hen.  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  Gloster,  wnichrd 
man! 

Q.  Mar.  Be  woe  for  me,  more  wretched  thaai 
he  is. 
What,  dost  thou  turn  away,  and  hide  thy  &cc^ 
I  am  no  loathsome  leper  look  on  me. 
What,  art  thou,  like  the  adder,  waxen  deaf? 
Be  poisonous  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  quern. 
Is  fQl  thy  comfort  shut  in  Gloster's  tomb? 
Why,  then  dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  joy; 
Erect  his  statue  then,  and  worship  It, 
And  make  my  image  but  an  alehouse  sign. 
Was  I,  for  this,  nigh  wreck'd  upon  the  sea; 
And  twice  by  awkwaru  wind  ih>m  t-;nirland*f  bani 
Drove  back  again  unto  my  native  cJimo! 
What  boded  this,  bui  well-forew%n«inc  ^*n*\ 
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Q.  Afar.  What  noiBe  is  this? 

A  9  enter  Sdtpolk  and  Warwick,  wUh  their 
weapons  draunu 

K.  lien.  Why,  how  now,  lords!  your  wiathAil 
weapons  drawn 
Here  in  our  presence?  dare  you  be  so  UUd? — 
Why,  what  tumultuous  clamor  have  we  here? 
Sij{f,  The  traitorous  Warwick,  with  the  men  of 
Bury, 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  sovereign. 

Noise  qf  a  Crowd  wUhin,   Re-enter  Salisbury. 

Sal,  Sirs,  stand  apart;  the  king  shall  know  your 
mindw—  \8peakins  to  those  wtfhm. 

Dread  lord,  the  commons  send  you  word  by  me. 
Unless  false  Suffolk  straight  be  done  to  death. 
Or  banished  fiiir  England's  territories, 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  ttom  your  palace, 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  lingering  death. 
They  say,  by  him  the  good  duke  Humphrey  died ; 
They  say,  in  him  they  fear  your  hiehness'  death ; 
And  mere  instinct  of  love,  and  loyalty,-— 
Free  from  a  stubborn  opposite  intent. 
As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  liking, — 
Makes  tnem  thus  forward  in  his  banishment. 
They  say,  in  care  of  your  most  royal  person. 
That,  if  your  highness  should  intend  to  sleep. 
And  charge — that  no  man  should  disturb  your  rest. 
In  pain  of  your  dislike,  or  pain  of  death; 
Yet  notwithstanding  such  a  strait  edict, 
Were  there  a  serpent  seen,  with  forked  tongue. 
That  silly  glided  towards  your  majesty, 
It  were  but  necessary,  you  were  waked; 
Lest,  being  suffered,  m  that  harmfhl  slumber. 
The  mortal  worm  might  make  the  sleep  eternal: 
And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid. 
That  they  will  guard  you,  whe'r  you  will,  or  no, 
From  such  fell  serpents  as  fiUse  Suffolk  is; 
With  whose  envenomed  and  fatal  sting. 
Your  loving  uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth. 
They  say,  is  shamefully  bereft  of  life. 

Commons,  [  yVithin,]  An  answer  from  the  king, 
my  lord  of  Salisbury. 

Sitf,^Ti»iike  the  commons,rude  unpolished  hinds, 
Could  send  such  message  to  their  sovereign: 
But  you,  my  lord,  were  glad  to  be  employed. 
To  show  how  quaint^  an  orator  you  are: 
But  all  the  honor  Salisbury  hath  won, 
Is — that  he  was  the  lord  ambassador, 
Sent  from  a  sorti  of  tinkers  to  the  lung. 

Commons.  [fVithinJ]  An  answer  from  the  Jdng, 
or  we  11  break  in. 

K,  Hen,  Go,  Salisbury,  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 
I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care : 
And  had  I  not  been  'cited  so  by  them. 
Yet  did  I  purpose  as  they  do  entreat; 
For  sure,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophesy 
Mischance  unto  my  state  by  Suffolk's  means. 
And  therefore,~by  His  Majesty  I  swear, 
Whose  fai  unworthy  deputy  I  am.— 
He  shall  not  breathe  infection  in  this  air 
But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

[Exit  SALIBBtmY. 

Q.  Mar,  O  Henry,  let  me  plead  for  gentle  Sufiblk. 
A.  lUn.  Ungentle  queen,  to  call  nun  gentle  SuP 
folk. 
No  more.  I  say;  if  thou  dost  plead  for  him, 
Thou  wilt  but  add  increase  unto  my  wrath. 
Had  I  but  said,  I  would  have  kept  my  word ; 
But,  when  I  swear,  it  is  irrevocable  :— 
If,  after  three  days*  space,  thou  here  be'st  found 
On  any  ground  that  I  am  ruler  o^ 
The  world  shall  not  be  ransom  for  thy  life.— • 
Come,  Warwick,  come  good  Warwick,  go  with 

me; 
1  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  K.  Henry,  Warwick,  Lords,  fc. 
Q.  Mar,  Mischance,  and  sorrow,  go  along  with 
you! 
Heart's  discontent  and  sour  affliction. 
Be  playfellows  to  keep  you  company ! 
There^  two  of  you ;  the  devil  make  a  third ! 
And  threefold  vengeance  tend  upon  your  steps ! 

Sx{f.  Cease,  gentle  queen,  these  execrations, 
And  let  thy  Suflblk  take  his  heavy  leave. 


•  I>«xtarciis. 


'Oompsay. 


Q,  Mar,  Fye,  coward  woman,  and  soft-beuttt 
wretch ! 
Hast  thou  not  spirit  to  curse  thine  enemies ! 

St^f'.  A  plague  upon  them !  wherefore  fthoold  1 
curse  them  ? 
Would  curses  kill,  as  doth  the  mandrake's  groar 
I  would  invent  as  bitter-searching  terms. 
As  crust  as  harsh,  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Deliver'a  strongly  through  my  fixed  te^th. 
With  ftill  as  many  signs  of  deadly  hate. 
As  lean-fkced  Envy  in  her  loathsome  cave : 
My  tongue  should  stumble  in  mine  earnest  words' 
Mme  e^'es  should  sparkle  like  the  beaten  flint , 
My  hair  be  tix'd  on  end,  as  one  distract ; 
Ay,  every  joint  should  seem  to  curse  and  ban: 
And  even  now  my  burden'd  heart  would  break. 
Should  I  not  curse  them.    Poison  be  their  dhnJi! 
Gall;  worse  than  gall,  the  dantiest  that  they  tasie 
Their  sweetest  shade,  a  grove  of  cypress  trees! 
Their  chiefest  prospect,  murdering  MsiliKtu ! 
Their  softest  touch,  as  sharp  as  liurds'  stinp ! 
Their  music,  frightAil  as  the  serpent's  hiss! 
And  boding  screech-owls  make  the  concert  fUU! 
All  the  foul  terrors  in  dark-seated  hell — 

Q,  Mar,  Enough,  sweet  Suflblk ;  thou  tormrnt'ii 
thyself; 
And  these  dread  curses— like  the  sun  'gainst  gla^ 
Or  like  an  overcharged  gun — ^recoil. 
And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thjseIC 

Sxtf,  You  bade  me  ban,<and  will  you  bid  me  lesvs 
Now,  by  the  ground  that  I  am  banish'd  from. 
Well  could  1  curse  awav  a  winter's  night, 
Though  standing  nakecTon  a  mountain  top. 
Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  grass  grow. 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  spent  in  sporL 

Q.  Mar,  O  let  me  entreat  thee,  cease !  Q\\t  m 
thy  hand, 
That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  moumftil  tears; 
Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place, 
To  wash  away  my  woeful  monuments. 
O,  could  this  Kiss  oe  printed  in  thv  hand ; 

[Kisses  Ids  hoM 

That  thou  mightst  think  upon  these  by  the  seaU 
Through  whom  a  thousand  sighs  are  breatb'd  ^ 

thee! 
SO;  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  know  my  grief; 
'Tis  but  surmis'd  whilst  thou  art  stanaing  by. 
As  one  that  surfeits  thinking  on  a  want. 
I  will  repeal  thee,  or,  be  well  assur'd. 
Adventure  to  be  banished  myself: 
And  banished  I  am,  if  but  from  thee. 
Go,  speak  not  to  me ;  even  now  be  gone. — 
O,  go  not  yet ! — Even  thus  two  friends  condemn'4 
Embrace,  and  kiss,  and  take  ten  thousand  leavei, 
Loather  a  hundrea  times  to  part  than  die. 
Yet  now  fiirewell ;  and  forewell  life  with  thee ! 

Stff,  Thus  is  poor  Suflblk  ten  times  banished. 
Once  by  the  king,  and  three  times  thiice  by  thee. 
'Tis  not  the  landf  1  care  for,  wert  tbou  hence ; 
A  wilderness  is  populous  enough, 
So  Suffolk  had  thy  neavenly  company; 
For  were  thou  art,  there  is  the  world  itseli^ 
With  every  several  pleasure  in  the  world ; 
And  where  thou  art  not,  desolation. 
I  can  no  more  :~live  thou  to  joy  thy  liie ; 
Myself  no  joy  in  nought,  but  that  toon  liv'st 

Enter  Vaux. 

Q.  Mar,  Whither  goes  Vaux  so  Awt?  what  nev 
I  pr'ythee? 

Vaux,  To  signify  unto  his  m^esty. 
That  cardinal  Beaufort  is  at  point  of  death  * 
For  suddenly  a  grievous  sickness  took  him. 
That  makes  him  gasp,  and  stare,  and  catch  the  si 
Blaspheming  God,  and  cursing  men  on  earth. 
Sometime,  he  talks  as  if  duke  Humphrey's  srho»t 
Were  b)r  his  side :  sometime,  he  calls  the  ki'n^. 
And  whispers  to  his  pillow,  as  to  him* 
The  secret  of  his  overcharged  soul: 
And  I  am  sent  to  tell  his  majesty. 
That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him. 

Q.  Mar,  Go,  tell  this  heavy  messajeie  to  the  Vini 

Ah  me  I  what  is  this  world  ?  what  new  9  are  tiie< 
But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hour's  po  t  loes 
Omitting  Suflblk's  exile,  my  soul's  trc!a»4ire  ' 


Why  only,  Suflblk.  mourn  1  not  lor  thee. 
And  with  the  southern  clouds  contec  1  in 


in  teafs, 


sCarsa 
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Act-  111. 


K,  Llw.  Why,  say,  fair  queen,  whence  springs 

this  deep  despair  1 
9*  Mar.  Fro'n  sucn  a  cause  as  fills  mine  eyes 
with  tears, 
A*  1  stops  my  tongue,  while  heart  is  drowned  in 
carpB. 
K»  Lew.  Whate*er  it  be,  be  thou  still  like  thyself 
And  «it  thee  by  our  side :  yield  not  thy  neck 

\^Seat8  her  by  him. 
To  fortune's  yoke,  but  let  thy  dauntless  mind 
Still  ride  in  triumph  over  ail  mischance. 
Be  plain,  queen  Aiargaret,  and  tell  thy  grief; 
It  snail  be  eas'd,  if  France  can  yield  relief. 
Q.  Mur.  Those  gracious  woros  revive  my  droop- 
ing thoughts, 
And  give  my  tongue-tied  sorrows  leave  to  speak. 
Now,  therctbrc,  be  it  known  to  noble  Lewis, — 
That  Henry,  sole  possessor  of  my  love, 
Is,  of  a  king,  become  a  banish'd  man, 
And  forced  to  live  in  Scotland  a  forlorn : 
While  proud  ambitious  Edward  duke  or  York, 
Usurps  the  regal  title,  and  the  seat 
Of  England's  true-anointed  lawful  king. 
This  is  the  cause,  that  I,  poor  Margaret, — 
With  this  my  son,  prince  Edward,  Henry's  heir, — 
Am  come  to  crave  tiiy  just  and  lawilil  aid ; 
And,  if  thou  Ikil  us,  all  our  hoi)e  is  done: 
Scotland  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  help  : 
Our  people  and  our  peers  are  both  misled, 
Our  treasure  seizM,  our  soldiers  put  to  flight. 
And,  as  thou  seest,  ourselves  in  heavy  plight. 
K,  I^w.  Renowned  queen,  with  xwtience  calm 
the  storm. 
While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  oft'. 
Q.  Mar,  The  more  we  stay,  the  stronger  grows 

our  Ibe. 
K,  Lew.  The  more  I  stay,  the  more  Til  succor 

thee. 
Q.  Mar.  O,  but  impatience  waiteth  on  true  sor- 
row: 
And  see,  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  sorrow. 

Enter  Warwick,  attended. 

K,  IjCIO.  What's  he,  approacheth  boldly  to  our 
presence  ? 

Q.  Mar.  Our  earl  of  Warwick,  Edward's  greatest 
friend. 

K.  Lew.  Welcome,  brave  Warwick !  What  brings 
thee  to  France  1 

[Descending  from  his  stale.    Qdeen  Margaret 
rises. 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  now  begins  a  second  storm  to  rise ; 
For  this  in  he,  that  moves  both  wind  and  tide. 

War.  From  worthy  Edward,  king  of  Albion, 
My  lord  and  sovereign,  and  th)r  vowed  friend, 
I  come, — in  kindness,  and  unfeigned  love- 
First,  to  do  greetings  to  thy  royal  person; 
And,  then,  to  crave  a  league  of  amity; 
And,  lastly,  to  confirm  that  amity 
With  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  vouchsafe  to  grant 
That  virtuous  lady  Bona,  thv  fair  sister. 
To  England's  king  in  lawAil  marriage. 

Q.  Mar.   If  Uiat  go  forward,  Henry's  hope  is 
done. 

IVar,  And,  gracious  madam,  [7b  Bona.]  in  our 
king's  Dehalf; 
I  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favor, 
Humbly  to  kiss  ^'our  hand,  and  with  my  tongue 
To  tell  the  passion  of  my  sovereign's  heart : 
Where  lame,  late  entering  at  his  heedfiil  ears. 
Hath  placed  thy  beauty's  image,  and  thy  virtue. 

Q.  mar.  Kins  LewiSf-HUicl  Lady  Bona,— hear 
me  speajc. 
Before  you  answer  Warwick.   His  demand 
Springs  not  from  Edward's  well-meant  honest  love, 
But  from  deceit,  bred  by  necessity; 
For  how  can  tyrants  safely  govern  home. 
Unless  abroad  they  purchase  great  alliance  1 
To  prove  him  tyrant,  this  reason  may  suffice, — 
Thut  Henry  liveth  still:  but  were  he  dead. 
Vet  here  prince  Edward  stands,  king  Henry's  son. 
Look  therefore,  Lewis,  that  by  this  league  and  mar- 
riage 
Thou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  dishonor : 
*«^or  though  usurpers  sway  the  rule  awhile, 
Vpt  heavens  are  just,  and  time  suppresseth  wrong. 

War,  Ii\jurio  us  Margaret. 

Prince.  And  why  not  queen ! 

War.  Because  thy  fiither  Henry  did  usurp ; 
And  Uiou  no  more  art  prince,  than  she  is  queen. 


Oxf.  Then  Warwick  disannuls  great  Jonn  or 
Gaunt, 
W^hich  did  subdue  the  greatest  part  of  Spain ; 
And  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Whose  wisdom  was  a  mirror  to  the  wisest; 
And,  afler  that  wise  prince.  Henrv  tJie  FiJlh, 
Who  by  his  prowess  conquered  all  France : 
From  these  our  Henry  lineally  de«^;ends;. 

War.  Oxford,  how  haps  it,  in  this  siik^Ui  dis- 
course, 
You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  Sixth  bath  lo«t 
All  that  which  Henr>-  the  Filth  had  gotten  ? 
Methinks,  these  peers  of  France  should  smile  st 

that. 
But  for  the  rest,— You  tell  a  pedif^ree 
Of  three-score  and  two  years;  a  siil>*  time 
To  make  prescription  for  a  kingdom's  worth.        , 

OjqT.  Why,  Warwick,  canst  thou  speak  agaiosl 
tliy  liege, 
Whom  thou  obeyedst  thirty-«nd-six  years. 
And  not  bewray  thy  treason  with  a  blush  ? 

War.  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the  right 
Now  buckler  falsehood  with  a  pedigree ! 
For  shame,  leave  Henry,  and  call  Edward  kirs. 

Oj^'.  Call  him  my  king,  by  whose  injurious  doua 
My  eider  brother,  the  lord  Aubrey  Vere, 
Was  done  to  death  1  and  more  than  so  my  lather. 
Even  in  the  downfall  of  his  mellowed  years, 
When  nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  death  t 
No,  Warwick,  no;  while  life  upholds  this  arm. 
This  arm  upholds  the  house  of  Lancaster. 

War.  And  I  the  house  of  York. 

K.  Lew.  Queen  Margaret,  prince  Edward,  an^ 
Oxford, 
Vouchsafe,  at  our  request,  to  stand  ai«ide. 
While  I  use  fVirther  conference  with  Warwick. 

Q.  Mar.  Heaven  grant  that  Warwick  s  wardi 
bewitch  him  not ! 

[Retiring  with  the  Prixce  and  Oxj^mp 

K.  Lew.  Now,  Warwick,  tell  me,  even  upuu  \h} 
conscience. 
Is  Edward  your  true  king  1  for  I  were  loath. 
To  link  with  him  that  were  not  lawful  cho^'n. 

War.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  mine  hcmoi 

K.  Lew.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  people'^  r\t 

War.  The  more,  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 

K.  Lew.  Then  ftirther,— all  dissembling  Kct  a^4« 
Tell  me  for  truth  the  measure  of  his  love 
Unto  our  sister  Bona. 

War.  Such  it  seema. 

As  may  beseem  a  monarch  like  himself. 
Myself  have  often  heard  him  say,  and  swear, — 
That  this  his  love  was  an  eternal  i>lant; 
Whereof  the  root  was  fix'd  in  virtue*s  ground. 
The  leaves  and  fruit  maintain*d  with  b<«ut>  '«  »un 
Exempt  from  envy,  but  not  from  disdain, 
Unless  the  lady  Bona  auit  his  pain. 

K,  Lew,  Now,  sister,  let  us  hear  your  firm  resolve 

Bona.  Yourerant,  or  your  dental,  shall  tkr  min 
Yet  I  confess,  [To  War.]  that  often  ere  thta  da>. 
When  I  have  heard  your  king's  desert  recounted. 
Mine  ear  hath  tempted  judgment  to  dosinp. 

K.  Lew.  Then,  Warwick,  thus,— Our  atstcr  shal 
be  Edward's :  ' 

And  now  forthwith  snail  articles  be  drawn 
Touching  the  jointure  that  your  king  most  make, 
Which  with  her  dowr>'  shall  be  counterpmsM : — 
Draw  near,  queen  Marnret:  and  be  a  witness. 
That  Bona  shall  t>e  wife  to  the  English  kinr. 

Prince.  To  Edward,  but  not  to  the  Engli«h  kiiu 

Q.  Mar,  DeceitAil  Warwick!  it  was  tny  dcvicr 
By  this  alliance  tu  make  void  my  suit ; 
Before  thy  coming,  Lewis  was  Henr>-'s  fHend. 

K,  Lew,  And  still  is  firiend  to  him  and  Margaret 
But  if  your  title  to  the  crown  be  weak, — 
As  may  appear  by  Edward's  good  succe&s — 
Then  lis  but  reason  that  I  be  releasM 
From  giving  aid,  wbicli  late  I  promised. 
Yet  shall  you  have  all  kindness  at  my  hand. 
That  your  estate  requires,  and  mine  can  >)rKL 

Wai'.  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland,  at  ht*^  e49>e: 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  he  cwn  losp. 
And  as  for  you  yourself,  our  quondam  queen.— 
You  have  a  father  able  to  mamtain  >ou ; 
And  better  'twere  you  troubled  him  than  Fianer 

Q.  Mar.  Peace,  impudent  and  shameless  Wdi^ 
wick,  peace ; 
Proud  setter-up  and  puller^own  of  kings ! 
I  will  not  hence,  till  with  my  talk  and  tears. 
Both  full  of  truth,  I  make  kuig  Lewis  bchoKl 
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Act   IV 


K*  Edw.  Suppose  they  take  oflence  without  a 
cause, 
They  ire  but  Lewis  and  Warwick ;  I  am  Edward, 
Vour  king  and  Warwick's,  and  must  have  my 
will. 
Gto.  And  you  shall  have  your  will,  because  our 
king : 
Yf^t  hasty  marriage  seldom  proveth  well. 
K,  Kflw.  Yea,  brother  Richard,  are  you  ofibnded 

too] 
Gto.  Not  I : 
No;  God  forbid,  that  I  should  wish  them  sever*d 
Whom  God  hath  join'd  together :  ay,  and  'twere 

To  sunoer  them  that  yoke  so  well  together. 
K.  Edw.  Setting  your  scorns,  and  your  mislike, 
aside, 
Tell  me  some  reason,  why  the  lady  Grey 
Should   not   become    my    wite,   and   England's 

queen : — 
And  you  too,  Somerset,  and  Montague, 
SpeaK  freely  what  you  think. 

CUtr.  Then  this  is  my  opinion,— that  king  Lewis 
Becomes  your  enemy,  lor  mocking  him 
About  the  marriage  of  the  lady  Bona. 
Olo,   And  Warwick,  doing  what  you  gave  ic 
charge, 
Is  now  dishonored  by  this  new  marriage. 
K,  Edw.  What,  if  both  Lewis  and  Warwick  be 
appeas'd, 
By  such  invention  as  I  can  devise  ? 
Mont.  Yet  to  have  join'd  with  France  in  such 
alliance, 
Would  more  have  strengthen'd  this  our  common- 
wealth 
'Gainst  foreign  storms,  than  any  homo-bred  mar- 
riage. 
Hast.  Why,  knows  not  Montague,  that  of  itself 
England  is  safe,  if  true  within  itself  1 
Mi/fit.  Yes ;  but  the  safer,  when  'tis  backM  with 

France. 
Hast.,  'Tis  better  using  France,  than  trusting 
France : 
Let  lis  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  seas, 
Which  he  hath  given  for  ibnce  impregnable, 
And  with  tJieir  helps  only  defend  ourselves; 
In  them,  and  in  ourselves,  our  safety  lies. 
CUtr.  For  this  one  speech,  lord  Hastings  well 
deserves  • 

To  have  the  heir  of  the  lord  Hungerford. 
K.  Edw.  Ah,  what  of  that  1  it  was  my  will,  and 
grant; 
And,  for  tills  once,  my  will  shall  stand  for  law. 
Oio,  And  yet,  metiiinks,  your  grace  hath  not 
done  well. 
To  give  the  heir  and  daughter  of  lord  Scales 
Unto  the  brotJier  of  your  loving  bride; 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me,  or  Clarence : 
But  in  your  bride  you  bury  brotherhood. 
Clur,  Or  else  you  would  not  have  bestow'd  the 
heir 
Of  the  lord  Bonville  on  your  new  wife's  son. 
And  leave  your  brothers  to  go  speed  elsewhere. 
K.  Edw.  Alas,  poor  Clarence !  is  it  for  a  wife. 
That  thou  art  malcontent?  I  will  provide  thee. 
CUir.  In  choosing  for  yourself,  you  show'd  your 
judgment ; 
Which  being  shallow,  you  shall  give  me  leave 
To  play  the  broker  in  mine  own  oehalf; 
And,  to  that  end,  I  shortly  mind  to  leave  you. 
K.  Edw*  Leave  me,  or  tarry,  Edward  will  be 
king. 
And  not  be  tied  unto  his  brother's  will. 

Q.  Eliz,  My  lords,  before  it  pleas 'd  his  majesty 
To  raise  mj  stale  to  title  of  a  queen. 
Do  mo  but  right,  and  you  must  all  confess 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  descent. 
And  meaner  than  myself  have  had  like  fortune. 
But  as  this  title  honors  me  and  mine. 
So  your  dislikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleasing. 
Do  cloud  my  joys  with  danger  and  with  sorrow. 
if.  Edw,  My  love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their 
frowns: 
What  danger,  or  what  sorrow  can  befall  thee, 
So  long  as  Edward  is  thy  constant  friend. 
And  their  true  sovereign,  whom  they  must  obey  I 
Nay,  wJiom  they  shall  obey,  and  love  thee  too. 
Unless  they  secK  for  hatred  at  my  hands: 
Which  if  tJiey  do,  vet  will  I  keep  tlieo  safe, 
\nd  they  shail  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wrath. 


Glo.  I  hear,  yet  say  not  much,  but  think  tb« 
more.  [Afu^. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

K.  Edw.  Now,  messenger,  what  Ii^-tters,  or  «  ba: 

news. 

From  France  ? 

Mess.  My  sovereign  liege,  no  letters;  and  rt'w 

words. 

But  such  as  I  without  your  sjiecial  pardon. 

Dare  not  relate. 

K.  Edw.  Go  to,  we  pardon  thee :  tfaerelt>re,  isl 

brief. 

Tell  me  their  words  as  near  as  then  csanst  gu*  « 

them. 
What  answer  makes  king  Lewis  unto  our  letter?^ 
Mess.  At  my  depart  these  were  bis  very  *ord>: 
Go  fell  false  Edward,  thy  supposed  kinfp^ — 
That  Lewis  if  France  is  senmng  aver  maske»  •. 
To  revel  U  with  him  and  his  new  bride,  i 

K.  Edw.  Is  Lewis  so  brave?   belike,  be  thuikjj 
me  Henry. 
But  what  said  lady  Bona  to  my  marriage  T 
Mess.  The^e  were  her  wortls,  utterM  with  mt.d 
disdain : 
Tell  hint,  in  hof)e  heUl  prove  a  wiiower  skortlt*^ 
ril  wear  the  willow  garland  far  his  sake. 
/C.  Edw.  I  blame  not  her,  she  could  ay  bnle 
less; 
She  had  the  wrong.    But  what  said  Henry's  quern ! 
For  I  have  heard  that  she  was  there  in  place. 
Mess.  Tell  him^  quoth  she,  my  mourning  wetii 
are  done. 
And  lam  ready  to  put  armor  on. 

K.  Edw.  Behke,  she  minds  to  play  the  Aina7')n. 
But  what  said  Warwick  to  these  injuri(*s  ? 

Mess.  He,  more  incens'd  against  your  majesty 
Than  all  the  rest,  discharged  me  with  the^«>  n^ords; 
Tell  him  from  me,  thai  he  hath  done  me  wranf:; 
And  ihertifore.  Til  uncrown  him,  ere*i  be  Umg. 
K.  Edw.  Ha!  durst  the  traitor  breathe  out  ac 
proud  words  1 
Well,  I  will  arm  me,  being  thus  forewam*d ; 
They  bhall  have wtfr8,and  pay  for  their  presumptiAa 
But  stay,  is  Warwick  friends  with  Margaret  i 
Mess.  Ay,  gracious  sovereign ;  they  are  so  iir^k*<J 
in  friendship. 
That  young  prince  Edward  marries  W&rwics*{ 
daughter. 
Clar.  Belike,  the  elder ;  Clarence  will  ha\ie  thi 
younger. 
Now,  brother  king,  fhrewell.  and  sit  you  fksU 
For  I  will  hence  to  Warwick's  other  daughter; 
That,  though  I  want  a  kingdom,  yet  in  marrtatps 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  yourself. — 
You,  that  love  me  and  Warwick,  f<|llow  me. 

[Exit  Clarsncx,  on^l  Soxssssr/bi&irf 

Glo.  Not  I: 

My  thoughts  aim  at  a  fhrther  matter;  I 

Stay  not  for  love  of  Edward,  but  the  crown.  [  .1  *vk 

A.   Edw*  Clarence  and  Somerset  both  ^ont  u 

Warwick ! 

Yet  am  I  arm'd  against  the  worst  can  happen ; 

And  haste  is  needful  in  this  desperate  case. — 

Pembroke,  and  StaDbrd,  you  in  our  behalt 

Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  lor  war ; 

They  are  already,  or  quickly  will  be  landed: 

Myself  in  person  will  straight  follow  }-ou. 

{Exeunt  Pkmbrocb  and  STAiTituik 
But,  ere  I  go,  Hastings,— and  Montague, — 
Resolve  my  doubL    You  twain,  of  ail  the  rewt. 
Are  near  to  Warwick,  by  blood,  and  by  alliance: 
Tell  me,  if  you  love  Warwick  more  tiuui  me  * 
If  it  be  so,  then  both  depart  to  him ; 
I  rather  wish  you  foes  than  hollow  friendi ; 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience. 
Give  me  assurance  with  some  friendly  vow. 
That  I  may  never  have  you  in  suspect. 
Mont.  So  God  help  Montague^  as  be  prr-^i 

true! 
Hast.  And   Hastings,  a«  he   ikvon  Edwam  t 

cause !  • 

K*  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  will  yon  stauf 

by  us? 
Gto.  Ay,  in  despite  of  all  that  aball  withstao^* 

you. 
K.  Edw.  Why  so ;  then  am  I  sure  of  victnrv. 
Now  therefore  let  us  hence ;  and  lose  no  hour. 
Till  we  meet  Warwick  with  his  foreiim  pov«r 
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Leave  off' to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither, 

Inlo  this  chictest  thicket  of  the  park. 

Thus  stands  the  case:  You  know,  our  king,  my 

brother. 
Is  prisoner  to  the  bishop  here,  at  whose  hands 
lie  haih  good  usage  and  great  liberty ; 
And  otlen,  but  attended  with  weak  guard, 
Comes  hunting  this  way  to  disport  himself. 
I  have  adv^rtis'd  him  by  secret  means. 
That  if  about  this  hour,  he  make  this  way, 
Under  the  color  of  his  u»ual  game, 
He  shall  here  find  his  friends,  with  horse  and  men. 
To  set  him  free  fiom  his  captivity. 

Enter  Kino  Edward,  atid  a  Huntsman. 

Hunt.  This  way,  my  lord;  for  this  way  lies  the 

game. 
K.  Edw*  Nay,  this  way,  man;  see,  where  the 

huntsmen  stand. — 
Now,  brother  of  Gloster,  lord  Hastinf^,  and  the  rest, 
Stand  you  thus  clone,  to  steal  the  bishop's  deer? 

Gto,  Brother,  the  time  and  case  requireth  haste; 
Your  horse  stands  ready  at  the  park  corner. 
K.  Edw.  But  whither  shall  we  then  ? 
Hast.  To  Lynn,  my  lord,  and  ship  from  thence 

to  Flanders. 
Glo.  Well  ^uess'd,  believe  me;  for  that  was  my 

meaning. 
if.  Edw,  Stanley,  I  will  requite  thy  forwardness. 
Glo.  But  wheretbre  stay  wel  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 
K.  Edw.  Huntsman,  what  say'st  thou  1  wilt  thou 

go  along  1 
Hunt.  Better  do  so,  than  tarry  and  be  hang  d. 
Glo.  Come  then,  away ;  let's  have  no  more  ado. 
K.  Edw.  Bishop,   farewell;  shield   thee   tVom 

Warwick's  frown ; 
A.nd  pray  that  I  may  repossess  the  crown.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VL— j4  Room  in  the  Tower. 

Enter  Kino  Henry,  Clarence,  Warwick,  Somer- 
set, Young  Richmond,  Oxford,  Montague,  Lieu- 
tenant qf'the  Tower,  and  Attendants. 

K.  Hen.  Master  lieutenant,  now  that  God  and 
friends 
Have  shaken  Edward  from  the  regal  seat; 
And  turn'd  my  captive  state  to  liberty. 
My  fear  to  hoyye.  my  sorrows  unto  ioys; 
At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  fees  ? 

Lieut.  Subjects  may  challenge  nothing  of  their 
sovereigns ; 
But,  if  an  humble  prayer  may  prevail, 
1  then  crave  pardon  of  your  majesty. 

K.  Hen.  For  what,  lieutenant?  tor  well  using 
me? 
Nay,  be  thou  sure,  I'll  well  requite  thy  kindness, 
For  that  it  made  my  imprisonment  a  pleasure: 
Ay,  such  a  pleasure  as  incuged  birds 
Conceive,  when,  al\er  many  moody  thoughts, 
At  last,  by  notes  of  household  harmony. 
They  quite  forget  their  loss  of  liberty. — 
But.  Warwick,  after  God,  thou  set'st  me  free. 
And  ciiiefly  therefore  I  thank  God  and  thee; 
He  was  the  author,  thou  the  instrument. 
Therefore,  that  1  may  conquer  fortune*s  spite, 
By  living  low  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me ; 
And  that  the  people  of  this  blessed  land 
May  not  be  punished  with  my  thwarting  stars; 
Warwick,  although  my  head  still  wear  the  crown, 
I  here  resign  my  government  to  thee. 
For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

PVar.  Your  grace  hath  still  been  famed  for  vir- 
tuous; 
And  now  may  seem  as  wise  as  virtuous. 
By  spying  and  avoiding  fortune's  malice. 
For  lew  men  rightly  temper  with  the  stars  r^ 
Vet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  grace, 
For  chooHing  me,  when  Clarence  is  in  place.^^ 

Clar.  No,  VVarwick,  thou  art  worthy  of  the  sway, 
To  whom  the  heavens,  in  thy  nativity, 
Adjudg'd  an  olive  branch,  and  laurel  crown. 
As  likely  to  be  blest  in  peace,  and  war; 
And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  ftee  consent 
^Vur.  And  I  choose  Clarence  only  for  protector. 

K.  Hen.  Warwick,  and  Clarence,  give  me  both 
your  hands ; 
Xow  join  your  hands,  and  with  your  hands,  your 

hearts, 
That  no  dissension  hinder  government : 

«  PttW  men  ooolbrm  their  t«mp«r  to  th«tr  destiny. 
•  Pnsent. 


I  make  you  both  protectors  of  this  land ; 
While  1  myself  will  lead  a  private  life. 
And  in  devotion  spend  my  latter  days. 
To  sin*B  rebuke,  and  my  Creator's  praise. 
War.  What  answers  Clarence  to  his  soTerei^  i 

will? 
Clar.  That  he  consents,  if  Warwick  yield  coo- 
sent; 
For  on  thy  fortune  I  repose  niysel£ 
fVar.  Why  then,  though  loath,  yet  must  I  ss 
content; 
We^ll  yoke  together,  like  a  double  shadow 
To  Henry's  body,  and  supply  his  place ; 
I  mean  in  bearing  weight  of  government, 
While  he  enjoys  the  honor  and  his  ease. 
And.  Clarence,  now  then  it  is  more  than  Deedi\il, 
Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronounced  a  traitor. 
And  all  his  lands  and  goods  be  conliacate. 
CUar»  What  else?  and  that  succession  be  deter- 

min'd. 
War.  Ay,  therein  Clarence  shall  not  want  ta 

part. 
K.  Hen*  But,  with  the  first  of  all  your  chief 
affairs. 
Let  me  entreat,  (for  1  command  no  more,) 
That  Margaret  your  queen,  and  my  son  Edward, 
Be  sent'for  to  return  from  France  with  speed : 
For,  till  I  see  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear 
My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  eclips'd. 
Clttr.  It  shall  be  done,  my  soverei^Ti,  with  a3 

speed. 

K.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Somerset,  what  youUi  a 
that. 
Of  whom  you  seem  to  have  so  tender  care  ? 
Som.  My  liege,  it  is  young  Henry,  earl  of  Rich- 
mond. 
K.  Hen.  Come  liither.  England's  hope:  If  i$ecnt 
powers,  [Lays  hit  hand  on  kia  ke&L 

Suggest  out  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts. 
Tins  pretty  lad^  will  prove  our  country's  bliss. 
His  looks  are  full  of  peaceful  majesty ; 
His  head  by  nature  framed  to  wear  a  crown. 
His  hand  to  wield  a  sceptre ;  and  himself 
Likely,  in  time,  to  bless  a  regal  throne. 
Make  much  of  him,  my  lords;  for  this  is  be. 
Must  help  you  more  than  you  are  hurt  by  me. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

War,  What  news,  my  friend  ! 

Mess.  That  Edward  is  scaped  ttom  your  broth-f, 
And  ded,  as  he  hears  since,  to  Burgundr. 

War  Unsavory  news:  but  how  made  ne  e^scap^t 

Mesa.  He  was  convcy'd   by  Richard  duke  nA 
Gloster, 
And  the  lord  Hastings,  who  attended  him 
In  secret  ambush  on  the  forest  side. 
And  A-om  the  bishop's  huntsmen  rescued  him ; 
For  hunting  was  his  daily  exercise. 

Wear.   My    brother   was    too    careless   of    Iji 
charge. — 
But  let  us  hence,  my  sovereign,  to  provide 
A  salve  lor  any  sore  that  may  betide. 

[Exeunt  King  Hbnby,  Wa&.»  Clar.,  LiouU 
and  Attendants. 

Som.  My  lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  >M' 
ward's : 
For,  doubtless.  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help; 
And  we  shall  have  more  wars,  before*t  be  lung 
As  Henry's  late  presaging  prophecy 
Did  glad  my  heart,  with  hope  of  tliis  young  Rtch- 

morKl; 
So  doth  my  heart  misgive  me.  m  these  ct^nflicts 
What  may  befall  him,  to  his  hann,  and  oun^ : 
Therefore,  lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  worst. 
Forthwith  we'll  send  him  hence  to  Britany, 
Till  storms  be  past  of  civil  enmitj*. 

Ooif.  Ay;  for,  if  Edward  repossess  the  crow?., 
'Tis like  that  Richmond  with  the  rest  shall  down. 

Sotn,  It  shall  be  so;  he  shall  to  Britany. 
Come  therefore,  let's  about  it  speedily.   '  '^Ej  fvat 

SCENE  \ll.—Brfort  York. 

Enter  King  Edward,  Glostsk,  HASTnccs, 

PoretB. 

K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  lord  Haborf  • 
and  the  rest; 
Yet  thus  fiir  fortune  maketh  us  amends. 
And  says — that  once  more  I  shall  interchanct 
My  waned  state  for  Henry's  regal  crown. 

•  Afterwards  Henry  VII. 
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And  once  again  proclaim  us  king  of  England.— 
You  are  the  fount,  that  makes  small  brooks  to  flow ; 
Now  scops  thy  spring;  my  sea  shall  suck  them  dry, 
And  swell  so  much  Uie  higher  bv  their  ebb.— 
Hence  with  him  to  the  Tower;  let  him  not  speak. 

[Exeunt  some  with  Kino  Henry. 
And,  lords,  towards  Coventry  bend  we  our  course, 


Where  peremptory  Warwick  now  remains* 
The  sun  shines  hot,  and,  if  we  use  delay. 
Cold*biting  winter  mars  our  hop^d-for  hay. 
Glo.  Away  betimes,  before  his  forces  join, 
And  take  the  great-grown  traitor  unawares; 
Brave  warriors,  march  amain  towards  CoTeotr\' 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I.— Coventry. 

Enter  upon  the  WalUy  Warwick,  the  Mayor  of 
Coventry,  two  Messengers,  and  others. 

War,  Where  is  the  post  that  came  Arom  valiant 
Oxford  1 
llow  far  hence  is  thy  lord,  mine  honest  fellow  t 

1  Mess.  By  thLs  at  Dunsmore,  marching  hither- 

ward. 
War.  How  far  ott'is  our  brother  Montague? 
Where  is  the  post  that  came  from  Montague  t 

2  Mess.  By  this  at  Daintry,  witli  a  puissant 

troop. 

Enter  Sir  John  Sombrville. 

War.  Say,  Somerville,  what  says  my  loving  soni 
And,  by  the  guess,  how  nigh  is  Clarence  nowl 

Som.  At  Southam  1  did  leave  him  with  his  forces, 
And  do  expect  him  here  some  two  hours  hence. 

{Drum  heard. 

War.  Then  Clarence  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  drum. 

Sotn.  It  is  not  his,  my  lord;  here  Southam  lies; 

The  drum  your  honor  hears,  marcheth  from  War- 

wi  ck. 

War.  Who  should  that  be  !  belike,  unlook'd-for 

fVicnds. 
Som.  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  shall  quickly 
know. 

Drum*.    Enter  Kino  Edward,  Gloster,  tmd 
ForeeSt  marching. 

K.  Edw.  Go,  trumpet,  to  the  walls,  and  sound 

a  parte. 
GU).  See,  how  the  surly  Warwick  mans  the  wall. 
War.  (),  unbid  spite!  is  sportful  Edward  come? 
Where  slept  our  scouts,  or  now  are  they  seduced, 
That  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair? 
JC.  Edw.  Now,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  ope  the  city 
gates, 
Speak  gentle  words,  and  humblv  bend  thy  knee  ? — 
Call  Edward— king,  and  at  his  hands  beg  mercy, 
And  he  shall  pardon  thee  these  outrages. 

War.  Nay,  rather  wilt  tliou  draw  thy  forces 
hence, 
Confess  who  set  thee  up  and  pluckM  thee  down  ?— 
Call  Warwick— patron,  and  be  penitent. 
And  thou  shalt  still  remain  the  duke  or  York. 
Glo.  I  thought,  at  least,  he  would  have  said— 
the  king : 
Or  did  he  make  the  jest  against  his  will  ? 
War.  Is  not  a  dukedom,  sir,  a  goodly  gift  ? 
GU).  Ay,  by  my  fiiith,  for  a  poor  earl  to  give; 
ril  do  thee  service  for  so  good  a  gift. 

War.  'Twas  I,  that  gave  the  kingdom  to  thy 

brother. 
K.  Edw.  Why^  then,  'tis  mine,  if  but  by  War- 
wick's gift. 
War.  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  so  great  a  weight: 
And,  weakling,  Warwick  takes  his  gift  again ; 
A'/*i  Henry  is  my  king,  Warwick  his  subject. 
K.  Eilw.  But  Warwick's  king  is  Edward's  pri- 
soner: 
Aoi  gallant  Warwick,  do  but  answer  this,— 
\V.iat  is  the  body  when  the  head  is  oft? 

Glo.  Alas,  that  Warwick  had  no  more  forecast. 
But,  whiles  he  thought  to^ steal  tiie  single  ten. 
The  king  was  slily  flnger'd  from  the  deck!< 
you  left  poor  Henry  at  the  bishop's  palace, 
Vnd,  ten  to  one,  you'll  meet  him  m  the  Tower. 
K.  EdWf  *Tis  even  so;   yet  you  are  Warwick 

still. 
Glo.  Come,  Warwick,  take  the  time,  kneel  down, 
kneel  down : 
NaVt  when  ?  strike  now,  or  else  the  iron  cools. 
War.  I  had  rather  chop  this  hand  oft'  at  a  blow, 

*  A  pack  of  cards  wm  fbrmsrly  termed  a  deck  of  cards. 


And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  &ce. 
Than  bear  so  low  a  sail,  to  strike  to  thee. 
K.  Edw.  Sail  how  thou  canst,  have  wind  and 
tide  thy  friend; 
This  hand,  fast  wound  about  thy  coal-black  hair. 
Shall,  whiles  the  head  is  warm,  and  new  cut  oil 
Write  in  the  dust  this  sentence  with  thy  bltHMl,— 
Wind-changing  Warwick  now  can  change  no  jHtir*. 

Enter  Oxford,  with  Drum  and  Colors. 

War.   O  cheerful  colors!    see  where   Oxfi.»nl 
comes  t 

Oaf.  Oxford,  Oxford,  for  Lancaster  ! 

[Oxford  and  his  Force*  enter  the  Of  p. 

Glo.  The  gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 

K.  Edw.  So  other  foes  may  set  upon  our  liack-: 
Stand  we  in  good  array ;  for  they,  no  doubt. 
Will  issue  out  again,  and  bid  us  battle : 
If  not,  the  city,  being  but  of  small  defence. 
We'll  quickly  rouse  the  traitors  in  the  sam^. 

War.  O,  welcome, Oxford !  for  we  want  thy  help. 

Enter  Montagcb,  with  Drum  and  Coiors. 

Mont.  Montague,  Montaji^ue,  for  Lancaster  ! 

iHe  and  hu  Forces  enter  the  Ci'y. 
thy  brother  both  shall  buy  ib'« 
treason 
Even  with  the  dearest  blood  your  bodies  N^ar. 
K.  Edw.    The    harder   match'd,   the    great^i 
victory ; 
My  mind  presageth  happy  gain,  and  conquest. 

Enter  Somersrt,  ivith  Drum  and  Color*. 

Som.  Somerset,  Somerset,  for  I^anraster  ? 

[He  and  his  Ftfrces  enter  the  Of? 

Glo.  Two  of  thy  name,  both  dukes  of  Some rst^C 
Have  sold  their  lives  unto  the  house  of  York  ; 
And  thou  shalt  be  the  third,  if  this  sword  hold. 

Enter  Clarence,  with  Drum  and  Colore 

War.  And  lo,  where  George  of  Clarence  «weej^ 
along. 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battle ; 
With  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails* 
Nf ore  than  the  nature  of  a  brother's  love : — 
Come,  Clarence,  come;  thou  wilt,  if  Warwick  «^1  Is 

Clar.  Father  of  Warwick,  know  you  what  tf;  i 
means  ? 

[Taking  the  red  rose  out  (f  iis  Ten 
Look  here,  I  throw  my  infi«my  at  thee : 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  father's  house. 
Who  gave  his  blood  to  lime  the  stones  tocether. 
And  set  up  Lancaster.    Whj',  trow'st  thou,  W*- 

wick. 
That  Clarence  is  so  harsh,  so  blunt,^  unnatural. 
To  bend  the  fatal  instruments  of  war 
Against  his  brother,  and  his  lawful  king  ? 
Perhaps,  thou  wilt  object  my  holy  oath: 
To  keep  that  oath,  were  more  impiety 
Than  Jephtha's,  when  he  sacrificed  his  daticti*er. 
I  am  so  sorry  for  my  trespass  made. 
That  to  deserve  well  at  my  brothers  hands, 
T  here  proclaim  myself  thy  mortal  foe  ; 
With  resolution,  wheresoe  er  I  meet  thee, 
(As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  thou  stir  abrdad,) 
To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  misleading  me. 
And  so,  proud-hearted  Warwick,  I  de^  thee. 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blushing  cheek±>. 
Pardon  me,  Edward,  I  will  make  amends ; 
And,  Richard,  do  not  fyown  upon  my  fiaults. 
For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unooostanL 

K,  Edw.  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  ti»« 
more  belov'd, 
Than  if  thou  never  hadst  deaervM  oor  hate 

Glo.  Welcome,  good  Clarence;  this  is  bro€h«^*4.k] 

i  Inseaalblab 
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Q.  Mar,  Thanks,  gentle  Somerset;— «weet  Ox- 
ford, thanks. 

Prinee.And  take  his  thanks,  that  yet  hath  nothing 
else. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

AfeM.  Prepare  you,  lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand. 
Ready  to  fight;  therefore  be  resolute. 

Ooij.  I  thought  no  less:  it  is  his  policy, 
To  haste  thus  fast,  to  And  us  unprovided. 
Som,  But  he's  deceiv'd,  we  are  in  readiness. 
Q.  Mar,  This  cJieers  my  heart  to  see  your  for- 
wardness. 
Oaf,  Here  pitch  our  battle,  hence  we  will  not 
budge. 

March,     Enter  at  a  dvttaneey  Kino  Edward, 
Clarence,  Gloster,  ana  Foreen, 

K  Edw,  Brave  followers,   yonder  stands  the 
thorny  wood, 
Which,   by   the   heaven's   assistance,  and  your 

strength. 
Must  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  yet  ere  night. 
1  need  not  add  more  Aiel  to  year  fire, 
For,  well  I  wot,B  ye  blaze  to  bum  tiiem  out: 
Give  signal  to  the  fight,  and  to  it,  lords. 
Q.  Mar.  Lords,  knights,  and  gentlemen,  what  I 
should  say. 
My  tears  gainsay ;  for  every  word  I  speak, 
Ye  see,  I  drink  the  water  of  mine  eyes. 
Therefore,  no  more  but  this:— Henry,  your  sove- 
reign. 
Is  prisoner  to  the  foe ;  his  state  usurp  d. 
His  realm  a  slaughter-house,  his  subjects  slain. 
His  statutes  cancelled,  and  his  treasure  spent ; 
And  yonder  is  the  wolf  that  makes  this  spoil. 
You  fight  in  justice:  then,  in  God's  name,  lords, 
Be  valiant,  and  give  signal  to  the  fight. 

\^Exeunt  both  Armies. 

SCENE  \,— Another  Pari  qfthe  same. 

Alarums:  ExcureUms;  and  q^terwar da  a  Retreat, 
Then  enter  KiNn  Edward,  Clarence,  Globtsr, 
and  Forces;  with  Queen  Margaret,  Oxford, 
and  Somerset,  Prisoners, 

K.Edw,  Now^  here  a  period  of  tumultuous  broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Harames'  casilei  straight: 
For  Somerset,  otf  with  his  guilty  head. 
Go,  bear  them  hence ;  I  will  not  hear  them  speak. 

Oaf.  For  my  part,  I'll  not  trouble  thee  with  w«rds. 

Som,  Nor  1 ;  but  stoop  with  patience  to  my  fortune. 
[Exeunt  Oxford  and  Somerset,  guarded. 

Q,  Mar,  So  part  we  sadly  in  this  troublous  world, 
To  meet  with  joy  in  sweet  Jerusalem. 

K,  Edw.  Is  proclamation  made,— that,  who  finds 
Edward, 
Shall  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  lifel 

Glo.  It  is:  and,  io,  where  youthful  Edward  comes. 

Enter  Soldiers,  with  Prince  Edward. 

K,  Edw.  firing  forth  tiie  gallant,  let  us  hear  him 
speak: 
vVhat !  can  so  young  a  thorn  begin  to  prick  1 
Edward,  what  satisfaction  canst  thou  make. 
For  bearing  arms,  for  stirring  up  my  subjects, 
And  all  the  trouble  thou  hast  turn'd  me  to  ? 

Prtnc£.Speak  likea  subjecta)roud  ambitious  York! 
Suppose  that  I  am  now  my  father's  mouth: 
Resign  thy  chair,  and,  where  I  stand,  kneel  thou. 
Whilst  I  propose  the  self-same  words  to  thee. 
Which,  traitor,  tliou  wouldst  have  me  answer  to. 
Q,  Mar,  Ah,  that  thy  father  had  been  so  resolv'd ! 
ulo.  That  you  might  still  have  worn  the  petti- 
coat, 
And  ne'er  have  stol'n  the  breech  fVom  Lancaster. 

Prince,  Let  ^Esop^  fable  in  a  winter's  night ; 
His  currish  riddles  sort  not  with  this  place. 
Glo,  By  heaven,  brat,  1*11  plague  you  tor  that  word. 
Q,  Mar.  Ay,  thou  wast  born  to  be  a  plague  to 

men. 
Glo,  For  God's  sake   take   away  this  captive 

scold. 
Prince,  Nay,  take  away  this  scolding  crook-back 

rather. 
K,  Edw.  Peace,  wilful  boy,  or  I  will  charm  your 

tongue. 
Clar,  Untutor'd  lad,  thou  art  too  malapert 
^Prince,  I  know  my  duty;  you  are  all  undutifUI; 
Msscivious  Edward,— and  thou  perjur'd  George,— 

•  Know,  >  A  castls  in  Piesrdy. 

•  TIm  prlnee  «Us  Rkhard,  for  his  crookednMS,  iBaopi 


And  thou  mis-shapen  Dick,— I  tell  ye  all, 

I  am  your  better,  traitors  as  ye  are; — 

And  thou  usurp'st  my  father's  right  and  mine 

JC.  Edw,  Take  that,  the  likeness  of  this  railor  hi'fiN 

[Statu  kv, 

Glo.  Sprawl'st  thou?  take  that,  to  end  thy  ajr^n}, 

[Glo.  stah)!  hw*. 

CUtr.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  iH>rj*.ir>. 

[Clar.  sia^  hiinl 

Q.  Mar.  0,  kill  me  too ! 

Glo.  Marry,  and  shall.  [pff^^^  to  kill  h  r\ 

K,  Edw,  Hold,  Richard,  hold,  lor  we  have  donij 
too  much. 

Glo.  Why  should  she  live,  to  fill  the  woi  A  witl 
words  1 

K.  Edw.  What!  doth  she  swoon?  use  mtaii^  ui 
her  recovery. 

Glo  Clarence,  excuse  me  to  the  king  my  brothcrj 
I'll  hence  to  London  on  a  serious  matter: 
Ere  ye  come  there,  be  sure  to  hear  some  nev^ ». 

Clar.  What?  what? 

GU),  The  Tower,  the  Tower !  [Erd 

Q.  Mar,  O,  Ned,  sweet  Ned !  speak  to  thv  moihor 
boy ! 
Canst  thou  not  speak? — O  traitors!  murderers!— 
They  that  stabb  d  CsDsar,  shed  no  blood  at  all. 
Did  not  oflfend.  nor  were  not  worthy  blame. 
If  tills  foul  deed  were  by,  to  equal  iL 
He  was  a  man:  this,  in  respect,  a  child ; 
And  men  ne'er  spend  their  fur>'  on  a  child. 
What's  worse  than  murderer,  that  I  ma)  name  it 
No,  no ;  my  heart  will  burst,  an  if  I  speak : — 
And  I  will  speak,  that  so  my  h  jart  may  bursu— 
Butchers  and  villains,  bloooy  cannibals! 
How  sweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  cropp*d! 
You  have  no  children,  butchers!  if  y<»u  had. 
The  thought  of  them  would  havestirr*d  uprcit««trs« 
But,  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  child. 
Look  in  his  youth  to  have  him  so  cut  ofT^ 
As,  deathsmen.  you  have  rid  this  sweet  jou*: 
prince ! 

K,  Edw.  Away  with  her;  go  bear  her  hence  r** 
force. 

Q,  Mar.  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  despatch  n] 
here; 
Here  sheath  thy  sword.  111  pardon  thee  n\\  A*^a\\ 
What!  wilt  thou  not?— then,  Clarence,  do  "it  iL.'tj 

Clar.  By  heaven,  I  will  not  do  thee  so  much  t-aH 

Q.  Mar.  Good  Clarence,  do;  sweet  Clareocr.  ^ 
thou  do  it. 

CUtr,  Didst  thou  not  hear  me  swc^ar,  I  would 
do  it? 

Q.  Mar,  Ay,  but  thou  usest  to  forswear  tl;\>4  W 
'Twas  sin  before,*  but  now  *iis  charity. 
What!  wilt  thou  not?  where  is  thatdevil*s  butrN 
Hard-favor'd  Richard?  Richard,  where  art  th«tu 
Thou  art  not  here :  Murder  is  thy  aims-dced ; 
Petitioners  for  blood  thou  neVr  put'st  back. 

K,  Eiw,  Away,  I  say ;  1  charsre  ye  bear  her  ht  r.< 

Q.  Mar,  So  come  tu  you,  and  yours,  aai  u>  i 
prince !  i^^rii^  ted  ouifum : 

K,  Edw.  Where's  Richanf  gone  ? 

Clar,  To  London  all  in  post ;  and,  as  I  guess 
To  make  a  bloody  supper  in  the  Tower. 

K,Edw,  He's  sudden,  ifa  thing oomea  in  hi<  br.« 
Now  march  we  hence:  discharge  the  common  >. 
With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let*s  away  to  Loiidou, 
And  see  our  gentle  queen  how  well  she  ftrrs; 
By  this,  I  hope,  she  hath  a  son  for  me.      {^Eseu. 

SCENE  VI.— London.    A  Room  in  the  Tower 
KiKG  Henry  is  discovered  sitting  with  a  Book  Ln  ^ 
JIand,  the  Lieutenant  attending,  £Hler  Gu^-> 

GU>.  Good  day,  my  lord !    What,  at  Tour  Sk^k 
hard?  "  j 

K,  Hen.  Ay.  my  good  lord :  My  lord,  I  shtvil 
say  rather ; 
'Tis  sin  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better; 
Good  Gloster,  and  good  devil,  were  alike. 
And  both  preposteroun ;  therefore,  not  sitod  U*n 
Glo.  Sirrah,  leave  us  to  ourselves :  wr  inu<^*  e 
fer.  [Ejrit  Lio».i«:  i 

K.  Hen,  So  flies  the  reckless  shepherd  irtMii  iJ 
wolf: 
So  first  the  harmless  sheep  doth  >ield  hi%  fWr^, 
And  next  his  throat  unto  the  butcher's  kniii^.— 
What  scene  of  death  hath  Rosciua  now  to  act  * 

Glo,  Suspicion  always  haunu  the  i^uiltr  mmd 
The  thief  aoth  fear  each  bosh  an  officer,  * 

a  She  sllaitos  to  the  dewriioi" 
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A'.  Hen,  The  bird,  that  hath  be<*n  limed  in  a  bush, 
W.ih  tretnblins  wings  misdoubteth  every  bush : 
Ad'J  1,  the  hapless  male  to  one  sweet  bird, 
Have  now  the  tatal  object  in  my  eye,  i 

Wh^re  my  r-ooi  young  was  limed,  was  caught,  and  I 
kill  d. 

Of'.  WiiY,  what  a  peevish^  fool  was  that  of  Crete, 
Tniii  taught  his  son  the  otticc  of  a  lowl  1 
And  \et,  for  all  his  wings,  the  Ibol  was  drown'd* 

K.  hen.  I,  Dsdalus ;  my  poor  boy,  Icarus ; 
T.^iy  uther,  Minos,  that  denied  our  course ; 
Tr>f  sun.  that  searM  the  wuigs  of  my  sweet  boy, 
Ti>  brother  Edward ;  and  thyself,  the  sea, 
Wbfhe  envious  gulf  did  swailow  up  his  lite. 
.U,  kill  me  with  thy  weapon,  not  with  words! 
>!y  breast  can  better  brook  tny  dagger's  point, 
Tnai)  can  my  ears  that  tragic  history. — 
B^.t  wherefore  dost  thou  come  1  is*t  tor  my  lift  i 

U!o.  ThinkVt  thou,  1  am  an  executioner] 

K.  Iltn.  A  persecutor,  1  am  sure,  thou  art ; 
Ir  iiiurdering  innocents  be  executing, 
Wtty,  then  thou  art  an  executioner. 

itifi.  Thy  son  1  kill'd,  for  his  presumption. 

A*.  Htru  Had'st  thou  been  killed,  when  first  thou 
didst  presume, 
Tnou  hadst  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  son  of  mine. 
And  thus  I  prophesy, —that  many  a  thousand, 
Which  now  mistrust  no  parcel  of  my  fear; 
Arid  many  an  old  man's  sigh,  and  many  a  widow's, 
Arid  many  an  orphan's  water-standing  eye — 
Mfn  lor  tneir  sons',  wives  for  their  husbands'  ikte, 
Aod  orphans  lor  their  parents'  timeless  death, — 
Stull  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  wast  bom, 
T(.e  owl  shriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  evil  sign ; 
Th«  ni^ht-crow  cried,  aboding  luckless  time ; 
U;?s  iiowl'd,  and  hideous  tempesta  shook  down 

trees; 
Tbc  raven  rook'd^  her  on  the  chimney's  top. 
And  chattering  pies  m  dismal  discords  sung. 
Tii>  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain, 
Attd  yet  brought  forth  less  than  a  mother*s  hope ; 
To  mt,— an  indigent  deformed  lump. 
Not  like  the  fruit  of  such  a  eoodly  tree. 
T<  erh  hadst  thou  in  thy  headf.  when  thou  wast  bom, 
To  signify, — thou  cam'st  to  bite  the  world: 
ALU,  u  the  rest  be  true  which  I  have  heard, 
Tjou  cara*«t— 

(iM.  I'll  hear  no  more; — Die,  prophet,  in  thy 
speech  ;  [  Htabt  him. 

For  thrs.  amongst  the  rest,  was  I  ordaiu'd. 

A'./ie/f.Ay^and  for  much  more slaughterafter  this. 
(HiiAi !  lorgi ve  my  sins,  and  pardon  thee !     [DieM, 
(jitt.  What,  will  the  a»'i)iring  bloud  of  Lancaster 
S  lik  in  the  ground  ?    I  thought  it  would  have 

mounted. 
^.  how  my  Kwnrd  weeps  for  the  poor  king's  death ! 

0,  may  »ucn  purple  tears  be  always  shed 

From  thoi»e  that  wish  the  downfall  of  our  house! — 
I'aii)  sturk  of  lite  be  yet  remaining, 
Di)«D,down  to  hell; — and  say— J  Kciit  thee  thither, 

[St aba  him  agauu 

1.  tbat  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear. — 
indeed,  'tis  true,  that  Henry  told  me  of; 
Ai  1  have  often  heard  my  mother  say, 

1  (.nine  into  the  world  with  my  lees  forward : 
Uftd  I  not  reason,  think  ye,  to  make  haste. 
And  seek  their  ruin  that  usurp'd  our  right  1 
The  midwife  wonder'd ;  and  the  women  cried, 
0,  Jctus  blesM  u»,ktiM  bom  with  teeth  ! 
Ad  so  I  was;  which  pUiniy  signified^ 
That  I  should  snarl,  and  bite,  and  play  the  dog. 
Then  since  the  heavens  have  shap'd  my  body  so, 
Ut  bell  make  crook'd  mv  mind  to  answer  it. 
I  hire  no  brotiicr,  I  am  fike  no  brother : 

•Childish.        •  To  rook  tigntfed  to  todge  on  aaj  thing. 


And  this  word — ^love,  which  gray  beards  caU  divine 

Be  resident  in  men  like  one  another. 

And  not  in  me;  1  am  roynelf  alone. — 

Clarence,  beware;  thou  kcep'st  me  trom  the  light 

But  I  will  sorts  a  pitchy  day  for  thee : 

For  I  will  buz  abroad  such  prophecies. 

That  Edward  shall  be  fearful  of  his  life : 

And  then,  to  purge  his  fear,  I'll  be  thy  death. 

King  Henry,  and  the  prince  his  son, are  gone: 

Clarence,  thy  turn  is  next,  and  then  the  rest; 

Counting  myself  but  bad,  till  I  be  best. — 

I'll  throw  thy  body  in  another  room. 

And  triumph,  Henry,  in  thy  day  of  doom.     [Exit, 

SCENE  VII.— i4  Room  in  the  Palace, 
Kino  Edward  t*  discovered  gittin^  on  his  Throne i 
QuRKN  Elizabeth  with  the  injani  Prince.  Cla- 
rence, Glosteb,  Habtings,  and  others^  near  him. 

if.  Edw.  Once  more  we  sit  in  England's  royal 

throne, 
Re-purchas'd  with  the  blood  of  enemies. 
What  valiant  foe-men,  like  to  autumn's  com. 
Have  we  mow'd  down,  in  tops  of  all  their  pnde  1 
Three  dukes  of  Somerset,  threefold  renown'd 
For  hardy  and  undoubtea  champions: 
Two  Clitibrds,  as  the  father  and  the  son. 
And  two  Northumberlands;  two  braver  men 
Ne'er  spurr'd  thcircoursers  at  the  trumpet's  sound : 
With  them,  the  two  brave  bears,  Warwick  and 

Montague, 
That  in  their  chains  fetter'd  the  kingly  lion. 
And  made  the  forest  tremble  when  they  roar'd. 
Thus  have  we  swept  suspicion  from  our  seat. 
And  made  our  footstool  of  security. — 
Come  hither,  Bess,  and  let  me  kiss  my  boy: 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  uncles,  and  myself. 
Have  in  our  armors  watch'd  the  winter's  night ; 
Went  ail  a-foot  in  summer's  scalding  heat, 
That  thou  inight*st  repossess  the  crown  in  peace ; 
And  of  our  labors  thou  shalt  reap  the  gain. 

Gto.  I'll  blast  his  harvest,  if  your  head  were  laid ; 
For  yet  I  am  not  looked  on  in  the  world. 
This  shoulder  was  nrdain'd  so  thick,  to  heave : 
And  heave  it  shall  some  weight,  or  break  my  back: — 
W^ork  thou  the  way, — and  thou  shalt  execute. 

[Aside, 
K,  Edw.  Clarence  and  Gloster,  love  my  lovel> 

queen; 
And  kiss  your  princely  nephew,  brothers  both. 

Ctar.  Tne  duty,  that  I  owe  unto  your  majesty, 
I  seal  upon  the  lips  of  this  sweet  babe. 
K,  Edw.  Thankri,  noble  Clarence;  worthy  uro- 

ther,  than  kit. 
Glo,  And,  that  I  love  the  tree  fVom  whence  thou 

Bprang'st, 
Witness  the  loving  kiss  I  give  the  fVuit: — 
To  say  tlie  truth,  so  Judas  kiss'd  his^ 

master :  I  j  .-w^ 

And  cried— all  hail !— when  as  he  meant  f  '^*'^* 

— all  harm ;  J 

K.  Edw,  Now  am  I  seated  as  my  soul  delights, 
Having  my  country's  peace,  and  urothers'  loves. 
Clar.  Wnat  will  your  grace  have  done  with  Mar* 

garct  1 
Reienler,  her  father,  to  the  king  of  France 
Hatn  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  Jerusalem, 
And  hither  have  they  sent  it  for  her  ransom. 
K,  Edw,  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  lo 

France. 
And  now  what  rests,  but  that  we  spend  the  time 
With  stately  triumphs,  mirth fVil  comic  shows. 
Such  as  boflt  the  pleasures  of  the  court? — 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets! — fiirewell,sour  annoy! 
For  here,  I  hope,  begins  our  lasting  joy.  [Exeuni* 

•  asistft 
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SC£A£ir— England. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  I^^London.   A  Street, 

Enter  Gloster. 

Glo.  Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent 
Made  elorious  summer  by  this  sun  of  York; 
And  all  the  clouds,  that  lowVd  upon  our  house, 
In  the  deep  bosom  of  the  ocean  buried. 
Now  are  our  brows  bound  with  victorious  wreaths ; 
Our  bruised  arms  hung  up  for  monuments; 
Our  stern  alarums  changed  to  merry  meetings, 
Our  dreadful  marches  to  delightful  measures.' 
Grim-visagcd  war  hath   smoothed   his  wrinkled 

front ; 
And  now,— instead  of  mounting  barbed*  steeds, 
To  fright  the  souls  of  fearful  adversaries,— 
He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber. 
To  the  lascivious  pleasing  of  a  lute. 
But  I,— that  am  not  shaped  for  sportive  tricks, 
\or  made  to  court  an  amorous  looking-glass; 
,  that  am  rudely  stamp'd,  and  want  love's  ma- 

To  strut  before  a  wanton  ambling  nymph ; 
I,  that  am  curtailed  of  this  fair  proportion. 
Cheated  of  feature  by  dissembling  nature, 
Deform'd.  unflnish'd,  sent  before  my  time 
Into  this  breathing  world,  scarce  half  made  up, 
And  that  so  lamely  and  unfashionable, 

'  Dsnoes.  t  AnDsd. 
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That  dop  bark  at  me  as  I  halt  by  them ; — 
Why  I,  in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace. 
Have  no  delight  to  pass  away  the  time  ; 
Unless  to  spy  my  shadow  in  the  sun. 
And  descant  on  mine  own  deformity ; 
And  there  tore,  since  I  cannot  prove  a  lox^r. 
To  entertain  these  fair  well-spoken  day^ — 
I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain, 
And  hate  the  idle  pleasures  of  tlici«  days, — 
Plots  have  I  laid,  inductions'  dangerous. 
By  drunken  prophecies,  libels,  ar>d  dm&ms. 
To  set  my  brother  Clarence,  and  the  king. 
In  deadljr'  hate  tlie  one  against  the  olhrr ; 
And,  if  king  Edward  be  as  true  and  just 
As  I  am  subtle,  falne,  and  treacherous. 
This  day  should  Clarence  closely  be  mewM  up; 
About  a  prophecy,  which  says — that  C 
Of  Edward's  heirs  the  murderer  shall  t>e. 
Dive,  thoughts,  down  to  my  soul!  here  Clarrccr 
comes. 

Enter  Clarence,  guarded,  and  Bracks  ■crt. 

Brother,  good  day:  What  means  this  armed  gr«T<* 
That  waits  upon  your  grace  ! 

Clar.  His  mafestv. 

Tendering  my  person's  safety,  hath  apptnatcd 
This  conduct  to  convey  me  to  tLe  Towc:. 

■  Prspsimtkias  fcr  BU«elk««' 
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Anne,Wh8A  blacft  n  ugician  conjures  up  this  fiend» 
To  stop  devoted  charitable  deeds! 
^  Glo  Villains,  set  down  the  corse ;  or,  by  saint  P^ul, 
1 11  make  a  corse  of  him  that  disobeys. 

1  Gen4,  My  lord,  stand  backhand  let  the  coffin  pass. 

Glo,  Unnianner^d  dog:  stand  thou  when  I  com- 
mand: 
Advance  thy  halberd  higher  than  my  breast, 
Or,  by  tfaint  Paul,  Til  strike  thee  to  my  foot. 
And  spurn  upon  thee,  beggar,  for  thy  boldness. 

[The  Bearers  set  <Uiwn  the  Coffin, 

Anne,  What, do  you  tremble!  are  you  all  afraid! 
Alas,  I  blame  you  not;  for  you  are  mortal, 
And  mortal  eyes  cannot  endure  the  devil.— 
Avau  It,  thou  dreadful  minister  of  hell ! 
Thou  hadst  but  power  over  his  mortal  body, 
His  soul  thou  canst  not  have;  therefore,  begone. 

Glo,  Sweet  saint^  for  charity,  be  not  so  curst. 

Anne,  Foul  devil,  for  God*s  sake,  hence,  and 
trouble  us  not; 
For^thou  hast  made  the  happy  earth  thy  hell, 
Fill  d  it  with  cursing  cries,  and  deep  exclaims. 
If  tJiou  delight  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds, 
Behold  this  pattern  of  thy  butcheries:— 
O,  gentlemen,  see,  see  I  dead  Henry's  wounds 
Open  their  coiigeal'd  mouths,  and  bleed  afresh  !— 
Blush,  blush,  tliou  lump  of  foul  deformity; 
For  'tis  thy  presence  that  exhales  this  blood 
From  cold  and  empty  veins,  where  no  blood  dwells ; 
Thy  deed,  inhuman  and  unnatural. 

Provokes  this  deluge  most  unnatural. 

O  God,  which  this  blood  mad'st,  revenge  his  death ! 
O  eartii,  which  this  blood  drink'st,  revenge  his  death! 
Eliiher,  Heaven,  with  lightning  strike  tlie  murderer 

dead. 
Or,  earth,  gape  open  wide,  and  eat  him  quick ; 
As  thou  dost  swallow  up  this  good  king's  blood. 
Which  his  hell-govern'd  arm  Hath  butchered ! 

GU),  Lady,  you  know  no  rules  of  charity. 
Which  renders  good  for  bad,  blessings  for  curses. 

Anne,  Villain,  thou  know'st  no  law  of  God  nor 
man^ 
No  beast  so  tierce,  but  knows  some  touch  of  pity. 

GUu  But  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  beast 

Anne,  O  wonderful,  when  devils  tell  the  truth ! 
^  Glo,  More  wonderful,  wlien  angels  arc  so  angry.— 
vouchsafe,  divine  perfection  of  a  woman,   ' 
Of  these  supposed  evils,  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumstance,  but  to  acquit  myself. 

Anne,  Vouchsafe,  diffus'd  infection  of  a  man. 
For  ihese  known  evils,  but  to  give  mn  leave, 
By  circumstance,  to  curse  thy  cursed  sell*. 

Gto,  Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  tliee,  let  me 
have 
Some  patient  leisure  to  excuse  myself. 

Anne,  Fouler  tiian  heart  can  think  thee,  thou 
canst  make 
No  excuse  current  but  to  hang  thyself. 

Glo,  By  such  despair.  I  should  accuse  myself. 

Anne,  And,  by  despairing,  shalt  thou  stand  ex- 
cus  d ; 
For  doing  worthy  vengeance  on  thyself. 
That  didst  unworthy  slaughter  upon  others. 

GUt,  Say,  that  I  slew  tlioni  not  T 
^Anne.  Why.  then,  they  are  not  dead  : 

But  dead  they  are,  and,  devilish  slave,  by  thee. 

Glo,  I  did  not  kill  your  husband. 

^/i'/"£      u    '   .     .  Why,  then,  he  is  alive. 

GUj,  ^ay,  he  is  dead ;  and  slain  by  F:dward's  hand. 

Anne,  In  thy  soul's  throat  thou  liest:  queen 
Margaret  saw 
Thy  murdVous  falchion  smoking  in  his  blood; 
The  which  thou  once  didst  bend  a;;ainsl  her  breast. 
But  that  thy  brothers  beat  aside  the  point. 
r«u  .  .  •  T'^^  provoked  by  her  sland'rous  tongue. 
That  laiJ  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltless  shoulders. 

Anne.  Thou  wast  provoked  by  thv  bloody  mind, 
rhat  never  dreamt  on  aught  but  butcheries : 
Didst  tliou  not  kill  this  king  ? 

GU),  I  grant  ve. 

Anne,  Dost  grant   me,  hedge-hog!    then  God 
grant  me  too, 
rhou  may'st  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed ! 
O,  he  was  gentle,  mild,  and  virtuous. 

<7to.The  titter  for  the  Kingofheaven  thathathhim. 

Anne,  He  is  in  heaven,  where  thou  shalt  never 
come. 

Glo.  Let  him  thank  roe,  that  help  to  send  him 
thither; 
for  he  was  litter  fbr  that  place,  than  earth. 
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Anne.  And  thou  unfit  for  any  place  but  hell. 

Glo,  Yes.  one  place  elae,  if  you  will  hear  u 
name  it. 

Anne,  Some  dungeon. 

Glo,  Your  bed-cliambcr. 

Anne.  Ill  rest  betide  the  chamber  where  thou  l;ea 

Glo,  So  will  it,  madam,  till  1  lie  with  vou. 

Anne,  I  hope  so. 

Glo,  I  know  so.— But  icentle  lady  Anrw-, 

To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wits. 
And  lall  somewhat  into  a  slower  method,— 
Is  not  the  causer  of  the  timeless  deaths 
Of  these  Plantagenets.  Henry  and  Edward, 
As  blameful  as  the  executioner! 

Anne,  Thou  wast  the  cause  and  most  arrxirs 
effect 

Glo.  Your  beautv  was  the  cause  of  that  erleci; 
Your  beauty  which  did  haunt  nic  in  my  sle^'ii. 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world. 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  sweet  bosom. 

Anne,  If  I  thought  that  I  tell  thee.  homic.diN 
These  nails  should  rend  that  beauty  frum  n 
checks. 

Glo,  These  eyes  could  not  enduie  that  beauty 
wreck ; 
You  should  not  blemish  it  if  I  stood  by : 
As  all  the  world  is  cheered  b}'  the  sun. 
So  I  by  that ;  it  is  my  day.  my  life. 

Anne,  Black  night  o'ershade  thy  day,  and  dt-a; 
thy  life!  ' 

Glo,  Curse  not  thyself,  fair  creaturr;  thou  art  N^i 

Anne.  I  would  I  were,  to  be  reveneed  on  Uttt. 

Glo.  It  is  a  quarrel  must  unnatuial. 
To  be  revenged  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 

Anne,  It  is  a  quarrel  just  and  r«?a:iciAble, 
To  be  revenged  on  him  that  kilfd  my  husband. 
^.S^;  He  that  bereft  thee,  lady,  of  thy  hu»Lu:i.., 
Did  It  to  help  thee  to  a  better  husband. 

Anne,  His  better  doth  not  breatJie  uih^d  ti 
earth. 

Glo,  He  lives,  that  loves  you  better  than  he  coS.\ 

Anne,  Name  him. 

Glo,  Plantagenet 

4?^^.        ,^  Why.  that  W3.«  fc 

Glih  The  self-«amc  name,butone  oi  betu^r  laii  i 

Anne,  Where  is  he ! 

Glo.  Here:  [She  spifa  ai  kim.^   Wl 

dost  thou  spit  at  me  ?  'I 

Anne,  'Wi)uld  it  were  mortal  poition.  for  il 

sake! 
Glo,  Never  came  poison  fh>m  so  sweot  a  pU-ii 
Anne,  Never  hung  poison  on  a  fouler  toa.l. 
Out  of  my  sight !  thou  dost  infect  mine  *-%«^ 
Glo,  Thine  eves  8weet  hidy,havc  inlccl^tJ  in  n 
Anne,   Would  they  were  basilisks,  to  sinki-  iLi 
dead ! 

Glo,  I  would  they  were,  that  I  micht  die  at  iw«: 
For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living'death. 
Those  eyes  of  thine  from  mine  bath  drawn  -i 
tears. 

Shamed  their  aspgcts  with  store  of  child is>Fi  c   •• 
These  eyes,  which  never  shed  remoi>efuh  U'^r. 
Nor  when  my  father  York  and  Edward  wru 
To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  nnOf. 
When  bluck-fliced  Clifford  shook  his  fcworu  at .   ^ 
Nor  when  tliy  warlike  father,  like  a  chiJd, 
fold  the  sad  story  of  my  father's  death  • 
And  twenty  times  made  pause,  to  Kob  and  wot 
That  all  the  8tander*-by  had  wet  their  chrtrk^. ' 
Like  trees  bedash'd  with  rain:  in  that  sad  naif. 
My  manly  eyes  did  scorn  an  humble  tea.- 
And  what  these  sorrows  could  not  hentv  e\Ii-  •! 
Thy  beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  vnih  h.  i 
ing.  ' 

I  never  sued  to  fViend,  nor  enemy ; 
My  tongue  could  never  learn  sweet  soothing  w  »i 
But  now  thy  beauty  is  propos*d  my  fc»e. 
My  proud  licart  sues,  and  prompu  my  uvur- 

Teach  not  thy  lip  such  scorn;  for  it  was  iua».r 

J  or  kissing,  lady,  not  Ibr  such  contcQii^t. 

If  thy  revengeful  heart  cannot  k>rri\e  I 

l£l  u  ^S  ^ J®"^  \^^^  ^^^  sharp-pointe  I  sword« 
Which  If  thou  please  to  hide  m  this  true  bx^Jt 
And  let  the  soul  forth  that  adorcth  the«. 
I  lay  il  naked  to  the  deadly  strote. 
And  humblv  beg  the  death  upon  t\y  &ieeL 
[He  lays  his  Breatl  op0t  *  U:  ^^r 
wak  his  Sword. 

•  Pl^iat 
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Vav.  do  not  pause ;  for  I  did  kill  king  Henry  ;— 
t-:  'tuu  thv  beauty  that  provoked  me. 
Niv.  now  despatch:  *twafi  I  that  Rtabb*d  young  Ed- 
ward ;—     [She  again  offers  at  hM  Breaat, 
Ejt  'tivAs  thy  heavenly  fare  that  set  me  on. 

[She  lets  fall  the  Sword, 
lakr  up  the  sword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne.  Arise,  dissemoier ;  though  I  with  thy  death. 
I  viC  not  be  thy  executioner. 

(>!{'.  Then  bid  me  kill  myself,  and  I  will  do  it 

Anne.  I  have  already. 

fjiii.  That  was  in  thy  rage : 

5  ^fc  it  again,  and«  even  with  the  word, 
lbi«  hand,  which  for  thy  love,  did  kill  thy  love, 
s!nlL  kir  thy  love,  kill  a  fiir  truer  love ; 
T>  bi>th  their  deaths  shaft  thou  be  accessary. 

Annf,  I  would.  I  knew  thy  heart. 

G'n,  ^is  figured  in  my  tongue. 

Anne.  1  fear  me,  both  are  mlse. 

Ukk  Then  man  was  never  true. 

Anne.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  sword. 

(h'lf,  Sav  then,  my  peace  is  made. 

Anne.  That  shall  you  know  hereafter. 

h'o.  But  shall  I  live  in  hope  1 

Annf.  All  men,  I  hope,  live  so. 

Ci>i.  Vouchijiale  to  wear  this  ring. 

Atme.  To  take,  is  not  to  give. 

[She  puts  on  the  Ring, 

Olo.  Look,  how   this  ring  encompasseth  thy 
finger, 
E^-'n  w)  thy  breast  encloseth  my  poor  heart; 
K^Hr  both  of  them,  for  both  of  them  are  thine. 
And  if  thy  poor  devoted  servant  may 
k'.i  Xtpz  one  fevor  at  thy  gracious  hand, 
riiuti  do«tt  confirm  his  happiness  for  ever. 

Anne.  What  is  it  1 

^i'4>.  That  it  may  plea5e  you  leave  these  sad  de- 
signs 
T«  him  that  hath  more  cause  to  l)e  a  mourner, 
\\v\  prcj^enlly  repair  to  Crosby-place  :^ 
W'leri*— alter  I  have  solemnly  inlerr*d, 
Arfhertsey  nionaitt*r^'  this  noble  king, 
^.-bl  wet  bis  grave  with  my  repentant  tears, — 
I  nil!  with  all  expedient  duty  see  you. 
Kor  diveni  unknown  reasons,  1  beseech  you, 
w'sni  me  thin  boon. 

Ahne.  Wiih  all  my  heart;  and  much  it  joys  me 
too, 
hi  set  you  are  become  so  penitent. — 
r:><>»pL  and  Berkley,  go  along  with  me. 

Ouk  Bid  me  farewell. 

Annr.  'Tis  more  than  you  deserve ; 

S'it, since  yoo  teach  mc  how  to  Hatter  you, 
\n.iiute  I'have  said  larcwell  already. 

[tireunt  Lady  Anne,  Tresskl,  and  Berkley. 

(^i*j.  Take  up  the  corse,  mni. 

'jfut.  Towards  Chertsey,  noble  lord  1 

O'to.  No,  to  White  Fnarn;  there  attend  my  com- 
ing.        [Exeunt  the  re.ttj  with  the  Corpae. 
fi*s  rver  woman  in  this  humor  woo*d  ? 
ft  js  ever  woman  in  this  humor  won  ? 
Til  l.ave  her, — but  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 
UUi!  I,  that  kiilM  her  hushana,  and  his  father, 
To  tike  her  in  her  heart's  extretnest  hate; 
('•iili  curses  in  her  mouth,  tears  in  her  eyes, 
T.t'  bircdin;;  witiieHs  of  her  hatred  by; 
W  ir.i  God,  her  conscience,  and  these  bars  against 

me. 
An  j  I  no  triends  to  back  my  suit  withal, 
Btt  the  plain  devil  and  dissembling  looks, 
And  yet  to  Win  herf—all  the  world  to  nothing ! 
Hi! 

'faih  she  forgot  already  that  brave  prince, 
E'lward,  her  lord,  whom  I  f^me  three  months  since 
M.t'ib*d  in  my  angry  mood  at  Tcwksbury  ? 
A  .-wecfcr  and  a  lovelier  gentleman, — 
Tnmed  in  the  prodigality  of  nature, 
i'>undr.  valiant,  wise,  and,  no  doubt,  right  royal, — 
fbr  «^}»cious  world  cannot  again  aSbra : 
Aid  will  she  yet  abase  her  eyes  on  me, 
Ttiat  cropp'd    the   golden  prime  of  this  sweet 

pnnoe, 
Irnl  made  her  widow  to  a  wo  Ail  bed  ? 
(m  tne,  whose  all  not  equaki  Edward's  moiety  t 
(^  tne,  that  halt, and  am  misshapen  thus! 
Mr  dukedom  to  a  beggarly  demier,^ 
•  to  mistalte  my  person  all  this  while : 
L'lKin  my  life,  she  finds,  although  I  cannot, 

In  Blalmygiite-sti  «st  ■  A  ■mall  Vraadi  coin. 


Myself  to  be  a  marvellout  proper  man. 

ril  be  at  charges  for  a  looking-glass ; 

And  entertain  a  score  or  two  or  tailors. 

To  study  fashions  to  adorn  my  body ; 

Since  1  am  crept  in  favor  with  myself, 

I  will  maintain  it  with  some  little  cost. 

But,  tirst,  I'll  turn  yon  fellow  in  his  grave; 

And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  love^ — 

Shine  out,  fair  sun,  till  1  have  bought  a  glass^ 

That  1  may  see  my  shadow  as  I  pass.  [Eixi* 

8C£NE  III.— i4  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  QnxN  Elizabeth,  Lord  Riters,  and  Lord 

Grey. 

Riv*  Have  patience,  madam;  there's  no  doubl 
his  majesty 
Will  soon  recover  nis  accustom'd  health. 

Grey,  In  that  you  brook  it  ill,  it  makes  him 
worse: 
Therefore,  for  God*s  sake,  entertain  good  comfort, 
And  cheer  his  grace  with  ouick  and  merry  words. 

Q.  ELiz.  If  he  were  dead,  what  would  betide  of 
met 

Grey,  No  other  harm,  but  loss  of  such  a  lord. 

Q,Eliz  The  loss  of  such  a  lord  includes  all  harms. 

Grey,   The  heavens  have  bless'd  you  with  a 
goodly  son, 
To  be  vour  comforter,  when  he  is  ^one. 

Q.  Hiz,  Ah,  he  is  younji;:  and  his  minority 
Is  put  unto  the  trust  of  Richard  Gloster, 
A  man  that  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  you. 

Riv,  Is  it  concluded,  he  shall  be  protector! 

Q.  Eliz,  It  is  dctermin'd,  not  concluded  yet: 
But  so  it  must  be,  if  tlie  king  miscarry. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Stanley. 

Grey,  Here  come  the  lords  of  Buckingham  and 

Stanley. 
Buck,  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  royal  grace  ! 
Stan,  God  make  your  majesty  joyful  as  you 

have  been ! 
Q.  Eliz.  The  countess  Richmond,  good  my  lord 
of  Stanley, 
To  your  pood  prayer  will  ticarcely  say — amen. 
Yet,  Stanley,  notwithstanding  she's  your  wife. 
And  loves  not  me,  be  you,  good  lord,  assur'd, 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

Stan,  I  Jo  beseech  you,  either  not  believe 
The  envious  slanders  of  her  false  accusers ; 
Or,  if  »\he  be  accus'd  on  true  report. 
Bear  with  her  weakness,  which,  I  think,  proceeds 
From  wayward  sickness,  and  no  grounded  malice. 
Q.  Eliz.  Saw  you  the  king  tonday,  my  lord  of 

Stanley  T 
Stan,  But  now  the  duke  of  Buckingham,  and  I, 
Are  come  from  visiting  his  majesty. 
Q.  Eliz.   What  likelihood  of  his  amendment, 

lords  ? 
Buck,   Madam,  good  hojM;   his  grace  speaks 

cheerflilly. 
Q.  Eliz,  God  grant  him  health !  Did  you  confer 

with  him  ? 
Buck,  Ay,  madam,  he  desires  to  make  atonement 
Between  the  duke  of  Gloster  and  your  brothers, 
And  between  them  and  my  lord  chamberlain ; 
And  sent  to  warn  them  to  his  royal  presence. 
Q.  Eliz,  Would  all  were  well!— But  tiiat  will 
never  be  ;— 
I  fbar,  our  happiness  is  at  the  height. 

Enter  Gloster,  Hastinos,  and  Dorset. 

Glo,   They  do  me  wrong,  and  I  will  not  endure 
it.— 
Who  are  they,  that  complain  unto  the  king. 
That  I,  forsooth,  am  stern,  and  love  them  not  1 
By  holy  Paul,  they  love  his  grace  but  lightly, 
That  fill  his  ears  with  such  dlssentious  rumors. 
Because  1  cannot  flatter,  and  speak  fair. 
Smile  in  men's  faces,  smooth,  deceive,  and  cog, 
Duck  with  French  nods,  and  apish  courtesy, 
I  must  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy. 
Cannot  a  plain  man  live,  and  think  no  barm, 
But  thus  his  simple  truth  must  be  abua'd 
By  silken,  sly,  insinuating  Jacks  ?' 

Grey,  To  whom,  in  all  this  presence  speaks  youT 
grace? 

Glo,  To  thee,  that  haat  nor  honesty,  nor  grace. 
When  have  I  injur'd  thee  ?  when  done  thee  wrong  * 

•  Low  fiUows. 
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Or  thte  1— or  thee  1— or  %ny  of  your  faction  1 
A  plague  upon  you  all !   His  royal  grace. — 
Whom  God  preserve  better  than  you  woulil  wish! — 
Cannot  be  quiet  scarce  a  breathmg-whiJe, 
But  you  niu8t  trouble  him  with  lewd'  complaints. 

Q.  Eliz.  Brother  of  Gioster,  you  mistake  the 
matter : 
The  king,  of  his  own  royal  dispositioUi 
And  not  provok'd  by  any  suitor  el»e ; 
Aiming,  belike,  at  your  interior  hatred. 
That  in  your  outward  action  shows  itself. 
Against  my  children,  brothers,  and  myself. 
Makes  him  to  send ;  that  thereby  he  may  gather 
The  ground  of  your  ill-will,  and  so  remove  it. 

Gto,  I  cannot  tell; — The  world  is  grown  so  bad, 
That  wrens  may  prey  where  eagles  dare  not  perch. 
Since  every  Jack  became  a  gentleman, 
There's  many  a  gentle  person  made  a  Jack. 

Q.  Eliz.  Come,  come,  we  know  your  meaning, 
brother  Glosler: 
You  envy  my  advancement,  and  my  friends' ; 
God  grant,  we  never  may  have  need  of  you ! 

Glo.  Meantime,  God  grants  tliat  we  have  need 
of  you ! 
Our  brother  is  imprison'd  by  your  means, 
Myself  disgraced,  and  tlie  nobility 
Held  in  contempt;  while  great  promotions 
Are  daily  given,' to  ennoble  those 
That  scarce,  some  two  days  since,  were  worth  a 
noble.2 

Q.  Eliz.  By  him  that  rais'd  me  to  this  careful 
height 
From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy *d, 
1  never  did  inccuite  his  majesty 
Against  the  duke  of  Clarence,  but  have  been 
An  earnest  advocate  to  plead  for  him. 
My  lord,  you  do  me  shameful  injury, 
Falsely  to  draw  mo  in  these  vile  susi)ects. 

Glo.  You  ni;iy  denv  that  you  were  not  the  cause 
Of  my  lord  Hastings  late  imprisonment. 

Riv.  She  may,  my  lord ;  tor 

Glo.  She  mav,  lord  Rivers! — why,  who  knows 
not  so  r 
She  may  do  more,  sir,  than  denying  that : 
She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preterments; 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein. 
And  lay  those  honors  on  your  high  desert. 
What  may  she  not!    She  may,— ay,  marry  may 
she, — 

Riv.  What,  marr>',  may  she ! 

Glo.  Wliat,  marrv,may  she  ?  marry  with  a  king, 
A  bachelor,  a  handsome  stripling  too: 
1  wis,-)  your  :;randam  had  a  worser  match. 

Q.EUz.My  lordof  (iloster,  1  have  too  long  borne 
Your  blunt  upbraidin^n,  and  your  bitter  scoltii: 
By  heaven,  I  will  acquaint  his  majesty, 
Of  those  gross  taunts  I  ollen  have  endur'd. 
1  had  rather  be  a  country  servant-maid, 
Than  a  great  queen  with  this  condition — 
To  be  so  baited,  scorned,  and  stormM  at: 
Small  joy  have  I  in  being  England's  queen. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret,  behind. 

Q.  Mar.  And  lessenM  be  tiiat  small,  God,  I  be- 
seech thee ! 
Thy  honor,  state,  and  seat,  is  due  to  me. 

Glo,  What  \  threat  you  me  with  telling  of  the 
king? 
Tell  him,  and  spare  not:  look,  what  I  have  said 
1  will  avouch,  in  presence  of  the  king: 
1  dare  adventure  to  be  sent  to  the  Tower. 
'Tis  time  to  speak,  my  pains  are  quite  forgot. 

Q.  Mar.  Out,  devil !  J  remember  them  too  well : 
Thou  kill'dst  my  husband  Henry  in  the  Tower, 
And  Kdward,  my  poor  son,  at  Tewksbury. 

Glo.  Ere  you  were  queen,  ay,  or  your  husband 
king, 
I  was  a  )mck-horse  in  his  great  affairs ; 
A  weeder-out  of  his  proud  adversaries, 
A  liberal  rewarder  of  his  friends; 
To  royalize  his  blood,  J  spilt  mine  own. 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  and  much  better  blood  than  his,  or 
thine. 

Glo,  In  all  which  time,  you,  and  your  husband 
Grey, 
Were  flictious  fbr  the  house  of  Lancaster ; — 
And,  Rivers,  so  were  you : — Was  not  your  husband 
In  Margaret**  battle  at  Saint  Alban's  slain  1 
Let  me  ])ut  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget, 

*  Rttds,  ignorant    •  A  eoln  imtsd  at  6s.  8d.    ■  Think. 


What  you  have  been  ere  now,  and  what  you  &re , 
Withal,  what  I  have  been,  and  what  I  am. 

Q.  Mar.  A  murderous  villain,  and  so  »till  thou  ait 

Glo.  Poor  Clarence  did  Ibnaake  his  &tber  \w 
wick, 
Ay,  and  forswore  himself, — Which  Jesn  ptrdou.- 

Q.  Mar.  Which  GodYevenge ! 

Glo,  To  fight  on  Edward's  party,  fortbecnMh; 
And,  for  his  meed,  poor  lord,  he  is  mew'd \i]i: 
1  would  to  God,  my  heart  were  dint  like  Ldw^ra  > 
Or  Edward's  sotl  and  pitiful,  like  mine; 
1  am  too  childish-foolish  for  this  world. 

Q.  Mar.  Hie  thee  to  hell  tor  shame,  and  }«a^c 
this  world. 
Thou  cacodsmon  !^  there  thy  kingdom  is. 

Riv.  My  lord  of  Glostcr,  in  thoae  busy  diys. 
Which  here  you  urge  to  prove  us  enemies.' 
We  Ibllow'd  then  our  lord,  our  lawful  kintc; 
So  should  we  you,  if  you  should  be  our  k\ni. 

Glo.  If  1  should  be  I— I  had  rather  bes  pcilir: 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart,  tlie  thought  thert-.u! 

Q.  Eliz.  As  little  joy,  my  lord,  as  you  supi^^'C 
You  should  enjoy,  were  you  this  countrj's  kiu; 
As  little  joy  you  may  sup}x>se  in  me. 
That  1  enjoy,  being  the  queen  thereof. 

Q.  Mar.  A  little  joy  enjoys  the  queen  thereot; 
For  I  am  she,  and  altogeliier  joyless. 
I  can  no  longer  hold  ine  imtient. —       [Adranrjig 
Hear  me,  you  wrangling  pirat«i»,  that  Util  cut 
In  sharing  that  which  >ou  have  pill'd^  trom  mf : 
Which  of  you  trembles  not,  that  looks  on  im  : 
H'not,  tiiat  1,  being  queen,  you  bow  likebut-.tct-; 
Yet  that^  by  you  depos'd,  you  quake  hkc  reVii!^ 
Ah,  gentle  villain,  do  not  turn  away ! 

Gk),  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  wliat  mak^stUioun 
my  sight  ? 

Q.  Mar,  But  repetition  of  what  thou  hast  mw'i. 
That  will  I  make,  botbre  1  let  thee  go. 

Glo,  Wert  Uiou  not  banished  on  pain  of  dratii  * 

Q.  Mar.  I  was;  but  I  do  find  more  p^uii  ut  la 
nishment. 
Than  death  can  yield  me  here  by  my  abode.  i 
A  husband,  and  a  son,  thou  ow'st  to  mr.—  j 
And  thou  a  kingdom ; — all  of  you  allcittance:  I 
This  sorrow  that  I  have,  by  right  is  yours; 
And  all  the  pleasures  you  usurp  are  mine. 

Glo.  The  curse  my  noble  tather  laid  on  iht^. 
When  thou  didstcrown  hiswarlikebrowswith  ju,-  r 
And  with  thy  scorns  drew'st  nvers  from  hi"- <■}-■*; 
And  then  to  dry  them,  gav  st  tiie  duke  a  ciout.' 
Stecp'd  in  the  laulllcK.'i  blcKKl  of  pretty  RuiIj  k  .- 
His  curses,  then  trom  bitterness  of  soul 
Denounced  against  thee,  are  all  liiirn  upon  \i*^  . 
And  (iod,  not  we,  hath  plagued  thy  bkK>dy  <i(t< 

Q.  Eliz.  So  just  is  (Jod.  to  right  the  innoc.Mi:. 

Hast.  O,  'twas  Lhe  Ibulest  deed  to  shiv  tn.ii  -  v^ 
And  the  most  merciless,  tliat  eer  was  tu^ar.l  cu 

Riv.  Tyrants  themselves  wept  whfn  it  »«« ^ 
ported. 

Dora.  No  man  but  prophesied  revenge  for  i'. 

Buck.  Nortliumberland,  then  present,  »f;>'  '< 
see  it. 

Q.  Mar.  What!  were  you  snarling  all,  ticn  I 
came. 
Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throaU 
And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me? 
Did  York's  dread  curse  prevail  so  much  with  h<^iT<  Q| 
That  Henry's  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  di;*'- . 
Their  kingdom's  loss,  my  woiul  banisnmPK'. 
Could  all  but  answer  for  that  peevish  brat ! 
Can  curses  pierce  the  clouds,  and  enter  bra^f  '^ 
Why,  then  give  way,  dull  clouds,  to  my  .i'^ 

curses ! — 
Though  not  by  war,  by  surfeit  die  your  kiiu% 
As  ours  by  murder,  to  make  him  a  king! 
Edward,  thy  son,  that  now  is  prince  ot  VVal**'. 
For  Edward,  iny  son,  that  was  prinre  of  W.ilfN 
Die  in  his  youth,  by  like  untimely  vtoleiH"' ! 
Thyself  a  queen,  for  me  that  was  a  queen. 
Outlive  thy  glory  hke  my  wretched  neli^ 
Long  mayst  thou  hve,  to  wail  thy  children  5 1'**"*. 
And  Kee  another,  as  I  sec  thee  now, 
Deck'd  in  thy  rights,  as  thou  art  staifd  in  mw' 
Long  die  thy  happy  days  before  thy  deatti . 
And  after  many  lengthened  houra  of  grief. 
Die  neither  motJier,  wife,  nor  England's  uucfof- 
Rivers,— and  Dorset,— you  weie  ctanders  by.— 
And  so  wast  thou,  lord  Hastings,  ^^s'hen  my  """^ 
Was  subb'd  vrith  bloody  da^ge  «  God.  I  pny  ^^ 
«  Cormpt  davU.  •  m^ 
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Tnat  nonr  of  you  may  live  your  natyral  age, 
QA  by  ^nw  unlookM  accident  cut  off! 
(jL:  Havi*  done  thy  charm,  thou  hateibl  wither*d 

Q.  Ma%  And  leave  out  theel  stay,  dog,  for  thou 
$haU  hear  me. 
If  hwen  have  anv  grievoua  plague  in  store, 
cl^ceeding  those  that  I  can  wish  upon  thee, 
;>.  lit  them  keep  it,  till  thy  sins  be  ripe, 
lid  (hrn  hurl  down  their  indignation 
I  n  thw,  the  troubler  of  the  poor  world's  peace ! 
Try  worm  of  conscience  etlll  be-gnaw  thy  soul ! 
TJ  V  liicnds  suspect  for  traitors  while  thou  liv'at, 
Ahc  tHke  deep  traitors  for  thy  dearest  friends ! 
Nt>>livp  close  up  that  deadly  eye  of  thine, 
;  nif*  It  be  while  some  tormenting  dream 
.\1ir5rhis  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils ! 
f  ia« ,  elvish-mark'd,  abortive,  rooting  hog ! 
T'.ou  Ihat  wa-Hl  seal'd  in  thy  nativity 
Ihf  ih\e  of  nature,  and  the  son  of  hell ! 
T.i'ni  slander  of  thy  mother's  heavy  womb ! 
Tti'Q  loathed  issue  of  thy  father's  loins! 
Thiu  ras?  of  honor !  thou  detested 

(iib.  .Margaret ! 

(^.  Mar,  Richard ! 

';/«.  Hal 

»^.  Mar,  I  call  thee  not 

('!o.  I  cry  thee  mercy  then ;  for  1  did  think, 
TUt  thou  hadst  call'd  me  all  these  bitter  names. 

V-  Mar.  Why,  so  I  did;  but  look'd  for  no  reply : 
0.  lot  1110  make  the  period  to  my  curse. 

iiu>.  'Tisdone  by  me;  and  ends  in — Margaret 

(^.  illiz.  Thus  have  Vou  brcath*d   your  curse 
a^inst  yourself; 

(^.  Mar.  Poor  painted  queen,  vain  flourish  of  my 
fortune ! 
Why  strew  St  thou  sugar  on  that  bottled  spider,<> 
Wfa.v  deadly  web  ensnareth  thee  about? 
^•Mt,  I'ooi !  thou  whet'st  a  knife  to  kill  thyself. 
The  day  will  come,  that  thou  shult  wish  for  me 
T*>  help  thee  curse  this  iK>is'iiouKhunch-back'd  toad. 

/iji>/.  False>bodtn(r  woman,  end  thy  frantic  curse; 
Lf<,  to  thy  harm,  thou  move  our  patience. 

Q.  Mftr.  Foul  shame  upon  you !  you  have  all 
movM  mine. 

/•«>.  Were  you  well  serv'd,  you  would  be  taught 
your  doty. 

Q.  Mar.  To  serve  me  well,  you  all  should  do  me 

duty. 
inch  me  to  be  your  queen,  and  you  my^yubjects: 
o.M.Tve  me  well,  and  leach  yoursehcH  that  duty. 

Uta-'.  Dispute  not  with  her,  she  is  lunatic. 

Q.  Mar.  Pt»ace.  master  marquis,  you  are  malapert : 
Vour  fire-new  stamp  of  honor  is  scarce  current:* 
".U:at  }our  young  nobility  could  jud^e, 
H'Ui  'twere  to  lose  it  and  be  njiserable  ! 
T^cy  that  stand  high,  have  many  blasts  to  shake 

them; 
And,  ir they  fall,  they  dash  themselves  to  pieces. 

(jli:  Good  counsel,  marry; — learn  it,  learn  it, 
marquis. 

iffTs.  It  touches  you,  my  lord,  as  much  as  me. 

filft.  Ay,  and  much  more :  Rut  1  was  born  so  high, 
Ouraicry*  buitdcth  in  the  cedar's  top, 
And  dall'iea  with  the  wind,  and  scorns  the  sun. 

(i|.  Mar.  And  turns  the  sun  to  shade ; — ^alas ! 
alas! — 
^'itness  my  son,  now  in  the  shade  of  death ; 
V\  h.ise  bright  out-t^hinim?  beams  thy  cloudy  wrath 
ii»Ui  in  eternal  darkness  folded  up. 
\our  aiery  buildeth  in  our  aiery's  nest: — 
'»<'.i>d,  that  scest  it,  do  not  suffer  it; 
i<  :i  was  won  with  blood,  lost  be  it  so ! 

fiweft.  Peace,  peace,  for  shame,  if  not  for  charity. 

it-  Mar.  Urge  neither  charity  nor  shame  to  me ; 
I'nrharitablv  with  me  have  you  dealt, 
'\iid  ^bameniUy  by  you  my  hopes  are  butchered. 
^^v  cliarity  is  outrage,  life  my  shame, — 
^iHJ  in  my  stuime  still  live  my  sorrow's  rage ! 

Buck.  Have  done,  have  done. 

(^'Mar.  O  princely  Buckingham,  I  kiss  thy  hand, 
Jf»  ciijn  of  league  and  amity  with  thee: 
Nt>vT  fair  betail  thee,  and  thy  noble  house ! 
Tb>  zarmenta  are  not  spotted  with  our  blood, 
.Nor  tliou  within  the  compass  of  my  curse. 

Buck,  Nor  no  one  here;  for  curses  never  pass 
Hie  lips  of  those  that  breathe  them  in  the  air. 

^l  Mar.  Vii  not  believe  but  they  ascend  the  sky, 

*  Al!odiag  to  Gloster's  firm  and  venom. 
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And  there  awake  God's  gentle-sleeping  peace. 

()  Buckingham,  beware  of  yondor  a*^g; 

Look,  when  he  fawns,  he  bites;  and,  when  he  bite ', 

His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death: 

Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him ; 

Sin,  death,  and  hell  have  set  their  marks  on  him* 

And  all  their  ministers  attend  on  him. 

Glo.  What  doUi  she  say,  my  lord  of  Buckingham 

Buck.  Nothing  that  I  res])ect,  my  gracious  lord 

Q.  Mar.  What,  dost  thou  scorn  me  for  my  geiitic 
counsel  t 
And  soothe  the  devil  that  I  warn  thee  from? 
O,  but  remember  this  another  day, 
When  he  shall  eplit  thy  very  heart  with  sorrow ; 
And  say,  poor  Margaret  was  a  prophetess. — 
Live  each  of  you  the  subjects  to  his  hate. 
And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  God's!      [Exii. 

Hast.  My  hair  doth  stand  on  end  to  hear  be 
curses. 

Riv.  And  so  doth  mine;  I  muse,"  why  she's  a* 
liberty. 

Glo.  I  cannot  blame  her,  by  God's  holy  mother. 
She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  1  repent 
My  part  thereol',  that  I  have  done  to  her. 

Q.Eiiz.  1  never  did  her  any,  to  my  knowledge. 

Glo.  Vet  you  have  all  the  vantage  of  her  wron^ 
I  was  too  hot  to  do  some  body  ^ood. 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now. 
Marry,  as  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repaid ; 
He  is  frank'd'  up  to  fatting  for  his  puins; — 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  cause  thereof! 

Riv.  A  virtuous  and  a  chrietian-like  conclusmn, 
To  pray  for  them  Unit  have  done  scath^  to  us. 

GUk  So  do  I  ever,  being  well  advis'd ; — 
For  had  I  curs'd  now,  1  had  curs'd  myself.  [Aside 

Enter  Catesbt. 

Cafes,  Madam,  his  majesty  doth  call  for  you, — 
And  for  your  grace,— and  you,  my  noble  lords. 

Q.  JCliz,  Catesby  1  come;— Lords,  will  you  go 
with  me  1 

Riv,  Madam;  w^e  will  attend  upon  your  grace. 

[Kxettnt  alt  fnif  (ii.osTER. 

Glo.  I  do  the  wrong,  and  first  be«:in  to  brawl. 
The  secret  mischiefs  that  1  set  abroach, 
1  lay  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  others. 
Clarence, — whom  I,  indeed,  have   laid  in  dark- 
ness,— 
1  do  beweep  to  many  simple  gulls; 
Namely,  to  Stanley,  Hastinirs,  Buckingham; 
And  tell  them — ^'tis  the  quern,  an<l  her  allies, 
Thai  stir  the  king  against  the  duke  my  brother. 
Now  they  believe  it;  and  wifha!  whet  me 
To  be  revenged  ou  Rivers,  Vimghnn.  Grey: 
But  then  I  sigh,  and  with  a  piece  of  scripture. 
Tell  them— that  (]od  bids  us  do  good  tor  evil: 
And  thus  I  clothe  my  naked  villany 
With  old  odd  ends,  stol'n  forth  of  lioly  writ, 
And  seem  a  saint,  when  most  I  play  the  devil. 

Enter  two  Murderers. 

But  sort,  here  come  my  executioners. — 
How  now,  my  hardy,  stout-resolved  mates? 
Are  you  now"  going  to  despatch  this  thing  ? 
1  Mtird.  We  are,  my  lord ;  and  come  to  have 
the  warrant, 
That  we  may  he  admitted  where  he  is 
Glo,  Well  thought  upon,  1  have  it  here  about 
me :  [  Gives  the  Warrant, 

When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Crosby-place. 
But,  sirs,  be  sudden  in  the  execution. 
Withal  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead; 
For  Clarence  is  well  siv)ken,  and,  jn-rhaps, 
May  move  your  hearts  to  pity,  if  you  mark  him. 
1  Murd.  Tut,  tut,  my  lord',  we  will  not  stand  to 
prate. 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers;  be  assured. 
We  go  to  use  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues. 
GU),  Your  eyes  drop  mill-stones,  when  fools' 
eyes  drop  tears: 
I  like  you,  lads; — about  you*-  business  straight ; 
Go,  go,  despatch. 
1  Murd,  We  will,  my  noble  lord. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  IV.— ^  Room  in  the  Tower, 

Enter  Clarenck  and  Brakenbury. 

Brak,  Why  looks  your  grace  so  heavily  to-day* 
Clar,  O,  I  nave  passM  a  miserable  night, 

•  Wonder.  '  Pat  in  a  sty.  •  Uarm. 
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Priiiee.  I  tbanJ(  you,  good  my  lord— and  thank 
you  all.—  [Kxtuni  Mayor,  &c. 

I  thocphi  my  mother,  and  my  brother  York, 
Would  long  ere  thi»  have  met  us  on  the  way : 
\i'\e,  what  a  tslug  is  IlaBtin^ !  that  he  comes  not 
ii>  tell  us,  whether  they  will  come,  or  no. 

Enter  Uahtings. 

Buek,  And  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  sweat- 
ing lord. 

Pruice.  Welcome,  my  lont;  What,  will  our  mo- 
ther come  ? 

Hofi.  On  what  occaision,  (iod  he  knows,  not  I, 
The  queen  your  mother,  and  your  brother  York, 
Have  taken  ctanctuary :  The  lender  prince 
Wouid  lain  have  come  with  me  to  m<*et  your  grace, 
bui  by  his  moilier  was  pcrtbrce  withheld. 

Back.  Kye!  what  an  indirect  and  peevish  course 
Is  thiA  of  i.erb! — Lord  cardinal,  will  your  grace 
l^isuade  the  queen  to  send  the  duke  of  York, 
I  oui  his  princely  brother  presently  1 
liohe  deny, — lord  Hastings,  go  with  him, 
And  from  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

Card.  My  iorU  of  Buckingham,  if  my  weak  oratory 
i'An  irom  his  motlier  win  the  duke  of  York, 
Adoo  expect  him  here ;  But  if  she  be  obdurate 
To  mild  entreaties,  God  in  heaven  forbid 
\V«  should  infringe  the  holy  privilege 
M  blessed  sanctuary !  not  lor  all  tiiis  1 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  so  deep  a  sin. 

huek.  You  are  too  senseless-obstinate,  my  lord, 
Tuo  crremonious*  and  traditional : 
Vftiiih  it  but  with  the  grossness  of  this  age, 
\  i^u  break  not  sanctuaiy  in  seizing  him. 
Th«  benefit  tliereof  is  always  granted 
To  tliuse  whoaie  dealings  have  deserv'd  the  place, 
AihI  those  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place : 
l\v*  prince  hath  neitlier  claimed  it,  nor  deserved  it. 
And  Lhereibre,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it: 
Tii'^n.  taking  him  from  thence,  that  is  not  tlieie, 
\ou  break  no  privilege  nor  charter  there. 
in  have  I  heaid  of  sanctuary  men ; 
Hl'I  ioinctuaiA'  children,  nc^er  till  now. 

lard.  My  ford,  >ou  shall  o*er-rule  my  mind  lor 
once. — 
C'>me  on,  lord  Hastings,  will  you  go  with  me  1 

Hosft.  1  go,  my  lord. 

Pri/uee.  (iood  lords,  make  all  the  speedy  haste  you 
may.         [tlxeuni  Cardinal  ana  Hastinub. 
My,  uncle  (iloster,  if  our  brother  come, 
K  tit'fp  ^hall  we  sojourn  till  our  coronation  1 

U!i>.  Wliere  Jt  seems  best  unto  your  royal  self. 
I(  I  may  counsel  you,  some  day  or  two, 
Vojir  tji|;bnes8  «hall  repose  you  at  the  Tower: 
ItK-n  where  you  please,  and  iihall  be  thought  mostlit 
(ur  your  best  health  and  recreation. 

Prutee,  1  do  not  like  the  Tower,  of  any  niace: — 
Did  Julius  Cesar  build  that  place,  my  lordl 

(Oft.  He  did,  my  gracious  lord,  begin  that  place: 
Which,  since,  succeeding  ages  have  re-edified. 

Prittct.  Is  it  upon  record  t  or  else  reported 
SuccerMsively  from  age  to  age  he  built  it  ? 

Buck.  Upon  record,  my  gracious  lord. 

Prince.  But  say,  my  lord,  it  were  not  registered 
Methinks,  the  truth  should  live  from  age  to  age/ 
A:»  'twere  retatJM  to  all  posterity, 
t^cR  to  the  general  all-ending  day. 

(mU*.  So  wise  so  young,  they  say,  do  ne'er  live 
lone.  [Aside. 

Prinee.  What  say  you,  uncle  1 

Glo.  I  say,  without  characters,  &me  lives  long. 
Thus  like  the  formal^  vice,  Iniquity,     )       fAMi/i^ 
I  moralize  two  meanings  in  one  word. )       L-^"***- 

Prince.  Thai  JuJius  Cssar  was  a  lamous  man; 
With  what  his  valor  did  enrich  his  wit, 
Mi3  wit  set  down  to  make  his  valor  live : 
U^ih  makes  no  conqucjst  of  this  conqueror; 
For  now  he  lives  in  tame,  though  not  in  lili% — 
/li  tell  you  what,  my  cousin  Buckingham,— 

Buck,  What,  my  gracious  lord  ? 

Prince.  An  if  I  five  until  I  be  a  man, 
Til  wm  our  ancient  right  in  France  again, 
Vr  die  a  soldier,  as  I  liv*d  a  king. 

(i{0.  Short   summers    lightly*  have  a  forward 
spring.  [Aside* 

Enter  York,  Hastings,  and  the  Cardinal. 
Buck.  Now,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  duke 
of  York, 
f  9«asible  Tics,  the  bafEocm  in  ths  old  plays. 
•  CciXBJUoaly. 


Prince.  Richard  of  York!  how  liires  our  loving 
broUicr  1 

York.  Well,  my  dread  lord;  so  must  I  call  you 
now. 

Pritice.  Av,  brother;  to  our  grief,  as  it  is  yours ; 
Too  latc9  he' died,  tliat  might  have  kept  that  title. 
Which  by  his  death  hath  lost  much  mniesty. 

Gio.  How  fares  our  cousin,  noblo  lord  of  VorU  ? 

Yi/rk.  I  thank  you,  gentle  uncle.    O,  my  lord, 
You  said,  that  idle  weeds  are  fast  in  growth : 
The  prince,  my  brother,  huth  outgrown  me  lar. 

Glo.  He  haUi,  my  lord. 

Yurk.  And  therefore  is  he  idle- 

GtfK  O,  my  fair  cousin,  I  must  not  say  so. 

Y(/rk.  Then  he  is  more  beholden  to  you,  than  1. 

GU).  He  may  command  me,  as  my  sovereign ; 
But  you  ha>e  power  in  me  us  in  a  kinsman. 

y</rfc.  I  pray  >ou,  uncle,  then,  give  me  this  dagger 

Glo.  My  dagger,  little  cousin?  with  all  my  heari 

Prince.  A  beggar,  brother  1 

York.  Of  my  kind  uncle,  that  1  know  will  give; 
And  being  but  a  toy,  which  is  no  grief  to  give. 

GUt.  A  greater  gill  than  that  Til  give  my  cousin. 

Yffrk.  A  greater  gift!  O,  that's  the  sword  to  iti 

Glo.  Ay,  gentle  cousin,  were  it  light  enough. 

York.  0  then,  I  see,  you'll  part  but  with  light 
gifts; 
In  weightier  things  you  11  say  a  beggar,  nay. 

Glo.  It  is  too  weighty  Ibr  your  grace  to  wear. 

York.  I  weigh  it  lightly,  were  it  heavier. 

GUh  What,  would  you  have  my  weapon,  little 
lordt 

York.  I  would,  that  I  might  thank  you  as  you 
call  me. 

Glo.  How? 

Y(jrk.  Little. 

Prince.  My  lord  of  York  will  still  be  cross  in 
talk;— 
Uncle,  your  grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

York.  You  mean,  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with 
me: — 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocks  both  you  and  me; 
Because  that  I  am  little,  like  an  ape. 
He  thinks  that  you  should  bear  me  oiiyour  shoulders. 

Bucib.Withwhata  sharp-provided  wit  he  reasons! 
To  mitigate  the  scorn  he  gives  his  uncle. 
He  prettily  and  uplly  taunts  himself: 
So  cunning,  and  so  young,  ih  wonderful. 

Glo.  My  gracious  lord,  wilft  please  you  pass 
along  ? 
Myself,  and  my  good  cousin  Buckingham, 
Will  to  your  mother  ;  to  entreat  of  her, 
To  meet  you  at  the  Tower,  and  welcome  you. 

York.  What,  will  you  go  unto  the  Tower,  my 
lord? 

Prirue.  My  lord  protector  needs  will  have  it  so. 

Ywrk.  I  shall  not  sleep  in  ouiet  at  the  Tower. 

Gbs  Why,  sir,  what  should  you  fear? 

York.  Marry,  my  uncle  Clarence'  angry  ghost; 
My  grandain  told  me,  he  was  murder'd  there. 

Prince.  I  tear  no  uncles  dead. 

GUh  Nor  none  that  live,  I  hope. 

Prince.  An  if  tliey  live.  1  hojje,  I  need  not  fear. 
But  come,  my  lord,  and,  with  a  heavy  heart, 
Thinking  on  them,  go  1  unto  the  Tower. 

[ExeurU  Pklsce,  York,  Hashngs,  Cardinal 
and  Attendants. 

Buck.  Think  you,  my  lord,  this  little  prating  York 
Was  not  incensed'  by  his  subtle  mother. 
To  taunt  and  scorn  you  thus  onprobriously  ? 

GU).  No  doubt,  no  doubt;  O,  tis  a  parlous  bo)  ; 
Bold,  Quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable ;> 
He's  all  the  mother's,  from  the  top  to  toe. 

Bnck.  Well,  let  them  rest.— 
Come  hither,  gentle  Catesby;  thou  art  sworn 
As  deeply  to  effect  what  we  mtend. 
As  closely  to  conceal  what  we  impart: 
Thou  know'st  our  reasons  urged  upon  the  way; — 
What  tliink'st  thou,  is  it  not  an  easy  matter 
To  make  William  lord  Hastinp  of  our  mind. 
For  Uie  instalment  of  this  noble  duke 
In  the  seat  royal  of  this  lamous  isle? 

i^ate.  He  for  his  father's  sake  so  loves  the  prince. 
That  he  will  not  be  won  to  aught  agamsi  nim. 

Buck.  What  think'st  thou  then  of  Suuiley  ?  wu) 
not  he  ? 

Caie.  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  Hastings  doth. 

Buck.  Well  then,  no  more  but  this:  Go,  gentle 
Catesby, 
■  Lately.  *  ladtsd.  tlntdlgsnt 
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rho  mil,  compeli'd,  been  butcher  to  the  sire ; 
A.11  this  divided  York  and  Lancaster, 
Divided,  in  their  dire  division. — 
O,  now,  let  Richmond  and  Elizabeth, 
The  true  succeeders  of  each  royal  house. 
By  God's  fair  ordinance  conjoin  together ! 
And  let  their  heirs,  (God,  if  thy  will  be  so,) 
Enrich   the   time    to    come   with  smooth^fiiced 

peace, 
With  smiling  plenty,  and  fiur  profperoua  dayi 2 


Abate  the  edge  of  traitors,  eracious  Lord, 
That  would  reduce  these  Dioody  days  agaio, 
And  make  poor   England  weep    in   streama 

blood!  , 

Let  them  not  live  to  taste  this  land**  increase.      I 
That  would  with  treason  wound   this  &ir  iand'j 

peace!  i 

Now  civil  wounds  are  stoppM,  peace  liTes  ai^in:| 
That  she  may  long  live  here,  God  cay — Amen.     , 
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Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.    These  exactions, 
Whereof  mv  sovereigrn  would  have  note,  they  are 
Most  ]^sUlent  to  the  hearing;  and  to  bear  them, 
The  bnck  is  sacrifice  to  the  load.    They  say. 
They  are  devis'd  by  you ;  or  else  you  suffer 
Too  hard  an  exclamation. 

K.  Hen,  Still  exaction ! 

The  nature  of  iti    In  what  kind,  let's  know, 
Is  this  exaction  ? 

Q.  Kath*  I  am  much  too  venturous 

In  tempting  of  your  patience ;  but  am  bolden*d 
Under  your  promised  pardon.    The  subject's  grief 
Comes  through  commissions,  which  compel  iVom 

each 
The  sixth  part  of  his  substance,  to  be  levied 
Without  delay  ;  and  the  pretence  for  this 
Is  named,  your  wars  in  France:  This  makes  bold 

mouths: 
Tongues6pittheirdutie80ut,andcold  hearts  freeze 
Allegiance  in  them ;  their  curses  now 
Live  where  their  prayers  did ;  and  it's  come  to  pass, 
That  tractable  obedience  is  a  slave 
To  each  incensed  will.    I  would,  your  highness 
Would  give  it  (]uick  consideration,  for 
There  is  no  primer*  business. 

K.  Hen,  By  my  life, 

This  is  against  our  pleasure. 

IVoL  And  for  me, 

I  have  no  farther  gone  in  this,  than  by 
A  single  voice ;  and  that  not  pass'd  me,  but 
By  learned  approbation  of  the  judges. 
It  1  am  traduced  by  tongues,  which  neither  know 
My  laculties,  nor  person,  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  of  my  doing,— let  me  say, 
'Tis  but  the  late  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake" 
That  virtue  must  go  through.    Wc  must  not  stint 
Our  necessary  actions,  in  tne  fear 
To  coi>e>  malicious  censurers :  whichever, 
As  ravenous  tishes,  do  a  vessel  follow 
That  is  new  trimm'd;  but  benefit  no  further 
Than  vainly  longing.    What  we  oft  do  best, 
By  sick  interpreters,  once'  weak  ones,  is 
Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd  ;3  what  worst,  as  oft. 
Hitting  a  grosser  quality,  is  cried  up 
For  our  best  act.    If  wo  shall  stand  still, 
In  fear  our  motion  will  be  muck'd  or  carp'd  at. 
We  should  take  root  here  where  we  sit,  or  sit 
State  statues  only. 

K.  Hen.  Things  done  well, 

And  with  a  care,  exempt  themselves  from  fear ; 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  issue 
Are  to  be  icar'd.    Have  you  a  precedent 
Of  this  commission  ?    1  believe,  not  any. 
We  must  not  rend  our  subjects  from  our  laws, 
And  stick  them  in  our  will.    Sixth  part  of  each  ? 
A  trembling  contribution !  Why,  we  take, 
From  every  tree,  lop,  bark,  and  part  o'  the  timber; 
And  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root,  thus  hack'd. 
The  air  will  drink  the  sap.    To  every  county. 
Where  this  is  questioned,  send  our  letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  denied 
The  force  of  this  commission:  Pray,  look  to't; 
I  put  it  to  your  care. 

Wol,  A  word  with  you.  [To  the  Secretary. 

Let  there  be  letters  writ  to  every  shire, 
Of  the  king's  grace  and  pardon.  The  griev'd  com- 
mons 
Hardl>  conceive  of  me ;  let  it  be  nois*d, 
That,  through  our  intercession,  this  revokement 
And  pardon  comes :  I  shall  anon  advise  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  [Easit  Secretary. 

Enter  Surveyor. 

Q.  Kath.  I  am  sorry  that  the  duke  of  Buckingham 
Is  ran  in  your  displeasure. 

K.  Hen.  It  grieves  many : 

The  gentleman  is  learned,  and  a  most  rare  speaker, 
To  nature  none  more  bound ;  his  training  such. 
That  he  may  f\irnish  and  instruct  great  teachers. 
And  never  seek  for  aid  out  of  himself. 
Yet  see 

When  these  so  noble  benefits  shall  prove 
Not  well  disposed,  the  mind  growing  once  corrupt, 
They  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Than  ever  they  were  fair.    This  man  so  complete, 
Who  was  enrolrd  'mongst  wonders,  and  when  we, 
Almost  with  ravish'd  listening,  could  not  find 
His  hour  of  speech  a  minute ;  he,  my  lady, 

i  More  important.  •  nilcket  of  tboma.    *  Encounter. 
•Sonietlme.  i  Approved. 


Hath  into  monstrous  habits  put  the  grares 
That  once  were  his,  and  is  become  as  black 
As  if  besmear'd  in  hell.    Sit  by  us:  ^ou  fthail  hear 
(This  was  his  gentleman  in  trust)  ot  him 
Things  to  strike  honor  sad.— Bid  him  recount 
The  fore-recited  practices ;  whereof 
We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 
tVol.  Stand  forth;  and  with  bold  spirit  rrlatt' 
what  you,  j 

Most  like  a  careful  subject,  have  collected. 
Out  of  the  duke  of  Buckingham. 
K.  Hen.  Speak  freely. 

Surv.  First,  it  was  usual  with  him,  every  diy 
It  would  infect  bis  speech.  That  if  the  king 
Should  without  issue  die,  ne*d  carry  it  so 
To  make  the  sceptre  his :  These  very  words 
I  have  heard  him  utter  to  his  son-ia-uw. 
Lord  Aberga'ny ;  to  whom  by  oath  be  menaerd 
Revenge  upon  the  cardinal.  | 

Wot.  Please  your  highness,  mttd, 

This  dangerous  conception  in  this  point.  , 

Not  friended  by  his  wiah,  to  your  high  person 
His  will  is  most  malignant :  and  it  slretcfaei         | 
Beyond,  you,  to  your  frienas. 

O.  Kath.  My  leaiii*d  lord  carttnsl, 

Deliver  all  with  charity. 

K.  Hen.  Speak  on : 

How  grounded  he  his  title  to  the  crown. 
Upon  our  fail  7  to  this  point  hast  thou  heard  bim  I 
At  any  time  speak  aught  ? 

Surv.  He  was  brought  to  thii 

By  a  vain  prophecy  of  Nicholas  Hopkms, 
K.  Hen.  What  was  that  Hopkins  ? 
Surv.  Sir,  a  Chartreux  friar 

His  confes5ior,  who  fed  him  every  minute 
With  words  of  sovereignty. 
K.  Hen.  How  know^st  thou  this  1 

Surv.  Not  longbeforeyour  highness  sped  to  Fnnee 
The  duke  being  at  tiie  Rose,^  within  the  pan!ih 
Saint  Lawrence  Poultney,  did  of  nu*  demand 
What  was  the  speech  amongst  the  Londoner* 
Concerning  the  French  journey :  I  replied. 
Men  fear'd,  the  French  would  prove  perfidious. 
To  the  king's  danger.    Presently  the  duke 
Said,  'Twas  the  fear,  indeed ;  and  that  he  doubted 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  word* 
Spoke  by  a  holy  monk ;  Thai  oft^  says  he, 
Haih  sent  to  me,  wishing  me  to  pertuU 
John  de  La  Courts  niy  chaplain^  a  choice  hnar 
To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  some  moment : 
Whom  qfter  under  the  cortfu3ion*9  seal 
He  solemnly  had  sworn,  that  what  he  spoke. 
My  chaplain  to  no  creature  livings  hut 
To  me,  should  utter,  with  demure  em\fidenee 
Thus  pctusingly  ensu*d,— Neither  thelting,  nor  at 

heirs, 
[Tell  you  the  duke^)  shall  prosper:  bid  him  tiriet 
To  gmn  the  love  of  the  commonaUys    She  duke 
Shall  govern  EngUuvL 

Q.  Kath.  If  I  know  you  well. 

You  were  the  duke's  surveyor,  anci  lost  your  nfie 
On  the  complaint  o'  the  tenants:  Take  good  bc^ 
You  charge  not  in  your  spleen  a  noble  perwn. 
And  spoil  your  nobler  soul !  I  say,  take  heed 
Yes,  heartily  beseech  you. 

A.  Hen,  Let  him  oa : — 

Go  forward. 

Surv.  On  my  soul.  Til  speak  but  truth. 

I  told  my  lord  the  duke,  By  the  devifs  illusions 
The  monk  might  be  dec Jiv'd ;  and  that  *twad  taa 

^erous  for  him. 
To  ruminate  on  this  so  far,  until 
It  forged  him  some  design,  which,  being  belitvU 
It  was  much  like  to  do :    He  answered.  Tufh! 
It  can  do  me  no  damage:  addinir  ftirtber. 
That,  had  the  king  in  his  last  sickness  tail'd. 
The  cardinars  and  sir  Thomas  LoveU'w  heads 
Should  have  gone  off*. 
K.  Hen.  Ha !  what«  ao  rank  ?  Ah,  bn 

There's  mischief  in  this  man : Cmxtst  thou  a< 

farther  1 
Surv.  I  can,  my  liege* 
K.  Hen.  Proceed. 

Surv.  Being  at  Greenwich 

After  your  highness  had  reprov'd  the  duka 
About  sir  William  Blomer,— 

K.  Hen,  I  remember. 

Of  such  a  lime :— -being  my  servant  av-orn. 
The  duke  letain'd  him  his.— But  on ;  What  bene* 

«  Now  Mttrohant  Tay  lon^  SelK)ol 
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His  overthrow  heap'd  happiness  upon  him ; 
For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  felt  himself, 
Arid  found  the  blessedness  of  being  little: 
And,  to  add  greater  honors  to  his  age 
Ti>an  man  could  give  him,  he  died,  fearing  God. 
Kalh,  Afier  my  death  I  wish  no  other  herald, 
No  other  speaker  of  my  living  actions. 
To  ki^ep  mine  honor  from  corruption, 
But  such  an  honest  chronicler  as  Gritfith. 
Whom  1  most  hated  living,  thou  hast  made  me, 
With  thy  religious  truth,  alid  modesty. 
N'»w  in  his  ashes  honor :  Peace  be  with  him ! — 
Patience,  be  near  me  still;  and  set  me  lower: 
I  have  not  long  to  trouble  thee.— Good  GrifTith« 
Cause  the  musicians  play  me  that  sad  note 
I  named  my  knell,  whilst  I  sit  meditating 
On  that  celestial  harmony  I  go  to. 

Sai  and  solemn  Music. 

Gfif.  She  is  asleep.    Good  wench,  let's  ait  down 
quiet. 
For  fear  we  wake  her ;— Softly,  gentle  Patience. 

Tht  Viawii.  Enter^  solemnly  tripping  one  after 
anuther^  six  Personages^  clad  in  whUe  robes, 
wearing  on  their  heads  garlands  <(f  bays  ana 
golden  vizards  on  their  faces :  branches  of  bays 
or  palm  in  their  hands.  They  first  congee  untom 
her,  then  tianee ;  and,  at  certain  changes,  thefirst^ 
tivo  holfl  a  f<pare  garland  ooer  her  head ;  a/  which, 
the  other  four  makereveretid  courfsies;  then  the 
two  thai  held  the  garland,  deliver  the  same  to  the 
other  next  two,  who  observe  the  same  order  in 
their  changes,  and  holiing  the  garland  over  her 
head;  which  done,  they  deliver  the  same  garland 
to  the  last  two,  who  likewiae  ohserve  the  same  w- 
der:  at  which,  {as  it  were  by  inspiration,)  she 
•nakes  in  her  sleep  signs  of  rejoicing,  and  holdeih 
up  her  handle  to  heaven :  and.  so  in  their  dancing 
they  vanish,  carrying  the  garland  with  them. 
The  music  continues. 

Kath.  Spirits  of  peace,  where  are  ye?  Are  ye  all 
gone  1 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchedness  behind  ye? 

Gjif'.  Madam,  we  are  here. 

KaJh.  It  is  not  you  I  call  for : 

Saw  ye  none  enter,  since  I  slept  ? 

Gnf.  None,  madam. 

Kath.  No?  Saw  you  not,  even  now,  a  blessed  troop 
Invite  nic  to  a  banquet;  whose  bright  fkces 
Cu.st  thousand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  sun? 
They  promis'd  me  eternal  happiness ; 
And  brought  me  garlands,  Griffith,  which  I  feel 
1  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear :  I  shall, 
Assuredly. . 

Grif.   I  am  most  joyful,  madam,  such  good 
dreams 
Possess  your  &ncy. 

Kath.  Bid  the  music  leave, 

They  are  harsh  and  heavy  to  me.      [Music  ceases. 

Pot.  Do  you  note, 

How  much  her  grace  is  alter'd  on  the  sudden? 
How  long  her  face  is  drawn  ?  How  pale  she  looks. 
And  of  an  earthy  cold  ?  Mark  you  her  eyes  ? 

Grtf.  She  is  going,  wench ;  pray,  pray. 

Pot.  Heaven  comfort  her  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  An't  like  your  grace,— 
Katlt.  You  are  a  saucy  fellow : 

I  eserve  we  no  more  reverence  ? 
,  Grif.  You  are  to  blame, 

Knowing,  she  will  not  lose  her  wonted  greatness. 
To  use  so  rude  behaviour :  go  to,  kneel. 

i)iM«.l  humbly  doentreat  your  highness' pardon : 
My  haste  made  me  unmannerly:  There  is  staying 
A  gentleman,  sent  Arom  the  king,  to  see  you. 
kat/u  Admit  him  entrance,  Griffith:   But  this 
fellow 
Let  me  ne*er  see  again. 

ni  Griffith  and  Messenger. 


Re-enter  Griffith  with  Capcgius. 

If  my  sight  &il  not 
You  should  be  lord  ambassador  from  the  emperor, 
My  royal  nephew,  and  your  name  Capucius, 

Cap.  Madam,  the  same,  your  servant. 

Kath.  o.  my  lord. 

The  times,  and  titles,  now  are  altered  strangely 
With  me.  since  lirst  you  knew  mc.    But,  I  pray  yM 
What  is  your  pleasure  with  me  ! 

Cap.  Noble  lady, 

First,  mine  own  service  to  your  grace  ;  tljr  iwil. 
The  king's  request  that  1  would  visit  you ; 
Who  grieves  much  tor  your  weakness,  and  by  swj 
Sends  you  hif  princely  commendations,  | 

And  heartily  enrreat^  you  take  good  comfort 

Kath,  0  my  good  lord,  that  comlbit  comes  un, 
late; 
*Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution: 
That  gentle  physic,  given  in  time,  had  cured  me  ; 
But  now  I  am  ]>ast  all  comlbrts  here,  but  prayers^ 
How  does  his  highness  ? 

Cap.  Madam,  in  good  behltli^ 

Kath.  So  may  he  ever  do !  and  ever  tlounsh. 
When  1  shall  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  poor  xusad 
Banish*d  the  kingdom  ! — Patience,  is  that  letter,  I 
I  caus'd  you  write,  yet  sent  away  t 

Pot.  No.  madam. 

[Giving  t/tolCA7iiApj>4 

Kattt.  Sir,  I  most  humbly  pray  you  to  deh»er 
This  to  my  lord  the  king. 

Cap.  Most  willing,  m^dam. 

Kath.  In  which  I  have  commended  tu  iii>  coo^lj 
ness 
The  model  of  our  chaste  loves,  his  young  daus^J 
ter,**—  *       ^       ~ 

The  dews  of  heaven  ikll  thick  in  blessings  on  her.'n 
Beseeching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding  ^ 
(She  is  young,  and  of  a  noble  modest  nature; 
I  hope,  she  will  deserve  well ;)  and  a  little 
To  love  her  for  her  mother's  sake,  that  lov'd  titn. 
Heaven  knows  how  dearly.    My  next  poor  peutit;^ 
Is,  that  his  noble  grace  would  have  some  pity      I 
Upon  my  wretched  women,  that  so  long 
Have  followed  both  my  fortunes  faithfully : 
Of  which  there  is  not  one,  1  dare  avow, 
(And  now  I  should  not  he,)  but  will  deserve 
For  virtue,  and  true  beauty  of  tJie  soul. 
For  honesty,  and  decent  carriage, 
A  right  good  husband,  let  him  be  a  noble: 
And,  sure,  those  men  are  happy  that  shall  ha«i 

them. 
The  last  is,  for  my  men  :— they  are  the  poorv^^. 
But  poverty  could  never  draw  them  from  n»f  :— 
That  they  may  have  their  wages  duly  paid  intm. 
And  something  over  to  rememt>er  mc  by ; 
If  heaven  had  plcas*d  to  have  given  me  longer  hie 
And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  tlius. 
These  are  the  whole  contents:— And,  good  lal 

lord. 
By  that  you  love  the  dearest  in  this  world. 
As  you  wish  christian  peace  to  souls  departed. 
Stand  these  poor  people's  friend,  and  unce  ihn  kio, 
To  do  me  this  last  right 

Cap.  By  heaven,  I  wiU  : 

Or  let  me  lose  the  iashion  of  a  man  ! 

Kath.  I  thank  you,  honest  lord.    Remember  lol 
In  all  humility  unto  his  hi|^hness : 
Say,  his  long  trouble  now  is  pawin; 
Out  of  this  world :  tell  him, in  death  I  bkvs*d  him 
For  so  I  will.— Mine  eyes  grow  dim. — Farewell, 
My  lord.— Griffith,  (krewcll.- Nay,  Prntienrr, 
You  must  not  leave  me  yet    I  must  to  bed : 
Call  in  more  women.  When  I  am  dead,  irood  wrnd^ 
Let  me  be  used  with  honor;  strew  me  over 
With  maiden  flowers,  that  all  the  world  may  Ino^ 
I  was  a  chaste  wife  to  my  grave :  emb«lm  nw. 
Then  lay  mc  forth:  although  unqueen'd.  >et  Kbr 
A  queen,  and  daughter  to  a  king,  inter  me. 
1  can  no  more. [Exeunt,  leading  Katsarih 

"  Afterwards  qoeen  If  aiy. 
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SCENE  L—A  Gallery  in  tht  Palace. 

Cdfn  Gardiner,  Bighop  qf  Winchester,  a  Page, 
u'Uk  a  Torch  b^ore  hittiy  met  by  Sib  Thomas 

Lo\-BLL. 

uar.  \C%  one  o*clock,  boy,  u't  not  ? 

£oy.  It  hath  struck. 

\>ar.  These  should  be  hours  for  necessities, 
5>it  i'or  delights ;  times  to  repair  our  nature 
U*it(]  comfortini;  repose,  ana  not  tor  us 
T»  waste  these  times. — (iood  hour  of  night,  sir 

Thomas ! 
Whiiiicrso  latel 

/xT.  Came  you  from  the  king,  my  lord  ? 

*jQT,  I  did,  sir  Thomas ;  und  left  him  at  primero^ 
With  {he  duke  of  Suttblk. 

Iw.  I  roust  to  him  too, 

&:<>:«>  h<*  f^o  to  bed.    I'll  take  my  leave. 

(jor.  Not  yet.  sir  Thomas  Loveil.    What's  the 
matter  I 
U^«vin4,you  are  in  haste:  an  if  there  be 
>  >  srrcal  otience  tielon^s  to't,  give  your  friend 
Viae  i4>uch  o(  your  late  business :   Attkirs,  that 

walk 
[\*.  they  i$ay  spirits  do)  at  midnight,  have 
li  Uifiii  a  wilder  nature,  than  the  business 
In  it  M>eks  desfKitch  by  day. 

W.  My  lord,  I  love  you : 

Aid  durst  commend  a  secret  to  your  ear 
Mucii  wri)(htier  than  this  work.    The  queen*s  in 

labor, 
T.I')  say,  in  great  extremity;  and  fear'd, 
s  .♦>  il  witli  the  latwr  end. 

^or.  The  fruit,  she  goes  with, 

I  pr4v  ibr  heartily;  that  it  may  find 
(j>k1  time. and  live :  but  tor  the  stock,  sir  Thomas, 
1  vii^ti  II  grubbed  up  now. 

W.  Mc thinks,  I  could 

f  ~v  (lie  amen  ;  and  yet  my  conscience  says 
y^ '< a  ifixKl  creature,  and,  sweet  lady,  does 
l»fMr>i' our  t)etter  wishes. 

^iiar.  But,  sir,  sir, — 

■i»'ir  me,  sir  Thomas :  you  are  a  gentleman 
•'i  rmijc  own  way;  1  know  you  wiNe,  religious; 
'.  1.  U't  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne'er  be  well, — 
J  v.,  not,  i*ir  Ttiomas  Loveil,  take't  of  me, 
T )!  Cri'im-v,  Cromwell,  her  two  hands,  and  she, 
^.•*V'«  thoir  graves. 

Ijiv.  Now,  Hir,  you  speak  of  two 

TV'  mo-It  remark'd  i*  the  kingdom.    As  for  Crom- 
well,— 
B|-itlp  that  of  the  jewel-house,  he*s  made  master 
^]  tJie  rolls,  and  the  king's  sccretairy ;  further,  sir, 
S'liidii  in  the  gup  and  trade  of  more  prefermeiitB, 
Vm:;:  vihicb  the  time  will  load  hiiii:  The  archbi- 
shop 
U  tbe  king's  hand, and  tongue;  And  who  dare 

sp(*ak 
irif  syllable  against  him  ? 

^ifir.  Yes,  yes,  sir  Thomas, 

7'<rrarp  that  dare;  and  I  myHcIf  have  ventur'<l 
i  i  «j:^dk  my  mind  of  him  :  and,  indeed,  this  day, 
^',\\  may  tell  it  you,)  I  think,  I  have 
Ivviw'd*  the  lords  o'  tiie  council,  that  he  is 
i  "r  $0  I  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is) 
\  n.o<t  arch  heretic,  a  |>eslilencc 
Tiai  docs  infect  the  land ;  with  which  they  moved, 
f'jv,.  t)roken  with<»  the  king ;  who  hath  w>  tiir 
L.ttQ  ear  to  our  complaint,  (of  his  great  i^race 
AriJ  princely  care;  foreseeing  those  fell  mischiefs, 
'•.:  reasons  laid  before  him,)  he  hath  commanded 
T  '-f:i'>rrow  morning  to  the  council-board 
J:.'  tif  convcnted.'    He*«,  a  rank  weed,  sir  Thomas, 
W:<;  we  must  root  him  out.    From  your  atliiirs 
I  *  rtder  you  too  long:  good  night,  sir  Thomas. 

W.  Many  good  ni»;hts,  my  lord;  I  rest  your 
»eriranu         [Elxeunt  Gardiner  and  Page. 

i>  LovELL  i»  gning  out,  enter  the  KiSQ  and  the 

DCKK  or  SurroLK. 
fC.  Jim.  Charles,  I  will  play  no  more  to-night; 
^y  raind'«  not  on*t,  you  arc  too  hard  for  me. 

n!«t  oo.         •  Told  their  mlodi  to. 
«  9umoioiied. 
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Sirf,  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 

K,  Hen,  But  little,  Charles; 
Nor  shall  not,  when  my  &ncy*s  on  my  play.— 
Now,  Loveil.  Irom  the  queen  what  is  the  news 

Lov.  I  could  not  personally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  woman 
1  sent  your  message ;  who  return  d  her  thanks 
In  the  greatest  humbleness,  and  desired  your  high 

ness 
Most  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

K,  Hen.  W  hat  say'st  thou  ?  ha  ? 

To  pray  for  her?  what,  is  she  crying  out  \ 

Luv,  So  said  her  woman;  and  that  her  sufiet* 
ance  made 
Almost  each  pang  a  death. 

K.  Hen,  Alas,  good  lady  ! 

Suf.  God  safely  quit  her  of  her  burden,  and 
With  gentle  travail,  to  the  gladding  of 
Your  highness  with  an  heir! 

K,  Hen.  'Tis  midnight,  Charles, 

Pr*ythee,  to  bed  ;  and  in  thy  prayers  remember 
The  estate  of  my  poor  queen.    Leave  me  alone. 
For  I  must  think  of  that,  which  company 
Will  not  be  friendly  to. 

Suf,  I  wish  your  highness 

A  quiet  night,  and  my  good  mistress  will 
Remember  in  my  prayers. 

K.  Hen,  Charles,  ^ood  night 

[  tlx'U  Suffolk 

Enter  Sir  Axtiiony  Denny. 

Well,  sir,  what  follows  ? 

tkn.  Sir,  1  have  brought  my  lord  the  archbishoj>, 
As  vou  commanded  mc. 

A.  Hen,  Ha!  Canterbury  1 

Den.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Hen,  'Tis  true:  Where  is  he,  Denny? 

Den.  He  attends  your  higliness'  ploiiRiire. 

K,  Hen,  Bring  liiin  to  us. 

[Exit  Dknnv. 

Lmj.  Thi»  i«t  about  that  which  the  biMhoj)  spake; 
I  am  happily  come  hither.  [AaUe, 

He-enter  Dennv,  wUh  Cranmeh. 

K.  Hen,  Avoid  the  gallery. 

[LoVELL  seenu,  to  stay. 
Ha  !— I  have  said.— Br  »rono. 
What —  [Eceunt  Lovkll  and  Dknnv. 

Cran.  I  am  fearful :  WhertMbre  frowns  he  tlius  ! 
'Tis  his  asp/^ct  of  terror.     All's  rot  well. 

K.  Hen.  How  now,  my  lord!    Vou  do  desire  to 
know 
Wherefore  I  sent  for  you. 

Cran:  It  is  my  duty. 

To  attend  your  highness*  pit\».»re. 

K.  Hen.  Pray  you,  arise, 

My  Ri>od  and  cracious  lord  of  Canterbury. 
Come,  you  and  1  must  walk  a  lorn  together; 
1  have  news   to  tell  you:  C'>.'ie,  come,  give  me 

your  hand. 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  I  grieve  ct  what  I  speak, 
And  am  right  sorry  to  rt'peat  ^hat  ft>liowd : 
1  have,  and  most  unwillill^ly,  *>f  late 
Heard  many  grievous,  I  do  ray,  my  lord. 
Grievous  complaints  of  you ;   which,  being  cini* 

sider'd. 
Have  mov'd  us  and  our  council,  that  you  shall 
This  morning  come  belbrc  us;  whore,  1  know. 
You  cannot  with  such  freedom  purge  yourself, 
But  that,  till  further  trial  in  those  charges 
Which  will  require  your  answers,  you  must  take 
Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 
To  make  your  house  our  Tower:  You  a  brother  oi 

us." 
It  tits  we  thus  proceed,  or  t.'se  no  witness 
Would  come  against  you. 

Cran.  I  humb'y  thank  your  highnetis 

And  am  right  glad  to  catch  tliK  good  occasion 
Most  thoroughly  to  be  winnow  *d,  where  my  chalf 
And  corn  shall  tly  asunder:  for,  [  know. 
There's    none  stands    under    more   calumnicjs 

tongues. 
Than  I  myself,  poor  man 

•  One  of  tbe  oonncU. 
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Two  noble  partners  with  you ;  the  old  duchess  of 

Norfolk, 
\nd  lady  oiarquis  Dorset;  Will  these  please  yout 
Once  more,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  i  charge  you, 
Embrace,  and  love  this  man. 

Gar,  With  a  true  heart. 

And  brother-love,  I  do  it. 

Cran,  And  let  heaven 

Witnetis,  how  dear  I  hold  this  confirmation. 

A'.  Hen,  Good  man,  those  joyful  tears  show  thy 
true  heart. 
The  common  voice,  I  see,  is  verified 
Of  thee,  which  says  thus.  Do  my  turd  qf  Canter' 

bury 
A  shrewd  turn,  and  he  m  your  friend  for  ever,-- 
Come,  lords,  we  trille  time  away ;  1  lon(^ 
To  have  this  young  one  made  a  Christian. 
At:  1  have  made  ye  one,  lords,  one  remain; 
So  1  grow  stronger,  you  more  honor  gain. 

[Exeunt, 

SCKNE  III.— rA«  Palace  Yard. 

Xoise  and  Tumult  within.    Enter  Porter  atid  his 

Man. 

Purt,  You*ll  leave  your  noise  anon,  ye  rascals: 
Do  you  take  the  court  for  Paris-garden  P  ye  rude 
slaves,  leave  your  gaping.3 

[  IVithin,]  Good  mailer  porter,  I  belong  to  the 
lurdcr. 

Part,  Belong  to  the  gallows,  and  be  hanged,  you 
rogue:  U  this  the  place  to  roar  in  1— Fetch  nie  a 
dozen  crab-tree  staves,  and  strong  ones ;  these  arc 
but  switches  to  them.— 1*11  scratch  your  heads: 
Vou  must  be  seeing  christenings  ]  Do  you  look  for 
ale  and  Cake  here,  you  rude  rascals  ! 

Alan,  Pray,  sir,  be  patient;  'tis  as  much  impos- 
sible- 
(Unless  we  sweep  tliem  from  the  door  with  can- 
nons) 
To  scatter  them,  as  'tis  to  make  them  sleep 
On  May-day  morning ;  which  will  nc\er  be : 
We  may  as  well  push  against  Paul's,  as  stir  them. 

Por,  llow  gut  tlicy  in,  and  be  hung'd  1 

Man.  Alas,  1  know  not:  How  guts  the  tide  in  ? 
As  much  as  one  80uiid  cudgel  ot  lour  tout 
(  You  i»ec  the  i)oor  remainder)  could  distribute, 
J  made  no  spare,  sir. 

Purf,  You  did  nothing,  sir. 

Man.  I  am  not  Samson,  nor  sir  Guy,  nor  Col- 
orund,^  to  mow  them  down  bclurc  me :  but,  if  1 
t'pared  any,  that  had  a  head  to  Mt,  either  young 
or  old,  he  ur  she,  cuckold  ur  cuckolh-maker,  let  me 
never  hope  to  sec  a  chine  again;  and  that  1  would 
not  lor  a  cow,  God  save  her. 

[iVUhin.]  Do  you  hear,  master  porter  1 

Port,  i  shall  be  with  you  presently,  good  master 
puppy. — Keep  the  door  close,  sirnili. 

Man.  What  would  you  have  inc  dol 

Purf,  What  should  you  do  but  knock  them  down 
by  the  dozens?  Is  this  Moortlelds  to  muster  in] 
ur  have  we  some  strange  Indian  with  the  great  tool 
come  to  court,  the  women  so  besiege  us !  Jlless 
me,  what  a  fry  of  fornication  is  at  door !  On  my 
Christian  conscience,  this  one  christening  will  be- 
get a  thousand;  here  will  be  father,  godlathcr,  and 
all  together. 

Mun.  The  spoons  will  be  the  bigger,  sir.  There 
is  a  fellow  nomewhat  near  the  door,  he  should  be 
a  brazier  b^'  his  face,  for,  o*  my  conscience,  twenty 
of  the  dog-days  now  reign  in's  nose ;  all  that  st«ind 
about  him  are  under  the  line,  they  need  no  other 
penance:  That  tire-drake  did  I  hit  three  timers  on 
the  head,  and  three  times  was  his  nose  discharged 
against  me;  he  stands  there,  like  a  mortar-piece^ 
to  blow  us.  There  was  a  haberdasher's  wife  ot 
small  wit  near  him  that  railed  U])on  me  till  her 
pink'd  i>orringer'^  tell  offher  head,  lor  kindling  such 
a  combustion  in  the  state.  1  iniss'd  the  meteor'' 
inee,  and  hit  that  woman,  who  cried  out,  clubs! 
when  1  might  see  from  far  some  lorty  truncheoncers 
draw  to  her  succor,  which  were  the  hope  of  the 
Strand,  where  she  was  quartered.  They  fell  on  ; 
I  made  good  my  place ;  at  length  they  came  to  the 
broomstalf  with  me,  1  dehed  them  still ;  when  sun- 
denly  a  hie  of  boys  behind  them,  loose  shot, deliv- 
ered such  a  shower  of  pebbles,  that  I  was  fain  to 

•  The  bear  garden  on  the  Bank-side.  •  Roaring. 

«  Uuy  of  Warwick,  uor  Colbrand  th«  Danlitb  giant. 
■  Pink  'd  cap.  •  The  bnudar. 


draw  mine  honor  in,  and  let  them  win  the  work 
The  devil  wan  amongst  them,  I  think,  surely. 

Port.  These  are  the  youths  that  thunder  at  i 
play-house,  and  fight  for  bitten  apples;  that  [u 
audience,  but  the  Tribulation  of  Tower-hill,  or  tht 
Lim bsof  Limehouse,  their  dear  brothers,  are  wbW  ti 
endure.  1  have  some  ot  them  in  LiMnbo  PainnH, 
and  there  they  are  like  to  dance  these  three  aa>i» 
besides  the  running  banquet  of  two  beadle*^,*  u.a 
is  to  come. 

Enter  the  Lord  Ch*  juherlain. 

Cham,  Mercy  o'  me,  what »  multitude  arp  here' 
They  grows  still  too,  from  all  parta  tliev  are  co'n 

ing. 
As  if  we  kept  a  fiiir  here !    Where  are  the«e  pv^r* 

ters, 
These  lazy  knaves  1— Ve  have  made  a  fine  band, 

fellows, 
There*8  a  trim  rabble  let  in :  Are  all  thefse 
Your  iaithful  friends o  the  suburbs!  WeKball  i.ive 
Great  store  of  room,  no  doubt,  left  for  the  lacuv 
When  tliey  pass  back  ft-om  the  christenin?. 

Port.  An't  please  yoiir  h.ni-ir. 

We  arc  but  men ;  and  what  so  many  may  do, 
Not  being  torn  a  pieces,  we  have  done : 
An  army  cannot  rule  them. 

Cham,  As  I  liv^. 

If  the  king  blame  me  for't.  Til  lay  ye  mil 
By  the  heels,  and  suddenly ;  and  on  your  beaii^ 
Clap  round  fines,  for  neglect :  You  are  lazy  kiuu-^, 
And  here  ye  lie  baiting  of  bum  bards,*  when 
Ye  should  do  service.    Hark,  the  trumpets  M>unJi 
They  are  come  already  from  the  christening : 
Go,  break  among  the  press,  and  find  a  way  ojt 
To  let  the  troop  pass  tairly ;  or  I'll  find 
A  Marshalsea, shall  hold  you  play  the<te  two  mon:n< 

Ptfrt,  Make  way  there  tor  the  iirinci**^*.  i 

Man.  You  great  tellow,  stand  close  up,  or  rij 
make  vour  head  ache. 

Port.  You  i*  the  camblet,  get  up  o'  the  rail ;  II 
pick'  you  o'er  the  pales  else.  [ij-<i.*iJ 

SCENE  l\.—The  Palace.^ 
Enter  Trumpets,  smmdinf^;  then  /m%»  Alci«'r*nr' 
Lord  Mayor,  Garter,  CtiANMKR,  Dikk  \m  N  i 
FOLK,  with  his  MarshaCs  Staff,  Di  ke  of  >  « 
FOLK,  two  Noblemen  bearing  fercat  tdw  ■  .| 
Bmvh  for  the  Chruteninf;  Gtj7»  ;  thti  •  • 
fi obivmvn,  bearing  a  Camrjty^umiir  wS-:  i 
Dltiibss  ok  Nokkolk,  GfHnutther,  tntn-i  .  ."! 
Child  richly  hahited  in  a  Mantle,  \r.,  :  -• . 
borne  by  a  Lady,  then  follmes  th'  M  vi.«  \  ' 
ESS  OP  Dorset,  the  other  Cttdmi'th''.  • 
Ladies.  The  Troop  pass  once  about  ihr  >'  c- 
and  Garter  speaks. 

Gart,  Heaven,  from  thy  endless  poodnc^s,  «fn< 

prosperous  lite,  long,  and  ever  happy,  to  ihi  i  ,. 
and  mighty  princess  of  England,  Elizabeth. 

Flourish.    Enter  King  and  Train. 

Cran,  [Kneeling.]  And  to  your  royal  grac* .  ai; 
the  good  queen, 
My  noble  partners,  and  myself,  thus  pray  :-  • 
All  comfort,  joy,  in  this  mo»t  gracious  lady. 
Heaven  ever  laid  up  to  make  parents  hap(>, 
May  hourly  fall  upon  ye  ! 

A^  Hen.  Thank  you,  good  lord  arcM-.-^'it*] 

What  IS  her  name  1 

Cran.  Elizabeth. 

K,  Hen.  Stand  up.  Ior»l.— 

[The  King  kwes  thf  t  • ; 
With  this  kiss  take  my  blessing:  God  prutni  L.ti 
Into  whose  hands  i  give  ihy  lite. 

Cran.  Amen. 

K.  Hen.  My  noble  gossips,  ye  ha\c  bern  u 
prodigal : 
I  thank  ve  heartily,  so  shall  this  lady. 
When  she  has  so  much  Kngiish. 

Cran.  Let  me  sprs*  ^ 

For  heaven  now  bids  me;  and  the  woids  1  ur.«-r 
Let  none  tliink  fiattery.for  they*ll  find  them  trut 
This  royal  inlant,  (Heaven  still  move  a*K>ut  hi*' 
Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  promis4's 
Upon  this  land  a  thousand  thousand  blessinc^. 
Which  time  shall  bring  to  ripeness:  She  kbal* 

V  Place  of  coneu«m«ot  •  A  dt!«*trt  of  vhif  plc^ 

•  Black  Itiather  vessels  to  bold  beer. 
•Pilcb.  ftAtUntn^ 
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Pent.  What,  not  botween  Troilus  and  Hector  t 
I'o  you  know  a  man,  if  you  see  him  ? 

Crcs.  Ay,  if  ever  I  saw  him  before,  and  knew 
Him. 

Pan.  Well,  I  say,  Troilus  is  Troilus. 

Cri'^-  Then  you  say  as  I  say ;  for  1  am  sure  he  is 
&(»t  Hector. 

Pan,  No,  nor  Hector  is  not  Troilus,  in  some 
Uff^reeK. 

Cren.  'Tis  just  to  each  of  them  :  he  is  himself. 

Pan,  Himself!  Alas,  poor  Troilus !  I  would  he 
w  pre,— 

Cres,  So  he  is. 

Pan,  —Condition,  I  had  gone  barefoot  to  India. 

Cren.  He  is  not  Hector. 

Pan.  Himself!  no,  he*s  not  himself.— *WouId 
'a  w«re  himself?  Well,  the  gods  are  above;  Time 
miwt  friend,  or  end:  Well,  Troilus,  well,— 1  would 
my  heart  were  in  her  body  l—tiOf  Hector  is  not  a 
bolter  man  than  Troilus. 

CVm.  Kxcuse  me. 

Pan,  He  is  elder. 

Cres,  Pardon  me,  pardon  roc. 

Pan,  The  other's  not  come  to*t ;  you  shall  tell 
me  another  ta.lc,  when  the  other's  come  to*t.  Hector 
snail  nut  have  his  wit  this  year. 

Cres.  He  shall  not  need  it,  if  he  have  his  own. 

Pan,  Nor  his  qualities : 

Cres,  No  maiter. 

Pan.  Nor  his  beauty. 

Cre:t,  'Twould  not  become  him,  bis  own's  bet- 
ter. 

Pan.  You  have  no  judgment,  niece:  Helen  her- 
self swore  the  other  oay,  that  Troilus,  for  a  brown 
liivor,  (for  so  *tis,  I  must  confess,)— Not  brown, 
neither. 

Cres,  No,  but  brown. 

Pan,  'Faith,  to  say  truth,  brown  and  not  brovni. 

Cres.  To  say  the  truth,  and  not  true. 

Pan,  She  praised  his  complexion  above  Paris. 

Cres,  Why,  Paris  hath  color  enough. 

Pan,  So  he  has. 

Cres.  Then  Troilus  should  have  too  much :  if  she 
praised  him  above,  his  complexion  is  higher  than 
his ;  he  having  color  enough,  and  the  other  higher, 
is  too  tianiing  a  praise  tor  a  good  complexion.  1 
had  as  lief  ticlen  s  ^Iden  tongue  had  commended 
Troilus  lor  a  coppeniose. 

Pan,  1  swetir  to  you,  I  think  Helen  loves  him 
better  than  Paris. 

Cres,  Then  she's  a  merry  Greek,  indeed. 

Pun,  Nay,  1  am  sure  she  does.  She  came  to 
him  the  otner  day  into  a  compass'd^  window,— 
and,  you  know,  he  has  not  past  tliree  or  four  hairs 
on  his  chin. 

Cres,  Indeed,  a  tapster's  arithmetic  may  soon 
bring  his  particulars  therein  to  a  total. 

Pan,  why,  he  is  very  young;  and  yet  will  he, 
within  three  pound,  liil  as  much  as  his  brotlier 
Hector. 

Cres,  Is  he  so  young  a  man,  and  so  old  a  lifter  1^ 

Pan.  Hut,  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  him; 
— she  caine,  and  puts  me  her  white  hand  to  his 
cloven  chin, — 

Cres,  Juno  have  mercy! — How  came  it  cloven  1 

Pan.  Why,  you  know,  'tis  dimpled :  1  think,  his 
smiling  becomes  him  better  than  any  man  in  all 
Phrygia. 

Cres,  (),  he  smiles  valiantly. 

Pan,  Docs  he  not  1 

Cres.  0  yes,  an  Hwere  a  cloud  in  autumn. 

Pan,  Why,  go  to  then:— But  to  prove  to  you 
that  Helen  hwes  Troilus, 

Cres,  Troilus  will  stand  to  the  proof,  if  you'll 
prove  it  so. 

Pan,  Troilus  1  why  he  esteems  her  no  more 
than  1  esteem  an  addle  egg. 

If  you  love  an  addle  egg  as  well  as 


you 
*tbe 


Cres. 
love  an  idle  head,  you  would  eat  chickens  i 
shell. 

Pan.  I  cannot  choose  but  laugh,  to  think  how  she 
tickled  his  chin ;— Indeed,  she  has  a  marvellous 
white  hand,  I  must  needs  confess. 

Cres,  Without  the  rack. 

Pan.  And  she  takes  upon  her  to  spy  a  white 
hiir  on  his  chin. 

"Vm.  Alas,  poor  chin !  many  a  wart  is  richer. 

Jan,  But.  there  was  such  laughing;— Queen 
lleiuba  laughed,  tliat  her  eyes  ran  o'er. 

s  Bow.  1  ThleC 


Cres.  With  mill-stones." 

Pan,  And  Cassandra  laughed. 

Cres,  But  there  was  a  more  tempcrtte  fire  und^: 
the  pot  of  her  eyes ; — Did  her  eyes  run  o'er  too ! 

Pan.  And  Hector  laughed. 

Cres.  At  what  was  all  this  laughing? 

Pan.  Merry,  at  the  white  hair  (hat  Helen  $piej 
on  Troilus'  cnin. 

Cres,  A  n't  had  been  a  green  hair,  I  should  huv« 
laughed  too. 

Pan,  They  laughed  not  so  much  at  the  h:Lir  a» 
at  his  pretty  answer. 

Cres,  What  was  his  answer? 

Pa7t.  Quoth  she,  Here's  but  one  andj^flykain 
on  Wfur  ehin^  and  (me  of  them  is  white, 

Cres.  This  is  her  question. 

Pan.  That's  true;  make  no  question  of  that.  Oie 

-         Ttai 


my  htubahd?    The  forked  one,  quoth  he;  pluck  it  ' 
out,  and  give  it  him.    But  there  was  sucii  lai.,^t»- 
ing !  and  Helen  so  blushed,  and  Paris  ^o  diau-d, 
and  all  the  rest  so  laughed,  that  it  paised.^ 

Cres.  So  let  it  now ;  fur  it  has  been  a  greti 
while  going  by. 

Pan,  Wi 
think  on'L 


igi 


Pan,  Well,  cousin,  I  told  you  a  thing  yestetday; 


Cres,  So  I  do. 

Pan,  I'll  be  sworn,  'tis  true ;  he  will  weep  yoo 
an  'twere  a  man  born  in  April. 

Cres,  And  1*11  spring  up  in  his  tears,  an  'tw  >re 
a  nettle  against  May.  [^A  Retreat  soun  vi. 

Pan.  Hark,  they  are  coming  from  the  held:  Shid 
we  stand  up  here,  and  see  them,  as  they  pa«6  towurd 
Ilium  ?  good  niece,  do;  sweet  niece  Crevida. 

Cres.  At  your  pleasure. 

Pan,  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place;  here 
we  may  see  most  bravely :  1*11  tell  you  theni  all 
by  their  names,  as  they  pass  by ;  but  mark  TroJi.« 
above  the  rest. 

iKNEAS  passes  over  the  Stage. 

Cres.  Speak  not  so  loud. 

Pan,  That's  ^neas;  Is  not  that  a  brave  niaii* 
he's  one  of  the  flowers  of  Troy,  I  can  tell  you:  Bui 
mark  Troilus ;  you  shall  see  anon. 

Cru.  Who's  tliat? 

Aktenor  passes  oner. 

Fan,  That's  Antenor;  he  has  a  shrewd  vtit,  I 
can  tell  you ;  and  he's  a  man  good  enough :  hf '» 
one  o*  the  soundest  judgments  in  Troy,  wbo^oeM*-. 
and  a  proper  man  of  person: — When  come*  Tn>i- 
lus? — I'll  show  you  Troilus  anon;  if  he  sec  mt>, 
you  shall  see  him  nod  at  me. 

Cres.  Will  he  give  you  the  nod  ?i 

Pan.  You  shall  see. 

Cres.  If  be  do,  the  rich  shall  have  more. 

Hbctor  passes  over. 

Pan.  That's  Hector,  that,  that,  look  you.  thai. 
There's  a  fellow!— Go  thy  way.  Hector;— Thfr.'% 
a  bravo  man,  niece. — O  brave  Hector!— L«>«»k. 
how  he  looks!  there's  a  countenance:  Is*t  not  t 
br4ve  man  ? 

Cres.  O,  a  brave  man ! 

Pan,  Is  'a  not?  It  does  a  man's  heart  good.- 
Look  you  what  hacks  are  on  his  helmet!  look  \om 
yonder,  do  you  see  ?  look  you  there  *  Ther/^  im 
jesting:  there's  laying  on;  take'tolT  who  «iU. « 
they  say :  there  be  hacks ! 

Cres.  Be  those  with  swords  ? 

Paris  passes  over. 

Pan.  Swords?  any  thing,  he  cares  not:  an  t^< 
devil  come  to  him,  it's  all  one :  By  god*H  lid  it  d<«i : 
one's  heart  good: — Yonder  coniea  Pari*.  xozkIi 
comes  Paris:  look  ye  yonder,  niece ;  Is't  not  a  k-^. 
lant  man,  too,  is't  not  I— Why,  this  is  brave  m» 
—Who  said,  he  came  hurt  home  to-day  t  he'»  if* 
hurt:  why  this  will  do  Helen's  heart  eood  mm.- 
Ha!  would  I  could  see  Troilus  nowP-you  Uti 
see  Troilus  anon. 

Cres.  Who's  Uiatl 

Hklxkus  passes  over. 
Pan.  That's  Helenus,— I  marvel,  where  TnxU 

•  A  proverbial  nylng.  •  Went  W/*>o4  bogiutK 

*  A  t4»nn  in  the  gaiiM  at  oards  aall«d  anditv 
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The  reackins,  you  allege,  do  more  conduce 
'I'o  the  hot  passion  of  distemperM  blood, 
I'han  to  ninke  up  a  free  determination 
''J'wixt  rij;f  t  and  wrong ;  For  pleasure,  and  re- 
venge, 
Have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voice 
Of  any  true  decision.    Nature  craves, 
AU  dues  be  render'd  to  their  owners;  Now 
What  neanr  debt  in  all  humanity. 
Than  wife  is  to  the  husband  1  if  this  law 
Of  nature  be  corrupted  through  aflection ; 
And  that  great  minds,  of*  partial  indulgence 
To  their  Mnumbed  wills,  resist  the  same; 
There  is  a  law  in  each  well-order'd  nation, 
To  curb  those  raging  appetites  that  are 
Most  disobedient  and  refractory. 
If  Helen  then  be  wife  to  Sparta's  king,— 
As  it  is  known  she  is. — these  moral  laws 
Of  nature,  and  of  nations,  speak  aloud 
To  have  her  back  returnM :  Thus  to  persist 
In  doing  wrong, extenuates  not  wrong. 
But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.   Hector's  opinion 
Is  this,  in  way  of  truth :  yet  ne'ertheless, 
My  spritely  brethren,  I  propcnd^  to  you 
In  resolution  to  keep  Helen  still ; 
For  'tis  a  cause  that  hath  no  mean  dependence 
Upon  our  joint  and  several  dignities. 

Tro.  Why,  there  you  toucn'd  the  life  of  our 
design : 
Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  affected. 
Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  spleens, 
I  would  not  wish  a  drop  of  Trojan  blood 
Spent  more  in  her  defence.    But,  worthy  Hector, 
She  is  a  theme  of  honor  and  renown ; 
A  spur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds  ; 
Whose  present  courage  may  beat  down  our  foes. 
And  tame,  in  time  to  come,  canonize  us : 
For,  I  presume,  brave  Hector  would  not  lose 
So  rich  advantage  of  a  promised  glory. 
As  smiles  upon  the  forehead  of  this  action, 
For  the  wide  world's  revenue. 

Htci.  I  am  yours. 

You  valiant  ofispring  of  great  Priamus. — 
1  have  a  roisting^  challenge  sent  amongst 
The  dull  and  factious  nobles  of  the  Greeks, 
Will  strike  amazement  to  their  drowsy  spirits: 
I  was  adv^^rtid'U,  their  great  general  slept. 
Whilst  emulation^  in  the  army  crept; 
This,  i  presume,  will  wake  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— rA«  Grecian  Camp.    Btfore 
Achilles'  Tent, 

Enter  Thkrsites. 

Ther.  How,  now,  Theraites  t  what,  lost  in  the 
labyrinth  of  thy  fury  1  Shall  the  elephant  Ajax 
carry  it  thus  ?  he  beats  me,  and  1  rail  at  him :  O 
worthy  nitisfaction !  'would  it  were  otherwise;  that 
I  could  beat  him,  whilst  he  railed  at  me^:  'Sfoot,  Tit 
learn  to  conjure  and  raise  devils,  but  I'll  see  some 
issue  ofmy  spiteful  execrations.  Then  there's  Achil- 
les,—a  rare  engineer.  If  Troy  be  not  taken,  till  these 
two  undermine  it.  the  walls  will  stand  till  they  fall 
of  themselves.  O  thou  great  thunder-darter  of 
Olympus,  forget  that  thou  art  Jove  the  king  of 
gods;  and,  Mercury,  lose  all  the  serpentine  craft 
of  thy  Caduceus ;'f  if  ye  take  not  that  little  little 
lesH-tnan-little  wit  from  them  that  they  have !  which 
short-armed  ignorance  itself  knows  is  so  abundant 
scarce,  it  will  not  in  circumvention  deliver  a  fly 
ftom  a  spider,  without  drawing  their  massy  irons, 
and  cutting  the  web.  Alter  this,  the  vengeance  on 
tlie  whole  camp !  or,  rather,  the  bone-ache !  for  that, 
meihinks,  is  the  curse  dependent  on  tiiose  that  war 
fcr  a  plackeL  I  have  said  my  prayers ;  and  devil, 
envy,  say  Amen.— What,  ho  f  my  lord  Achilles ! 

Enter  Patroclub. 

Pair,  Who's  there!  Thersitesi  Good  Thersites, 
come  in  and  rail. 

Ther,  If  1  could  have  remembered  a  gilt  coun- 
terfeit, thou  wouldst  not  have  slipped  out  of  my 
contemplation :  but  it  is  no  matter;  Thyself  upon 
thyself!  The  common  curse  of  mankinci,  folly  and 
iffnorance,  be  thine  in  great  revenue !  heaven  bless 
thee  from  a  tutor,  anof  discipline  come  not  near 
thee!  Let  thy  blood  he  thy  direction  till  thy 
death  !  then  if  she,  that  lays  thee  out,  says— thou 

>  Through.       *  IncUns.       •  Blustering.       •  Envy. 
*  Tbs  wand  of  Morcory,  which  is  wnMitb'«d  with  ser- 
j^nts. 


art  a  fair  cone,  Tli  be  sw«im  atid  swnm  Qpon*t,8h0 
never  shrouded  any  but  iazars-^  Amen.— Whrrr** 
Achilles  1 

Patr.  What,  art  thou  devout?  wist  thou  in 
prayer  1 

Ther,  Ay ;  The  heavens  hear  me ! 

Enter  ACHiLLsa. 

AehU.  Who's  there! 

Pair,  Thersites,  my  lord. 

AehiL  Where,  where  !— Art  thou  come !  Why. 
my  cheese,  my  digestion,  why  hast  thou  not  reni^ 
thyself  in  to  my  table  so  many  meals !  Come ; 
what's  Agamemnon  ! 

Ther.  Thy  commander,  Achillea  ^-Then  tell 
me,  Patroclus,  what's  Achilles  ! 

Pair,  Thy  lord,  Thersites ;  Then  tell  me,  I  pray 
thee,  what's  thyself! 

Ther,  Thy  knower,  Patroclus;  Then  tell  me, 
Patroclus,  what  art  thou  ! 

Pair,  Thou  mayst  tell,  that  knowest 

AehU.  O.  tell,  tell. 

Ther,  I'll  decline  the  whole  question.  AgameTn- 
non  commands  Achilles;  Achilles  is  my  k>rd;  I 
am  Patroclus'  knower  u  and  Patroclus  is  a  fooL 

Patr,  You  rascal !     " 

Ther,  Peace,  fool ;  I  have  not  done. 

AchU.  He  is  a  privileged  man.— Proceed,  Ther- 
sites. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fbol ;  Achilles  is  a  fo?\ ; 
Thersites  is  a  fool ;  and,  as  aforesaid,  Patroclu«  u 
a  fool. 

Achil.  Derive  this;  come. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  offer  to  command 
Achilles ;  Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  commanded  < 
Agamemnon ;  Thersites  is  a  fbol  to  aerve  suon  a 
tool ;  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool  positive. 

Pair,  Why  am  I  a  fool  ? 

Ther,  Make  that  demand  of  the  prover.— It  ^if- 
flees  me,  thou  art    Look  you,  who  comes  here  ! 

Enter  Agaxbscnon,  Ulyssbs,  Nestob,  Diombden 

and  Ajax, 

AehU.  Patroclus,  I'll  speak  with  nobodvt— 
Come  in  with  me,  Thersites.  [£jV. 

Ther,  Here  is  such  patchery,  such  jugrc'in^.a'M 
such  knavery  !  all  the  argument  is,  a  cuckold.  aiK 
a  whore;  A  good  ouarrel,  to  draw  emulous  ti<* 
tions,  and  bleed  to  aeath  upon.  Now  the  dry  ji^^ 
uig-oi  on  the  subject  1  and  war,  and  lecher> .  <*i«'h 
found  all!  [LrJ, 

Agam.  Where  is  Achilles  ! 

Pair.  Within  his  tent;  but  in-dispo>*d.  my  lor<l. 

Agam.  Let  it  be  known  to  him  that  we  are'  hc;c; 
He  shent^  our  me^ssengers ;  and  we  lay  by 
Our  appertainments3  visiting  of  him : 
Let  him  be  told  so ;  lest,  perchance,  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  question  of  our  place. 
Or  know  not  what  we  are. 

Patr.  I  shall  say  so  to  him.  [fl^'> 

Ulyas.  We  saw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  tent ; 
He  is  not  sick. 

Ajax.  Yes,  lion-sick,  sick  of  proud  heart!  ^ou 
may  call  it  melancholy,  if  you  will  Ikvor  ttn*  nun; 
but,  by  my  head,  'tis  pride:  But  why,  why!  l«l 
him  show  us  a  cause. — A  word,  my  lord. 

{Takes  Aqamsmn'O'c  a>i-U. 

Nest.  What  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  at  htm ! 

Ulysa.  Achilles  hath  inveigled  his  tool  frvm  h:ik 

Nest.  Who!  Thersites! 

Ulyss,  He. 

Neat.  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter,  if  he  have  l.i^i 
his  argument.^ 

Utyits.  No ;  you  see,  he  Is  his  argument  that  t  ji 
his  argument;  Achilfos. 

Nest.  All  the  better;  their  fraction  l«  more  r«.' 
wish,  than  their  Action  ;  But  it  was  a  strong  co  .- 
posure,  a  fool  could  disunite. 

Ulyss.  The  amity  that  wisdom  kniu  not,  foliy 
may  easily  untie.    Here  comes  patroclus 

Re-enter  Patrocluii. 

Nest,  No  Achilles  with  him. 

Ulyss.  The  elephant  hath  joints,  bn  lume  f*^ 
courtesy :  his  legs  are  legs  lor  nccesMitj,  not  a*i 
flexure. 


•  LeproQs  persons. 
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He  must,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wise ; — 
Rut  pardon,  ikther  Nestor,  were  your  days 
As  green  as  Ajax,  and  your  brain  so  tempered, 
You  should  not  have  the  eminence  of  him, 
But  be  as  Ajax. 

AfojT  Shall  I  cail  you  &ther  1 

IsesU  Ay,  my  good  son. 

Oio,  By  rul'd  by  him,  lord  A  lax. 

Ulys$.  There   is   no   tarrying  here;   the  iiart 
Achilles 


Keeps  thicket.    Please  it  our  great  \ 
To  call  together  all  his  state  of  w^r; 
Kresh  kings  are  come  to  Troy :  Toini 
We  must  with  all  our  main  of  powrr 
And   here^s  a  lord, — come  knigUti  n 

west. 

And  cull  their  flowers  A^ax  shall  cvi 
Again,  Go  we  to  council.    Let  Acui 
Light  boats  sail  swiA,  though  grcai 

deep. 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  L— Troy.    A  Room  in  Priam*s  Palace. 
Enter  Pandaeub  and  a  Servant. 


Pan,  Friend!  you!  pray  you.  a 
>u  follow  the  young  lord  Paris  ; 


word:  Do  not 


you 

Serv.  Ay,  sir.'when  he  goes  before  me. 

Pan,  You  do  depend  upon  him,  I  m<{an  1 

Serv.  Sir,  I  do  de])end  upon  that  lord. 

Pan.  You  depend  upon  a  noble  gentleman ; 
I  must  needs  praise  him. 

Serv,  The  lord  be  prais'd ! 

Pan,  You  know,  me  do  you  noti 

Serv,  'Faith,  sir,  superficially. 

Pan,  Friend,  know  me  better;  I  am  the  lord 
Pandarus. 

Serv,  I  hope  I  shall  know  your  honor  better. 

Pan.  I  do  desire  it. 

Serv.  You  are  in  the  state  of  grace. 

[Music  urithin. 

Pan.  Grace!  not  so,  iViend ;  honor  and  lordship 
ace  my  titles; — What  music  is  this  ? 

Serv.  I  do  but  partly  know,  sir ;  it  is  music  in 
parts. 

Pan,  Know  you  the  musicians  ? 

Serv.  Wholly,  sir. 

Pan,  Who  play  they  tol 

Serv,  To  the  hearers,  sir. 

Pan.  At  whose  pleasure,  friend 

Serv.  At  mine,  sir,  and  theirs  that  love  music. 

Patu  Command,  1  mean,  friend  1 

Strv.  Who  Hhiill  I  command,  sir  ? 

Pan.  Friend,  we  unden<taiid  not  one  another;  I 
am  too  courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning:  At 
who(»e  rc({ucr«t  do-thi'ite  men  play  1 

Sei^\  That's  t<ft,  indeed,  sir;  Marry,  sir,  at  the 
request  uf  Paris  my  lord,  who  is  there  in  person; 
with  him  the  mortal  Venus,  the  heart-blood  of 
beauty,  love's  invisible  soul. 

Pan.  Who,  my  cousin  Crcsaida! 

Serv.  No,  sir,  Helen;  Could  you  not  find  out 
thai  by  her  attributes  1 

Pan.  It  should  seem,  fellow,  that  thou  hast  not 
seen  the  lady  Cressida.  I  come  to  speak  with  Paris 
from  the  prince  Troilus :  I  will  make  a  compli- 
mental  assault  upon  him,  for  my  business  seeths.9 

Serv.  Sodden  business !  Uiere  s  a  stewed  phrase, 
indeed ! 

Enter  Paris  and  Helen,  attended. 

Pan,  Fair  be  to  you,  my  lord,  and  to  all  this  fair 
company  !  fair  desires,  in  all  fair  measure,  fairly 
guide  them;  especially  to  you,  fair  queen!  fair 
thoughts  be  your  fair  pillow! 

Helen.  Dear  lord,  you  are  full  of  fair  words. 

Pan,  You  K]>eak  your  fair  pleasure,  sweet  queen. 
— Fair  prince,  here  is  good  broken  music. 

Par.  You  have  broke  it,  cousin :  and,  by  my 
life,  you  shall  make  it  whole  again;  you  shall  piece 
it  out  with  a  piece  of  your  performance:— Nell, 
h^  is  full  of  harmony. 

Par,  Truly,  lady,  no. 

Helen.  O  sir, 

Pan.  Rude,  in  sooth ;  in  good  sooth,  very  rude. 

Pan.  Well  said,  my  lord  1  well,  you  say  so  in 
flts.t 

Pan.  I  have  business  to  my  lord,  dear  queen: — 
My  lord,  will  you  vouchsafe  me  a  word  1 

Helen,  Nay,  this  shall  not  hedge  us  out:  we'll 
hear  you  sing  certainly. 

Pan.  Well,  sweet  queen,  you  are  pleasant  with 


•  Bolls. 


Parts  of  a  song. 


me.— But  (raarrj')  thus,  my  lord.-Mtj 
and  most  esteemed  fi iend,  your  brotL- 

Helen.  My  lord  Pandarus;  hoi]e\>' 

Pan.  Go  to,  sweet  queen,  go  u>: 
himself  most  affectionately  to  you. 

Helen.  You  shall  not  hob  us  out  of 
if  you  do,  our  melancholy  upon  your  :i 

Pan.  Sweet  queen,  sweet  queen;  ui 
queen,  i'  fiiith. 

Helen.  And  to  make  a  sweet  lady 
otTence. 

Pan.  Nay,  that  shall  not  serve  yojrl 
shall  it  not,  in  truth,  la.    Nay,  I  carf 
words;  no,  no.— And.  my   ford,  h«  C4 
that,  if  the  king  call  for  liim  at  supi^ 
make  his  excuse. 

Helen.  My  lord  Pandarus, — 

Pan.  What  says  my  sweet  quefr.,- 
very  sweet  queen  * 

Par.  What  exploit's  in  hand  ?  wliertj 
to-night  ? 

Helen,  Nay,  but  my  lord, 

Pan.  What  says  my  sweet  queen  1—)^ 
will  fall  out  with  you.    You  must  not  ki- 
he  sups. 

Par,  Vi\  lay  my  life,  with  my  dispo^r  i 

Pan,  No,  no,  no  such  matter,  )uu  *i 
come,  your  disposer  is  sick. 

Par.  Well,  1 11  make  excuse. 

Pan.  Ay.  good  my  lord.     Why  shoui:   4! 
— Cressida  !  no,  your  poor  dispocwr's  ^.l'>- 

Par,  I  spy, 

P(tn,  You  spy  !  what  do  you  spy  T-^^on 
me  an  instrument.    Now,  swoet  queen. 

Helen.  Why,  this  is  kindly  done. 

Pan.  My  niece  is  horribly  in  ]o\e  «i'-t 
you  have,  sweet  queen. 

Helen.  She  shall  have  it,  my  lord,  if .:  ^ 
my  lord  Paris. 

Pan,  He !  no,  she'll  none  of  him  ;  tii<'}  ^ 
twain. 

Helen,  Falling  in,  after  falling  out,  u. ) 
them  three. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  I'll  bear  no  more  o:':t 
sing  you  a  song  now. 

Helen.    Ay,  ay,  pr'ythee  now     By  nn 
sweet  lord,  thou  hast  a  line  forehead. 

Pan.  Ay,  you  may,  you  may. 

Helen.  Let  thy  song  be  love:  this  love  wil 
us  all.    O,  Cupid.  Cupid,  Cupid  ! 

Pan.  Love !  ay,  that  it  shall,  i*  faith. 

Par,  Ay,  good   now,  love,  love,  notht: 
love. 

Pan.  In  good  troth,  it  begins  so: 

Lwe,  love^  nothing  but  love,  still  nuirt 

For^  «A,  love's  bow 

Shoots  buck  ami  dm  : 

The  shqft  c(u\foun'Uj 

Not  that  it  wttuwia. 
But  tickles  still  the  sore. 

These  tovrrs ery-^Oh .'  ho /  they  die* 
Yet  that  which  seems  the  wound  to  < 

Doth  turn  oh .'  oh .'  to  ha/  ha*  he  ! 
So  dying  love  lives  stilt  : 

Oh  /  oh  /  a  white,  but  ha.'  ha*  ha! 

Oh  !  oh  !  groans  out  for  ha!  ha!  ha 

Hey  ho ! 
Helen,  In  love,  i*  faith,  to  the  very  tip 

nose. 
Par,  He  eats  nothing  but  doves,  love;  ai 

s  Wlds  of  Toor  mark. 
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Act  IV.  ScENB  V. 


A  M  :  nd  hope,  as  £^irly  built  as  Hector. 
Thiu  says  ^neas :  one  that  knows  the  youth 
Bven  to  his  inchen,  and,  with  private  soul, 
Did  in  great  Ilion  thus  translate^  him  to  me. 

[  A  iarum.    Hector  and  Aj  ax  fight. 
Agam.  They  are  in  action. 
Ifest.  Now,  Ajax,  hold  thine  own ! 

Tro,  Hector,  thou  sleep'st ; 

Awake  thee ! 

Agam.  His  blows  are  well  dispos  d :— tbere,Ajax! 

Dw*  You  must  no  more.  [Trumpels  cease. 

jEne.  Princes,  enough,  so  please  you. 

AJax.  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  tight  again. 

JJio,  As  Hector  pleases. 

Hed,  Why,  then,  will  I  no  more  :— 

rhou  art,  great  lord,  my  father's  sister's  son, 
A  cousin-german  to  great  Priam's  seed ; 
The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 
A  gory  emulation  Hwixt  us  twain : 
Were  thy  commixion  Greek  and  Trojan  ao. 
That  thou  couldst  say— TAw  hand  ix  Grecian  all. 
And  this  is  Trqjan;  the  sinews  qf  this  teg 
All  Greek,  and  this  all  Troy ;  my  mothers  blood 
Runs  on  the  dexter^  cheekt  and  this  sinister^ 
Bounds-in  my  father's  /  by  Jove  muitipotent. 
Thou  shouldst  not  bear  Arom  me  a  Greekish  mem- 
ber 
Wherein  my  sword  had  not  impressure  made 
Of  nur  rank  feud :  But  the  just  gods  gainsay. 
That  any  drop  thou  borrow'st  from  thy  mother, 
My  sacred  aunt,  should  by  my  mortal  sword 
Be  drain'd !  Let  me  embrace  thee,  Ajax: 
By  him  that  thunders,  thou  hast  lusty  arms; 
Hector  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thus: 
Cousin,  all  honor  to  thee ! 

j\fax.  I  thank  thee.  Hector : 

Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  man : 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  cousin,  and  bear  hence 
A  great  addition  earned  in  thy  death. 

Hect.  Not  Neoptolemus  so  mirable 
(On  whose  bright  crest  Fame  with  her  loud'st  0  yes 
Cricif,  This  is  he)  could  promise  to  himself 
A  thought  uf  added  honor  torn  from  Hector. 

^/if.Thereis  expectance  here  from  buth  the  sides, 
What  further  you  will  do. 

Meet.  We'll  answer  it ; 

The  ijisue  is  embracement :— Ajax,  farewell. 

4jax.  If  I  might  in  entreaties  find  success, 
(As  tield?  I  have  the  chance,)  I  would  desire 
My  famous  cuusin  to  our  Grecian  tents. 

JHo.  'Tis  Agamemnon's  wish :  and  great  Achilles 
Doth  long  to  nee  unarm'd  the  valiant  Hector. 

Heei»  JEneas,  call  my  brother  Troilus  to  me : 
And  signify  this  loving  interview 
To  the  expecters  of  our  Trojan  part; 
Desire  them  home. — Give  me  thy  hand,  my  cousin ; 
1  will  go  eat  with  thee,  and  see  your  knights. 

Ajax.  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here. 

Heet.  The  worthiest  of  them  tell  me  name  by 
name; 
But  for  Achilles,  my  own  searching  eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  size. 

Agam.  Worthy  of  arms,  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  such  an  enemy ; 
But  that's  no  welcome :  Understand  more  clear. 
What's  past,  and  what's  to  come,  is  strew'd  with 

nusks 
And  formless  ruin  of  oblivion ; 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 
Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias-drawing 
Bids  thee,  with  most  divine  integrity. 
From  heart  of  very  heart,  great  Hector,  welcome. 

Hed.  I  thank  thee,  most  imperious^  Agamemnon. 

Agam.  My  well-famed  lord  of  Troy,  no  less  to 
you.  [To  Troilub. 

Men.  Let  me  confirm  my  princely  brother's 
greeting  ;— 
You  brace  of  warlike  brothers,  welcome  hither. 

Hed.  Whom  must  we  answer  1 

Men.  The  noble  Menelaus. 

Hed.  0  you,  my  lordl  by  Mars  his  gauntlet, 
thanks! 
Mock  not,  that  I  afiect  the  untraded  oath ; 
Your  quondam  wife  swears  still  by  Venus'  glove : 
She's  well,  but  bade  me  not  commend  her  to  you. 

Men.  Name  her  notnow,8ir;  she's  a  deadly  theme. 

Hed.  O  pardon ;  1  o&nd. 


Nest.  I  have,  thou  gallant  Trqian,  seen  thee  oft. 
Laboring  for  destiny,  make  cruel  way 
Through  ranks  of  Greekish  youth :  and  I  have  seca 

thee. 
As  hot  as  Perseus,  spur  thy  Phrygian  steed. 
Despising  many  forfeits  and  subduementR,^ 
When  thou  hast  hung  thy  advanced  »word  i"  the  air, 
Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declin*d ; 
That  I  have  said  to  some  my  standers-by, 
Xo,  Jupiter  is  yonder,  dealing  l\fe  / 
And  I  have  seen  thee  pause,  and  take  thy  breath. 
When  that  a  ring  of  Greeks  have  hemm'd  thee  in. 
Like  an  Olympian  wrestling:  This  have  1  seen; 
But  this  thy  countenance,  still  lock'd  in  ste«l, 
I  never  saw  till  now.    I  knew  thy  grand!?ire,» 
And  once  fought  with  him :  he  was  a  soldier  good  ,* 
But,  by  great  Mars,  the  captain  of  us  ail. 
Never  like  thee:  Let  an  old  man  embrace  thee; 
And,  worthy  warrior,  welcome  to  our  teats. 

^ne.  'Tis  the  old  Nestor. 

Hed.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  good  old  chronicle. 
That  hast  so  long  walk'd  hand  in  hand  with  time :~ 
Most  reverend  Nestor,  I  am  glad  to  clasp  thee ; 

Nest.  I  would,  my  arms  could  matdx  thee  in 
contention. 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtesy. 

Hed.  I  would  they  could. 

Nest.  Ha ! 
By  this  white  beard,  I'd  fight  with  thee  to-morrow. 
Well,  welcome,  welcome !  I  have  seen  the  time 

Ulyss.  1  wonder  now  how  yonder  city  stands. 
When  we  have  here  her  base  and  pillar  by  us. 

Hed^.  1  know  your  favor,  lord  Uly««e»,  well. 
Ah,  sir,  there's  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  dead. 
Since  first  I  saw  yourself  and  Diomed 
In  Ilion,  on  your  Greekish  emtmssy. 

Ulyss.  Sir,  I  foretold  you  then  what  would  en^ue: 
My  prophecy  is  but  half  his  journey  yet; 
For  yonder  walls,  that  pertly  front  your  town. 
Yon  towers,  whose  wanton  tops  do  buas  the  clouds, 
Must  kiss  their  own  feet. 

Hed.  I  must  not  believe  you; 

There  they  stand  yet ;  and  modestly  I  think. 
The  fall  oi  every  Phrygian  stone  will  cost 
A  drop  of  Grecian  blood :  The  end  crowns  all  * 
And  that  old  common  arbitrator.  Time, 
Will  one  day  end  it. 

Ulyss.  So  h)  him  we  leave  it. 

Most  gentle,  and  most  valiant  Hector,  welcome: 
After  the  general,  I  beseech  you  next 
To  feast  with  me,  and  see  me  at  my  tent. 

Achil.  I  shall  forestall  thee,  lord  b  I  yeses,  thou !~ 
Now,  Hector,  1  have  fed  mine  eyes  on  thee ; 
I  have  with  exact  view  perus'd  thee.  Hector, 
And  quoted'  joint  by  joiuL 

Hed.  Is  this  Achilles  1 

Achil.  I  am  Achilles. 

Hed.  Stand  fliir,  I  pray  thee :  let  me  look  on  lAee 

Achil.  Behold  thy  tlU. 

Beet.  Nay,  I  have  done  alreadr. 

Achil.  Thou  art  too  brief;  I  will  the  second  timr. 
As  I  would  buy  thee,  view  thee  limb  by  limb. , 

Hed.  O,  like  a  book  of  sport  Uiou'tt  read  me  oVr ; 
But  there's  more  in  me  than  thou  undcrstand'»L 
Why  dost  thou  so  oppress  me  with  thine  e)e^ 

Achil.  Tell  me,  you  heavens,  in  which  pirt  of 
his  body 
Shall  I  destroy  hi  m  1  whether  there,  there,  or  the.'c  ? 
That  I  may  give  the  local  wound  a  name; 
And  make  distinct  the  very  breach  whereout 
Hector's  great  spirit  fiew :  Answer  me,  hea^'ens ! 

Hed.  It  would  discredit  the  bless'd  gods,  prouJ 
man. 
To  answer  such  a  question:  Stand  again: 
Think'st  thou  to  catch  my  life  so  ploasaaily, 
As  to  prenominate)'  in  uice  conjecture. 
Where  tiiou  wilt  hit  me  4ead  t 

Achil.  1  tell  thee,  yea. 

Hed.  Wert  thou  an  oracle  to  tell  me  so, 
I'd  not  believe  thee.    Henceforth  guard  ibee  wtll 
For  I'll  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  there - 
But,  by  the  forge  that  stithied'  Mars  his  helm, 
I'll  kill  thee  every  where,  vea,  o'er  and  o'er.— 
You  wisest  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  br^. 
His  insolence  draws  fully  fh>m  my  lips; 
But  I'll  endeavor  deeds  lo  match  these  words. 
Or  may  1  .Tover 
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ActV 


Tker.  That  same  Diomed'sa&lse-heartedrogue, 
a  laiwt  unjuDt  knave ;  I  will  no  more  trust  him 
when  he  leers,  than  I  will  a  serpent  when  he  hisses : 
ho  will  spend  his  mouth,  and  promise,  like  Brabler 
the  hound:  but  when  he  performs^  astronomers 
foretell  it:  it  is  prodigious,^  there  will  come  some 
change;  the  sun  borrows  of  the  moon,  when 
Diomed  keeps  his  word.  I  will  rather  leave  to  see 
Hector,  than  not  to  dog  him :  they  say.  he  keeps  a 
Trojan  drab,  and  uses  the  traitor  Calchas'  tent: 
I'll  after.— Nothing  but  lechery!  all  incontinent 
varlets !  {ExU* 

SCENE  11.— B</br«  Calchas'  Tent. 

Enter  Diohedes. 

Dio,  What,  are  you  up  here,  ho  ?  speak. 
Cat,  [WUhin,]  Who  calls \ 
Dio.  Diomed. — Calchas,  I  think.- Where's  your 
daughter? 
C(U.  [  Within.']  She  comes  to  you. 

Enter  Tkoilds  and  Ultsses,  at  a  distance ;  ttfter 
them  Thkrsitss. 

Ulyse.  Stand  where  the  torch  may  not  discover  us. 
Enter  Cressida. 

Tro.  Cressid,  come  forth  to  him ! 

Dio,  How  now,  my  charge  1 

Ores.  Now,  my  sweet  guardian  ! — Hark !  a  word 
with  you.  [  Whispers. 

Tro.  Yea,  so  familiar ! 

Ulyss,  She  will  sing  any  man  at  first  sight. 

Ther,  And  any  man  may  sing  her,  if  he  caji  take 
her  clifTf*  she's  noted. 

Dio.  will  you  remember  ? 

Cres.  Remember?  yes. 

Dio.  Nay,  but  do  then ; 

And  let  your  mind  be  coupled  with  your  words. 

Tro.  What  should  she  remember  ? 

Uiyss.  List! 

Cres.  Sweet  honey  Greek,  tempt  me  no  more  to 
l.Ily. 

Ther.  Roguery! 

Dio.  Nay,  then,— 

Cres,  I'll  tell  you  what : 

Dio.  Pho,  pho !  come,  tell  a  pin :  You  are  for- 
sworn.— 

Cres,  In  faith,  I  cannot:  What  would  you  have 
me  dol 


Ther.  A  juggling  trick,  to  bo— secretly  open, 
did 
me^ 


Dio.  What  did  you  swear  you  would  bestow  on 


Cres.  I  pr'ythee,  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath ; 
Did  me  do  any  thing  but  that,  sweet  Greek. 

Dio.  Good  night. 

Tro.  H  old,  pati  ence ! 

Ulyss,  How  now,  Trojan  ? 

Cres.  Diomed, 

Dio.  No,  no,  good  night :  I'll  be  your  fool  no  more. 

TVo.  Thy  better  must. 

Cres.  Hark !  one  word  in  your  ear. 

Tro.  O  plague  and  madness ! 

Ulyss.  You  are  mov'd,  prince ;  let  us  depart,  I 
pray  you, 
Lest  your  displeasure  should  enlarge  itself 
To  wrathful  terms:  this  place  is  dangerous; 
The  time  right  deadly ;  I  beseech  you,  go. 

Tro.  Behold,  I  pray  you ! 

Ulyss.  Now,  good  my  lord,  go  off: 

You  flow  to  great  destruction :  come,  my  lord. 

Tro.  I  pr'ythee,  stay. 

Ulyss.  You  have  not  patience,  come. 

Tro.  I  pray  you,  stay;  by  hell,  and  all  hell's 
torments, 
I  will  not  speak  a  word. 

DU).  And  so,  good  night 

Cres.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger. 

Tro.  Doth  that  grieve  thee  ? 

0  wither'd  truth ! 

Ulyss,  Why,  how  now,  lord  ? 

Tro,  By  Jove, 

J  will  be  patient 

Cres.  Guardian !— whv,  Greek ! 

Dio.  Pho,  pho !  adieu ;  you  palter.? 

Cres.  In  faith,  I  do  not;  come  hither  once  again. 

Utyss.  You  shake,  my  lord,  at  something ;  will 


you  g9  ? 


/ou  will  'ireak  out 
7V9.  She  strokes  his  cheek ! 

•  PorteBtovs,  ominoiis  •  Ksy.  i  Shuffle. 


Ulyss.  Come,  cone. 

Trh,  Nay,  slay;  by  Jove,  I  will  not  speak  a  word 
There  is  between  my  will  and  all  offeneet 
A  guard  of  patience : — stay  a  little  while. 

Ther.  How  the  devil  luxury,  with  his  &t  rump 
and  potatoe  finger,  tickles  these  together!  l-'ry 
lecherj',  fry ! 

Dio.  But  will  you  then  ? 

Cres.  In  faith,  I  will,  la ;  never  trust  me  t\». 

Dio.  Give  me  some  token  for  the  surety  of  it. 

Cres,  I'll  fetch  you  one.  [Exi' 

Ulyss.  You  have  sworn  patience. 

Tro.  Fear  me  not  my  lord ; 
I  will  not  be  myself,  nor  have  cognition* 
Of  what  I  feel;  I  am  all  patience. 

Re-enter  Cressida. 

Ther.  Now  the  pledge;  now,  now,  now! 

Cres.  Here,  Diomed,  keep  this  sleeve. 

Tro.  O  beauty !  where's  thy  &ith1 

Ulyss.  My  lord, — 

Tro.  I  will  be  patient;  outwardly  I  will. 

Cres.  You  look  upon  that  sleeve;  Behold  it  well.— 
He  lov'd  me — O  false  wench !— Givc't  me  again. 

XHo.  Who  was'tt 

Cres.  No  matter,  now  I  have  I  again. 

I  will  not  meet  with  jrou  to-morrow  night: 
I  pr'ythee,  Diomed,  visit  me  no  more. 

Ther,  Now  she   sharpens ;— Well  said,  whet 
stone. 

Dio.  I  shall  have  it 

Cres.  What,  this? 

Dio.  Ay,  that 

Cres.  0,  all  you  gods ! — O  pretty,  pretty  pledge. 
Thy  master  now  lies  thinking  in  bis  bed 
Of  thee  and  me;  and  sighs,  and  takes  my  gloTe, 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  kisses  to  it 
As  I  kiss  thee.— Nay,  do  not  snatch  it  from  me; 
He  that  takes  that,  must  take  my  heart  withal. 

Dio.  I  had  your  heart  before,  this  follow:}  it 

Tro,  I  did  swear  patience. 

Cres.  You  shall  not  have  it,  Diomed ;  *&itb  yoa 
shall  not; 
ru  give  you  something  else. 

Dw.  I  will  have  this;  Whose  was  itt 

Cres.  *Ti8  no  matter. 

Dio.  Come,  tell  me  whose  it  was. 

Cres.  'Twas  one's   that  loved  me  better  thiu 
you  wilt 
But  now  you  have  it,  take  it 

Dio.  Whose  was  ii" 

Cres.  By  all  Diana's  waiting-women  yonder,* 
And  by  herself,  I  will  not  tell  you  whose. 

Dio.  To-morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  helm; 
And  grieve  his  spirit  that  dares  not  chailenite  i!. 

7Vo.  Wert  thou  the  devil,and  wor'st  it  on  tii}  horn 
It  should  be  challenged. 

Cres,  Well,  well,  *tis  done,  'tis  pwt;- And  jH 
it  is  not; 
I  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio.  Why  then,  fiireweU ; 

Thou  never  shalt  mock  Diomed  again. 

Cres.  You  shall  not  go.*— One  cannot  j^pcak  i 
word. 
But  it  straight  starts  you. 

Dio.  I  do  not  like  thiA  dxHivt 

Ther.  Nor  I,  bv  Pluto;  but  that  that  like*  uoi 
you,  pleases  me  best. 

Dio,  What,  shall  I  come?  the  hoar ! 

Cres,  A  V,  come : — O  Jotc  '-^ 

Do  come :— I  shall  be  plagued. 

Dio,  Farewell  till  then 

Cres.  Good  night.    I  pr'ythee,  come.— 

[Exit  Diomt-r^ 
TroihiR,  farewell !  one  eye  yet  looks  on  thre ; 
But  with  my  heart  the  other  eye  doth  set*. 
Ah !  poor  our  sex  !  this  fault  in  us  I  find. 
The  error  of  our  eye  directs  our  mind : 
What  error  leads,  must  err ;  O  then  conclude. 
Minds,  sway'd  by  eyes,  are  Aill  of  turpitud«'. 

[Extt  Ctitsi^i  , 

Ther,  A  proof  of  strength  she  eould  not  puhli*! 
more. 
Unless  she  said.  My  mind  is  now  tutu  d  whore. 

Ulyss.  All's  done,  my  lord. 

Tro,  It  ia. 

Utyss,  Why  stay  w«  then 

7ViD.  To  make  a  recordation!  to  my  >oul 
Of  every  syllable  that  here  was  spoke. 

■  KnowMlga.  •  Stars. 
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1*11  haunt  tliee  like  a  wicked  conscience  still. 
That  mouideth  goblins  swift  as  frenzy  thoughts.— 
Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy ! — with  comfort  go : 
Hope  of  revenge  shall  hide  our  inward  woe. 

[Exeunt  £nbab  and  Trojans. 

As  Troilds  u  going  out,  enters  from  the  other 

tiaet  Pandarus. 

Pan.  But  hear  you,  hear  you ! 

7Vo.  Hence,  broker  lackey !  i^nomy^  and  shame 
Pursue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name ! 

[Exit  Troilub. 

Pan,  A  goodly  med*cine  for  my  aching  bones  !— 
O  world!  world!  world!  thus  is  the  poor  agent 
despised !  O  traitors  and  bawds,  how  earnestly  are 
you  set  a'work,and  how  ill  requited !  Why  should 
our  endeavor  be  so  loved,  and  the  performance  so 
loithed?  what  verse  for  it  1  what  instance  for  ill- 
Let  me  see : — 


Full  merrily  the  humble-bee  doth  sin^. 
Till  he  hath  lost  his  honey,  and  his  sting: 
And  being  once  subdued  in  armed  tail. 
Sweet  honey  and  sweet  notes  together  fiul.— > 
Good  traders  in  the  flesh,  set  this  in  your  pamteC 
cloths.) 

As  many  as  be  here  of  panders*  hall. 
Your  eyes,  half  out,  weep  out  at  Pandar*s  &11: 
Or,  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  some  groan?. 
Though  not  for  me,  yet  ior  your  aching  bonck. 
Brethren  and  sisters,  of  the  nold-door  trade. 
Some  two  months  hence  ray  will  shall  here  be  mads 
It  should  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this,— 
Some  galled  goose  of  Winchester  would  hiss: 
Till  then  TU  sweat,  and  seek  about  for  eases; 
And,  at  that  time,  bequeath  you  my  ***—*— 

i  GsnTssi  bangings  fbr  roons,  psiatsd  wttk  sal 
and  inotlosa. 


i^CENE  in. 
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Tim.  That, 
Bv  killing  viilaina,  thoa  wast  bom  to  conquer 
Mv  country. 

pLt  up  thv  gold :  Go  on, — hereV  gold,— go  on ; 
B^  is  a  planetar]^'  plaisue,  when  Jove 
Vi  ill  o'er  some  high-vicM  city  hang  bis  poison 
lu  ihf  sick  air :  Let  not  thy  nword  Kkip  one : 
pi;v  not  honored  age  for  his  white  beard, 
IJt'V  an  usurer:  Strike  me  the  counterfeit  matron : 
l!  $  bpf  habit  only  that  is  honest, 
HcTselfa  a  bawd :  Let  not  the  virgin**  cheek 
Mike  soft  thy  trenchant^  sword ;  for  those  milk- 
paps, 
Tiut  through  the  window-bars  bore  at  men's  eyes, 
Are  not  within  the  leaf  of  pity  writ, 
SrMnem  down  horrible  traitors:  Spare  not  the  babe, 
WfKiM  dimpled  smiles  from  fools  exhaust  their 

mercy ; 
Think  it  a  bastard,'  whom  the  oracle 
Hath  doubtfully  pronounced  thy  throat  shall  cut, 
A:id  mince  it  sans  remorse  :>  swearagainst  objects  :> 
P  it  armor  on  thine  ears,  and  on  thine  eyes, 
Wh«>^  proo£  nor  yells  of  mothers,  maidii,  nor  babes, 
Nor  «i<nt  of  priests  in  holy  vestments  bleeding, 
i^iall  pierce  a  joL  There*8  gold  to  pay  thy  soldiers : 
M-ike  large  confusion ;  and,  thy  fury  spent. 
Confounded  be  thyself!  Speak  not,  be  gone. 

Alei^  Hast  thou  gold  yetl    I'll  Uke  the  gold 
thou  giv'st  me  1 
Ncit  all  thy  counsel. 

Tun,  Dost  thou,  or  dost  thou  not,  heaven's  curse 
upon  thee ! 

?Ar.4'  Tinum.  Give  us  some  gold,  good  Timon : 
Mafli  thou  more  1 

Tim,  Enough  to  make  a  whore  forswear  her  trade. 
And  to  make  whores,  a  bawd.    Hold  up,  you  sluts, 
Your  aprons  mountant:  You  are  not  oathable. — 
AlUiough,  I  know,  you'll  swear,  terribly  swear. 
Into  strong  ^hudderit,  and  to  heavenly  agues, 
Tbe  immortal  gods  that  hear  you, — spare  your 

oaths, 
rn  trust  to  your  conditions  :>  Be  whores  still ; 
And  be  wbotse  pious  breath  neeks  to  convert  you. 
Be  •trong  in  whore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up ; 
Let  yuur  cioee  fire  predominate  his  smoke, 
And  be  no  turncoats:  Yet  may  your  pains,  six 

months, 
B<^  quite  contrarV :  And  thatch  your  poor  thin  roofs 
;Vitli  burdens  or  the  dead ; — «ome  that  were  hang'd. 
5o(aatter: — wear  them,  betray  with  them :  whore 

still ; 
Paint  till  a  horse  may  mire  upon  your  face : 
A  pox  of  wrinkles! 

Phr.  f  Timan,  Well,  more  gold ;— What  then?— 
^Uexe  t,  that  we'll  do  any  thing  lor  gold. 

Tini.  Consumptions  sow 
In  hoilow  bones  of  man  ;  strike  their  sharp  shins, 
And  mar  men*s  spurring.  C  rack  the  lawyer's  voice. 
That  he  may  never  more  false  title  plead, 
Nor  «r}und  his  quillets^  shrilly :  hoar  the  flaroen, 
Tttat  scolds  against  the  quality  of  flesh, 
And  not  believes  himself:  down  with  the  nose, 
Di'wn  with  it  flat;  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Or  him,  that  his  particular  to  foresee, 
Smclhi  from  the  general  weal:  make  curl'd-pate 

niBians  bald : 
ind  let  the  unscarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 
Dfrire  some  pain  from  you :  Plague  all : 
That  your  activity  may  defeat  and  quell 
Ttke  Murcc  of  all  erection^— There's  more  gold : — 
Do  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  you. 
And  ditch<»  grave  you  all ! 

Phr,  4r  Timan,  More  counsel  with  more  money, 
bounteous  Timon. 

rim.  More  whore,  more  mischief  first;  I  have 
given  you  eamesL 

AteUf,  Strike  up  the  drum  towards  Athens. 
Farewell,  Timon ! 
tf  I  thrive  well,  I'll  visit  thee  again. 

Tim.  It*  I  hope  well,  I'll  never  see 

Aid^,  I  never  did  thee  harm. 

Tua,  Yes>  thou  spok'st  well  of  me. 

i^i*.  .       Call'st  thou  that  harm  1 

Tun.  Men  daily  find  it  such.   Get  thee  away, 
iDd  take  thy  beagles  with  thee. 

*  Citttlos.  *  An  allnstoD  to  the  tals  ofCEdipas. 

'  WHbout  pity.  *^ 

AnluMt  otjiBetM  of  ebarity  and  oompassloQ. 


see  thee  more. 


!.«- 


*  tocstjoas. 


«  ttabUltlssL 


Ateib.  We  but  (tfend  him.— 

Strike. 

[Drum  beats.    Exit  Alcibudeb,  PBHTNii^ 
and  TiMANDRA. 

Tim.  That  nature,  being  sick  of  man'b  unkint^ 
ness. 
Should  yet  be  hungry !— Common  mother,  thon 

[Digffing 
Whose  womb  unmeasurable,  and  infinite  breast, 
Teems,  and  feeds  all ;  whose  self-same  mettle, 
Whereof  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  pufTd. 
Engenders  the  black  toad,  and  adder  blue, 
The  gilded  newt,  and  eyeless  venom'd  worm,^ 
With  all  the  abhorred  births  below  crisp<*  heaven 
Whereon  Hyperion's  quickening  fire  doth  shine; 
Yield  him,  who  all  thy  human  sons  doth  hate. 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bosom  one  poor  root ! 
£nsear  thy  fertile  and  conceptions  womb. 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  man  ! 
Go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,  and  bears ; 
Teem  with  new  monsters,  whom  thy  upward  facs 
Hath  to  the  marble  mansion  all  above 
Never  presented  !-~0,  a  root,— Dear  thanks ! 
Dry  up  thy  marrows,  vines,  and  plough-torn  leas 
Whereof  ingratef^il  man,  with  liquorish  draughts. 
And  morsels  unctuous,  greases  his  pure  mind. 
That  from  it  all  consideration  slipsT 

Enter  Apehamttb. 
More  man  !  Plague !  plague ! 

Apem.  1  was  directed  hither:  Men  report 
Thou  doHt  affect  my  manners,  and  dost  use  them. 

Tim,  'Tis  then,  because  thou  dust  not  keep  a  doz 
Whom  I  would  imitate:  Consumption  catch  thee! 

Apem.  This  is  m  thee  a  nature  but  aflected; 
A  poor  unmanly  melancholy,  sprung 
From  change  of  fortune.    Why  this  spade  1  this 

place  1 
This  slave-like  habit,  and  these  looks  of  care  ? 
Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  silk,  drink  wine,  lie  soft, 
Hug  their  diseas'd  perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.    Shame  not  these  woods. 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper. 
Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  week  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has  undone  thee :  hinge  thy  knee. 
And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'lt  observe. 
Blow  oft'  thy  cap;  praise  his  most  vicious  strain. 
And  call  it  excellent;  thou  wast  told  thus ; 
Thou  gav'st  thine  ears,  like  tapsters,  tiiat  bid  wel- 
come. 
To  knaves,  and  all  approachers ;  'Tis  most  just. 
That  thou  turn  rascal;  hadst  thou  wealth  again. 
Rascals  should  have't.  Do  not  assume  my  likeness. 

Tim.  Were  I  like  thee,  I'd  throw  away  myself. 

Apem.  Thou  hast  cast  away  thyself,  being  like 
thyself; 
A  madman  so  long,  now  a  fool :    What,  think'st 
That  the  bleak  air.  thy  boisterous  chamberlain, 
Will  put  thy  shirt  on  warm  I  Will  these  moss*d  trees, 
That  have  outliv'd  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels, 
.And  skip  when  thou  point'st  out]    Will  the  cold 

orook. 
Candied  with  ice,  caudle  thy  morning  taste. 
To  cure  thy  o'emight  surfeit  t  call  the  creatures,— 
Whose  naked  natures  live  in  all  the  spile 
Of  wreakfUl  heaven :  whose  bare  unhoused  trunks, 
To  the  conflicting  elements  expos 'd, 
Answer  mere  nature,— bid  them  flatter  thee ; 
0 !  thou  Shalt  find 

Tim.  A  fool  of  thee :  Depart. 

Aoem.  I  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  1  did. 

Tvn.  I  hate  thee  worse. 

^P^ni.  Why  1 

Tim.  Thou  flatter'st  misery. 

ijiieiii.  I  flatter  not;  but  say  thou  art  a  caitiff: 

Tim.  Why  dost  thou  seek  me  out! 

Apem.  To  vex  theA 

Tim.  Always  a  villain's  office,  or  a  fool's. 
Dost  please  thyself  in'tt 

Apem,  Ay. 

Tim.  What »  a  knave  too  » 

Apem.  If  thou  didst  put  this  sour  eold  habit  on 
To  castigate  thy  pride,  'twere  well .  but  thou 
Dost  it  enforcedly ;  thou'dst  courtier  be  agair., 
Wert  thou  not  beggar.    Willing  misery 
Outlives  uncertain  pomp,  is  crown'd  before  ;7 
The  one  is  filling  still,  never  complete ; 
The  other  at  high  wish :  Best  stau«,  contentlcis, 

•  Tbs  serpent  called  the  blind-worm.  •  Curved. 

*  ic  Arrives  booiii«  at  the  oompWtktn  rf  tti  wlsh«s. 
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With  all  licentious  measure,  making  your  wills 
The  scope  of  justice;  till  now,  myself,  and  such 
Ah  slept  within  the  shadow  of  your  power, 
Have  wandered  with  our   travers'a  arms,^  and 

breath*  d 
Our  sufferance  vainly ;  Now  the  time  is  flu«h,i 
When  crouching  marrow,  in  the  bearer  strong. 
Cries,  of  itself.  No  more:  now  breathless  wrong 
Shall  sit  and  pant  in  your  great  chairs  of  ease ; 
And  pursy  insolence  shall  break  his  wind. 
With  fear  and  horrid  flight 

1  Sen,  Noble  and  young, 
When  thy  flrst  griefs  were  but  a  mere  conceit, 
i'>e  thou  hadst  power,  or  we  had  cause  of  fear, 
We  sent  to  thee;  to  give  thy  rages  balm, 

To  wipe  out  our  ingratitude  with  loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

2  Sen.  '  So  did  we  woo 
Transformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love. 

By  humble  message,  and  by  promised  means ; 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deserve 
The  common  stroke  of  war. 

1  Sen.  These  walls  f.f  ours 
Were  not  erected  by  their  hands,  from  whom 
You  have  received  your  griefe:  nor  are  they  such. 
That  these  great  to  wer8,trophie8,  and  schools  should 

fair 
For  private  faults  in  them. 

2  Sen.  Nor  are  they  living 
Who  were  the  motives  that  you  flrst  went  out; 
Shame,  that  they  wanted  cunning,  in  excess 
Halh  broke  their  hearts.    March,  noble  lord. 
Into  our  city  with  thy  banners  spread  : 

By  decimation,  and  a  tithed  death, 

[\f  thy  revenges  hunger  for  that  food. 

Which  nature  loathes,)  take  thou  the  destin'd  tenth; 

And  by  the  hazard  of  the  spotted  die. 

Let  die  the  spotted. 

1  Sen.  All  have  not  offended : 
For  those  that  were,  it  is  not  square^  to  taxe, 
On  those  that  are,  revenges:  crimes,  like  lands. 
Are  not  inherited.    Then,  dear  countryman. 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  without  thy  rage: 
Spare  thy  Athenian  cradle,  and  those  kin, 
VVhich,  in  the  bluster  of  thy  wrath,  must  fiiU 
With  those  that  have  ofTenaed :  like  a  shepherd, 
Approach  the  fold,  and  cull  the  infected  forth, 
But  kill  not  all  together. 

2  Sen.  What  thou  wilt, 
T^.tu  rather  shatt  enforce  it  with  thy  smile, 
Than  hew  to*t  with  thy  sword. 

i  Sen.  Set  but  thy  foot 

4rnM  «erosi.    *  Mattuv.    •  Not  regular,  not  equitable. 


Against  our  rampir'd  gates,  and  they  shall  ope  ; 
So  thou  wilt  send  thy  gentle  heart  before. 
To  say,  thouMt  enter  ftiendly. 

2  Sen.  Throw  thy  glove 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honor  else, 
That  thou  wilt  use  the  wars  as  thy  rpdre«s« 
And  not  as  our  confusion,  all  thy  powrra 
Shall  make  their  harbor  in  our  tuwn,  till  we 
Have  seafd  thy  full  desire. 

Alcib.  Then  there's  my  glove ; 

Descend,  and  open  your  uncharged  ports  ^ 
Those  enemies  of  Timon*s,  and  mine  own. 
Whom  you  yourselves  shall  set  out  for  renrooC 
Fall,  and  no  more :  and,— to  atonH  your  lean 
With  my  more  noble  meaning. — nota  mmn 
Shall  pass  his  quarter,  or  ofleiid  the  stream 
Of  regular  justice  in  your  city's  bounds. 
But  shall  be  remedied,  to  your  public  laws 
At  heaviest  answer. 

Bofh.  'Tis  most  nobly  spoken. 

Alcib.  Descend,  and  keep  your  words. 

[The  Senators  descend,  and  open  ike  Gatea 

Enter  a  Soldier. 

8oL  My  noble  general,  Timon  is  dead  ; 
Entombed  upon  the  ver>'  hem  o*  the  sea ; 
And  on  his  gravestone,  this  iiisculpture ;  which 
With  wax  I  brought  away,  whose  soA  impre^iou 
Interprets  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

Aleibt  [Reads.!   Here  liea  a  u>reidked  eone,  of 

wretched  mul  ber^t : 
Seek  noi  my  name :  A  plague  consume  you  wicked 

caiHjfa  l^  ! 
Bert  He  /,  T\moni  who,  a/tee,  all  Heing  men  did 

hate: 
Pass  by,  and  curse  thy  Jill  f  but  poM,  and  stay  nm 

here  thy  gait. 

These  well  express  in  thee  thy  latter  spirit*: 
Though  thou  abhorr'dst  in  us  our  human  griefs. 
ScornMst  our  brain's  flow,  and  those  our  dropleu 

which 
From  niggard  nature  fall,  vet  rich  conceit 
Taught  thee  to  make  vast  Neptune  weep  for  aye 
On  thy  low  grave,  on  faults  forgiven.    Dead 
Is  noble  Timon ;  of  whose  memorj" 
Hereafter  more.— Bring  me  into  your  city. 
And  I  will  use  the  olive  with  my  sword : 
Make  war  breed  peace;  make  peace  atxnt^vvar; 

make  each 
Prescribe  to  other,  as  each  other's  leech.* 
Let  our  drums  strike.  [i:xtunL 
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usury  to  support  usurers:  repeal  daily  any  whole- 
sor  ti;  act  ( st^bliihed  against  the  rich ;  and  provide 
ai\:re  piercing  statutes  daily,  to  chain  up  and  re- 
strain the  poor.  If  the  wars  eat  us  not  up,  they 
will ;  and  there*s  all  the  love  they  bear  us. 

Men.  Either  you  must 
Confet-s  yourselves  wondrous  malicious, 
Or  be  accusM  of  folly.    I  shall  tell  you 
A  pretty  tale;  it  may  be,  you  have  heard  it; 
But,  since  it 'serves  my  purpose,  I  will  venture 
To  ^^ale't^  a  little  more. 

1  CU,  Well,  I'll  hear  it,  sir :  yet  you  must  not 
think  to  fob  off'  our  disgrace  with  a  tale :  but,  an't 
please  you,  deliver. 

Men.  There  was  a  time  when  all  the  body's 
members 
Robeird  against  the  belly;  thus  accus'd  it:— 
That  only  like  a  gulf  it  did  remain 
r  the  midst  o*  the  body,  idle  and  inactive. 
Still  cupboarding  the  viand,  never  bearing 
Like  labor  with  the  rest;  where*  the  other  instru- 
ments 
Did  see,  and  hear,  devise,  instruct,  walk,  leel. 
And,  mutually  participate,  did  minister 
Unto  the  appetite  and  affection  common 
Of  the  whole  body.    The  belly  answered,— 

1  Ct/.  Well,  sir,  what  answer  made  the  belly  ! 

Men.  Sir,  I  shall  tell  you.— With  a  kind  of  smile. 
Which  ne'er  came  from  the  lungs,  but  even  thus, 
( For.  look  you,  I  may  make  the  belly  smile, 
As  well  as  speak.)  it  tauntingly  replied 
To  the  discontented  members,  the  mutinous  parts 
That  envied  his  receipt;  even  so  most  fitly^ 
As  you  malign  our  senators,  for  that 
They  are  not  such  as  you. 

I  Ct/.                       Your  belly's  answer:  What! 
The  kingly-crowned-head,  the  vigilant  eye, 
The  counsellor  heart,  the  arm  our  soldier. 
Our  steed  the  lej^,  the  tongue  our  trumpeter, 
With  other  muniments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  fabric,  if  that  they 

Men.  What  then? 

'Fore  me,  this  follow  speaks !— What  then  1— what 
theni 

1  CU.  Should   by  the  cormorant  body  be  re- 
strain *d. 
Who  i«  the  sink  o*  the  body, 

Men.  Well,  what  then  1 

1  CU,  The  former  agents,  if  they  did  complain. 
What  could  the  belly  answer  1 

Men,  I  will  tell  you; 

If  you'll  bestow  a  small  f  of  what  you  have  little) 
patience,  a  while,  you'll  near  the  belly's  answer. 

1  CU.  You  are  long  about  it. 

Men.  Note  me  this,  good  friend ; 
Your  most  grave  belly  was  deliberate. 
Not  rash  like  his  accusers,  and  thus  answered : 
TVuc  if  iiy  my  incorjMjmiefnendB,  quoth  he. 
That  I  receive  the  ffeneraljbod  aifiyt, 
Which  you  do  live  upoti :  and  Jit  Ui»i 
Because  I  am  the  storehouse^  and  the  shop 
Of  the  whtde  body :  But  if  you  do  remember, 
I  send  it  through  the  rivers  qfyour  blood. 
Even  to  the  court,  the  heart r-to  the  seat  o'  the  braim 
And,  through  the  eranktfi  and  qffiees  qf'man. 
The  strongest  nerves^  and  smaUirtfervar  veins. 
From  me  receive  that  naturat  cttmpeteney 
Whereby  they  Iwe :  And  though  that  alt  at  once, 
You,  my  good  friends,  (this  says  the  belly,)  mark 
me,— 

1  Cit,  Ay,  sir ;  well,  well. 

Men.  Though  all  at  once  cannot 

^ee  what  1  do  deliver  out  to  each ; 
Yet  I  eon  make  my  audit  up,  that  all 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  flour  qf'all. 
And  leave  me  but  the  bran.    What  say  you  to't  t 

1  Cit.  It  was  an  answer.    How  apply  you  this  t 

Men.  The  senators  of  Rome  are  this  goodly  t>elly, 
And  you  the  mutinous  members:  For  examine 
Their  counsel8,and  their  cares;  digest  thines  rightly 
Touching  the  weal  o'the  common ;  youanall  find, 
Ho  public  benefit  which  you  receive. 
But  it  proceeds,  or  comes,  fh>m  them  to  you. 
And  no  way  from  yourselves.— Whatdo  you  think? 
You,  the  great  toe  of  this  assembly  ? — 

1  Cit.  1  the  great  toe !    Why  the  great  toe  ! 

Men.  For  that  bemg  one  o*  the  lowest,  basest, 
poorest, 

•  Spread  It      «  Whereas.     •  Kzactly.     •  Windings. 
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Of  this  most  wise  rebellion,  thou  go'st  foremost; 
Thou  rascal,  that  art  worst  in  blood,  to  run 
Lead'st  first,  to  win  some  vantage.— 
But  make  you  ready  your  stiff  iMtB  and  clubs; 
Rome  and  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle. 
The  one  side  must  have  bale.^  Hail,  noble  Marcius! 

Enter  Caius  Mabcius. 

Mar.  Thanks.— What's  the  matter,  you  dmsfo- 

tious  rogues. 
That,  rubbine  the  poor  itch  of  your  opinion. 
Make  yourselves  scabs  ? 
1  Cit.  We  have  ever  your  good  wonl. 

Mar.  He  that  will  give  good  words  to  thee,  will 

flatter 
Beneath  abhorring.    What  would  you  have,  yot. 

curs. 
That  like  nor  peace.nor  war  t  the  one  affnght»  yt>u. 
The  other  makes  you  proud.    He  thai  trusu  yoo, 
Where  he  should  find  you  lions,  finds  you  hari>; 
Where  foxes,  geese :  You  are  no  surer,  no. 
Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  upon  the  ice. 
Or  hailstone  in  the  bud.    Your  virtue  is. 
To  make  him  worthy,  whose  oflence subdues  him. 
And  curse  that  justice  did  it  Who  deserves  grmt- 

ness. 
Deserves  your  hate :  and  your  afTections  arc 
A  sick  man*s  appetite,  who  desires  most  that 
Which  would  increase  his  evil.    He  that  depend* 
Upon  your  favors,  swims  with  fins  of  lead, 
And  hews  down  oalu  with  nisbea.     Hang  ye! 

Trust  ye  1 
With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind ; 
And  call  him  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate. 
Him  vile,  that  was  your  garland.     What^s 

matter. 
That  in  these  several  places  of  the  city 
You  cry  against  the  noble  senate,  who. 
Under  the  gods,  keep  you  in  awe,  which  else 
Would  feedon  one  another? — What's  their  see  Ikine^ 
Men.  For  corn  at  their  own  rates ;  wbcreot,  Hey 

say. 
The  city  is  well  stor'd. 

Mar.  Hang  'em !    They  sa)  ' 

They'll  sit  by  the  fire,  and  presume  to  know 
What's  done  i'  the  Capitol:  who's  like  to  n$<*. 
Who  thrives,  and  who  declines:  side  ikcuoti»,aid 

give  out 
Conjectural  marriages ;  making  parties  strong. 
And  fbebling  such  as  stand  not  m  their  iikmff. 
Below  their  cobbled  shoes.  They  say  there '«  ^ma 

enough  ? 
Would  the  nobility  lay  aside  their  rutb.* 
And  let  me  use  my  sword,  I'd  make  a  quarrr* 
With  thousands  or  these  quartered  sla'ves,  as  fat;:> 
As  I  could  pick<  my  lance. 
Men.  Nay,  these   are  almost  thoroughly  tv 

suaded ; 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  dtacretinn. 
Yet  are  they  passing  cowardly.  But  1  beseecti  fvi 
What  says  the  other  troop? 

Mar,  They  are  dissolved :  Han«  '«■ 

They  said  they  were  an-hungry ;  sigh*d  forth  pea 

verbs; — 
That,  hunger  broke  stone  walls;  that,dOK«  ino<i  ni 
That,  meat  was  made  for  mouths ;  thmt  the  om 

sent  not 
Com  for  the  rich  men  only :— With  the«e  shredn 
They  vented  their  complainings;   which  Nif^ 

answer'd. 
And  a  petition  granted  them,  a  strange  one, 
(To  break  the  heart  of  generosity. 
And  make  bold  power  look  pale,}  they  threw 

caps 
As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  boms  o*  the 
Shouting  their  emulation.' 
Men.  What  is  granted  th 

Mar,  Five  tribunes  to  defend  their  vulgar 

doms. 
Of  their  own  choice:  One's  Junius  Bratos, 
Sicinius  Velutus,  and  I  know  not— *Sd«ath ! 
The  rabble  should  have  Drat  unroord  the  rity. 
Ere  so  prevailed  with  roe :  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  power,  and  throw  forth  greater  the 
For  insurrection's  arguing. 
Men.  This  is  stranee. 

Mar,  Go,  get  you  home,  yon  ly^menls ! 


1  Bans. 
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With  accusations,  as  I  hear,  more  strong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Car.  The  word  is,  mildly :— Pray  you,  let  us  go ; 
Let  them  accuse  me  by  invention,  I 
Will  answer  in  mine  honor. 

Men.  Ay,  but  mildly. 

Cor.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then ;  mildly.   [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— rA<  Forum. 

Enter  Siciniub  and  Brutus. 

Bru.  In  this  point  charge  him  home,thathe  affects 
Tyrannical  power:  If  he  evade  us  there. 
Enforce  him  with  hint  envy  to  the  people; 
And  that  the  Ki>nil,  got  on  the  Anuates, 
Was  ne*er  distributed.— 

Enter  an  Adile. 

What,  will  he  come  1 

jEd.  He's  coming. 

Bru.  How  accompanied  1 

jEd.  With  old  Menenius,  and  those  senators 
That  always  favor*d  him. 

Sie.  Have  you  a  catalogue 

Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  procur'd, 
cset  down  by  the  poll  t 

jEfi.  I  have ;  'tis  ready,  here. 

Stc.  Have  you  collected  them  by  tribes! 

jEd.  I  have. 

Sic.  Assemble  presently  the  people  hither: 
And  when  they  hear  me  say.  It  ahull  be  so 
r  ike  r%A/  and  strength  iff' the  commons^  be  it  either 
K^r  death,  for  fine,  or  banishment,  then  let  them, 
11  I  say,  flne,  cry  fine;  if  death,  cry  death  f 
IiMisting  on  the' old  prerogative 
Ani  power  i*  the  truth  o*  the  cause. 

yE(L  I  shall  inform  them. 

Bru.  And  when  such  time  they  have  begun  tocry, 
Let  them  not  cease,  but  with  a  din  confus'd 
Enforce  the  present  execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  sentence. 

^d.  Very  well. 

Sie.  Make  them  be  strong,  and  ready  for  this  hint, 
When  we  shall  hap  to  give't  them.  , 

Bru.  Go  about  it— 

[ExU  ^dile. 
Put  him  to  choler  straight :  He  hath  been  used 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  worth 
Of  contradiction:  Being  once  chafed,  he  cannot 
Bo  reined  again  to  temperance;  then  he  speaks 
What's  in  his  heart;  and  that  is  there,  which  looks 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Enter  Coriolamus,  Menenius,  Comikiub,  Senators, 

and  Patricians. 

Sie.  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Men.  Calmly,  I  do  beseech  you. 

Cor.  Ay,  as  an  ostler,  that  for  the  poorest  piece 
Will  bear  the  knave*  by  the  volume.— The  honor'd 

gods 
Keep  Rome  in  safety,  and  the  chairs  of  justice 
Supplied  with  worthy  men !  plant  love  among  us! 
Throng  our  large  temples  with  the  shows  of  peace. 
And  not  our  streets  with  war ! 

1  Sen.  Amen,  amen! 

Men.  A  noble  wish. 

Re-enter  ^dile,  tei/A  Citizens. 

Sie.  Draw  near,  ye  people. 

^d.  List  to  your  tribunes;  audience:  Peace,  I 
say. 

Cor.  First,  hear  me  speak. 

Both  Tri.  Well,  say.— Peace,  ho. 

ConShall  I  be  charged  no  fUrther  thdn  thispresenti 
Must  all  determine  here  ! 

Sie.  I  do  demand. 

It  you  submit  you  to  the  people's  voices, 
Allow  their  officers,  and  are  content 
To  suffer  lawful  censure  for  such  faults 
As  shall  be  prov'd  upon  you  1 

C(tr.  I  am  content 

Mfn.  Lo,  citizens,  he  says,  he  is  content: 
The  warlike  service  he  has  done,  consider ; 
Think  on  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  show 
Like  graves  i'  the  holy  churchyard. 

Cor.  Scratches  with  bnars, 

Scars  to  move  laughter  only. 

Men.  Consider  fVirther, 

That  when  he  speaks  not  like  a  citizen. 
You  find  him  like  a  soldier :  Do  not  take 

•  Will  boar  b«lng  esUsd  a  koavs. 


His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  !«oun 
But,  as  I  say,  such  as  become  a  soldier, 
Rather  than  envyi  you. 

Com.  Well,  well,  no 

Cor.  What  is  the  matter. 
That,  being  pass'd  for  consul  mth  full 
I  am  so  dishonor'd^  that  the  rery  hour 
You  take  it  off'agam  1 

Sic.  Answer  to  ns. 

Cor.  Say  then :  'tis  true,  I  ought  so. 

Stc.  We  charge  you.that  you  have  oontri 
From  Rome  all  season'd*  office,  and  to 
Yourself  into  a  power  tyrannical ; 
For  which,  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  peo 

Cor.  How!  Traitor? 

Men.  Nay ;  temperately :  Your 

Cor.  The  fires  i*  the  lowest  hell  fold  in  the] 
Call  me  their  traitor! — Thou  injurious  t 
Within  thine  eyes  sat  twenty  thousand  d 
In  thy  handrt  clutchM  as  many  millioavi 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers,  I  would 
Thou  liest,  unto  thee,  with  a  voice  as  frtt 
As  I  do  pray  tlie  gods. 

Sie.  Mark  you  this,  pf 

at.  To  the  rock  with  him ;  to  the  rock  » 

Sie. 
We  need  not  put  new  matter  to  his  cbsn 
What  you  have  seen  him  do,  and  heard  hi 
Beating  your  officers,  cursing  yourselvev 
Opposing  laws  with  strokes,  and  here  dri 
Those  whose  great  power  must  try  him ; 
So  criminal,  and  in  such  capital  Kind, 
Deserves  the  extremest  death. 

Bru.  Bat  stncp 

Serv'd  well  for  Rome. 

Cor.  What  do  you  prate  of 

Bru.  I  talk  of  that,  that  know  iu 

Cor.  You! 

Men. 
The  promise  that  you  made  your  mother' 

Com. 
I  pray  you, 

Cor.  ril  know  no  further : 

Let  them  pronounce  the  steep  Tarpeisn  d 
Vagabond  exile,  flaying;  pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day :  I  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word: 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  • 
To  have*t  with  saying,  Good  morrow. 

Sic.  For  thii '' 

iAs  much  as  in  him  lies)  fh>m  time  to  tiine 
unvied^  against  the  people,  socking  mesn< 
To  pluck  away  their  power;  aa  now  at  is>: 
Given  hostile  strokes,  and  that  not^  in  thej^n^ 
Of  dreaded  justice,  but  on  the  oiinister^ 
That  do  distribute  it ;  In  the  name  o*  the  p«<1 
And  in  the  power  of  us  the  tribunes,  we. 
Kven  fVom  this  instant,  banish  him  our  cay; 
In  peril  of  precipitation 
From  off  the  rock  Tarpetan,  never  more 
To  enter  our  Rome  gates ;  1*  the  people  •  oia 
I  say,  it  shall  be  so. 
Ctif.  It  shall  be 


I*. 


It  shall  be  so :  let  him  away :  he*a  banished. 
And  so  it  shall  be. 

Com.  Hear  me,  my  masters,  and  my  coa 
friends ; 

Sie.  He*s  sentenced :  no  more  hearing. 

Com.  Let  mt «( 

I  have  been  consul,  and  can  show  from^  Ron 
Her  enemies'  marks  upon  me.  I  do  love 
My  country *s  good,  with  a  respect  more  tend 
More  holy  anaprorbund,  than  mine  own  lit4^. 
My  dear  wife's  estimate,^  her  womb*s  incxra 
And  treasure  of  my  loins;  then  if  (  would 
Speak  that 

Sie.  We  know  your  drift :  Speak  « 

Bru.  There*snomore  to  be  said,but  be  is  bsoi 
As  enemy  to  the  people,  and  his  country : 
It  shall  be  so. 

CU.  It  shall  be  ao,  it  shall  be  so. 

Cor.  Tou  common  cry^  of  curs !  whose  brs 
hate 
As  reek<  o'  the  rotten  fens,  whose  loves  I  pria 
As  the  dead  carcasses  of  unburied  men 
That  do  corrupt  my  air,  I  banish  you : 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty! 
Let  every  feeble  rumor  shake  your  hearts 

>  Malice.      •  or  tong  stondlng.       *  Skovcd  hsu 
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Fulfil  >  our  pleasure.    Live  a  thousand  years, 
I  shall  not  find  myself  so  apt  to  die ; 
No  place  will  please  me  so,  no  mean  of  death, 
As  here  by  Caesar,  and  by  you  cut  off. 
The  choice  and  master-spirits  of  this  age. 

Bru.  O  Antony !  beg  not  your  death  of  us. 
Though  now  we  must  appear  bloody  and  cruel, 
As,  by  our  hands,  and  this  our  present  act. 
You  see  we  do ;  yet  see  you  but  our  hands. 
And  tliis  the  bleeding  business  they  have  done : 
Our  hearts  you  see  not,  they  are  pitiful ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome 
(As  fire  drives  out  fire,  so  pity,  pity) 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Caesar.    For  your  part. 
To  you  our  swords  have  leaden  points^Vf  arkAntony: 
Our  arms,  in  strength  of  malice,  and  our  hearts, 
01  orother's  temper,  do  receive  you  in 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 
Cos,  Your  voice  shall  be  as  strong  as  any  man's. 
In  the  disposing  of  new  dinuties. 

Bru,  Only  be  patient,  till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  beside  themselves  with  fear, 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  cause. 
Why  I.  that  did  love  Caesar  when  I  struck  him, 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

Ant.  I  doubt  not  of  your  wisdom. 

Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  band : 
First,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  shake  with  you ; — 
Next,  Caius  Cassius,  do  I  take  your  hand ; 
Now,   Decius   Brutus,   yours  j— now   yours,  Me- 

tellus; 
Yours,  Cinna;  and  my  valiant  Casca,  yours  j^ 
Though  last,  not  least  in  love,  yours,  good  Trebo- 

nius. 
Gentlemen  all,— alas !  what  shall  I  say  1 
My  credit  now  stands  on  such  slippery  ground. 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  must  conceit  me. 
Either  a  coward,  or  a  flatterer.— 
That  I  did  love  thee,  Cfesar,  O,  'tis  true: 
If  then  thy  spirit  look  upon  us  now. 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee,  dearer  than  thy  death. 
To  see  thy  Antony  making  his  peace. 
Shaking  the  blooay  fingers  of  thy  foes. 
Most  noble!  in  the  presence  of  tny  corse  t 
Had  I  as  many  eyes  as  thou  hast  wounds. 
Wcepinz  as  fast  as  they  stream  forth  thy  olood. 
It  would  become  rac  better,  than  to  close 
n  terms  of  friendship  with  thine  enemies. 
Pardon  me,  Julius !— Here  wast  thou  bayM,  brave 

hart; 
Here  didst  tJiou  fall ;  and  here  tliy  hunters  stand, 
Sign'd  in  thy  spoil,  and  crimson'a  in  thy  lethe. 

0  world  I  thou  wast  the  forest  to  this  hart; 
And  this,  indeed,  O  world,  the  heart  of  thee<— 
How  like  a  deer,  stricken  by  many  princes, 
Dost  thou  here  lie ! 

Cos,  Mark  Antony, 

Ant.  Pardon  me^  Cains  Cassius: 

The  enemies  of  Caesar  shall  say  this: 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modesty. 

Cos,  I  blame  you  not  for  praising  Caesar  so ; 
But  what  comi>dct  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  fViends; 
Or  shall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  hands ;  but  was,  indeed, 
Sway'd  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Ciesar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all ; 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  shall  eive  me  reasons, 
Why,  and  wherein,  Cspsar  was  dangerous. 

Bru.  Or  else,  were  this  a  savage  spectacle : 
Our  reasons  are  so  full  of  good  regard, 
That  were  you,  Antony,  the  son  of  Cssar, 
You  should  be  satisfied. 

Ant.  That's  all  I  seek : 

And  am  moreover  suitor,  that  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  market-place; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  mena, 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral. 

Bru.  You  shall,  Mark  Antony. 

Cos.  Brutus,  a  word  with  you.— 

You  know  not  what  you  do :  Do  not  consent, 

[AHde. 
That  Antony  speak  in  his  flmeral: 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  mov'd 
By  that  which  he  will  utter  ? 
Bru.  By  your  pardon; 

1  will  myself  into  the  pulpit  first, 

«ind  show  the  reason  of  our  Ctesar's  death : 
What  Antony  shall  speak,  I  will  protest 
He  speaks  by  leave  and  by  permission ; 


And  that  we  are  contented,  Caear  shall 
Have  all  true  rites,  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
It  shall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong. 

Caa.  I  know  not  what  may  fall ;  I  like  it  doL 

Bru.  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  you  Ccsarv  bodf 
You  shall  not  in  your  funeral  speech  blame  us, 
But  speak  all  good  you  can  deviae  of  Casar; 
And  say.  you  do't  by  our  permission; 
£lse  shall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  funeral :  And  you  shall  speak 
In  the  same  pulpit  whereto  I  am  gomg, 
Ailer  my  speech  is  ended. 

Ant.  Be  it  so; 

I  do  desire  no  more. 

Bru.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us. 

[Exeunt  aU  but  Asto^t 

Ant.  O,  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  eait  i 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  butchers ' 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man. 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hand  that  shed  this  costly  blood ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophesy — 
Which,  like  dumb  mouths,  do  ope  their  ruby  lips 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue  >- 
A  curse  shall  light  upon  the  limbs  of^  men ; 
Domestic  fury,  and  tierce  civil  strife. 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy; 
Blood  and  destruction  shall  be  so  in  use. 
And  dreadful  objects  so  familiar. 
That  mothers  shall  but  smile,  when  they  behold 
Their  infiints  quartered  with  the  bands  of  war; 
All  pity  choked  with  custom  of  fell  deeds : 
And  Ciesur's  spirit^  ranging  for  revenge. 
With  At6  by  his  side,  come  hot  from  hell. 
Shall  in  these  confines,  with  a  monarch's  voicr. 
Cry,  Havoc .'^  and  let  slip  tlie  dogs  of  war; 
That  this  foul  deed  shall  smell  above  the  earth. 
With  carrion  men  groaning  for  buriaL 

Enter  a  ServanL 

You  serve  Octavius  Caesar,  do  you  not? 

Serv.  1  do,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  Cfesar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rxnae. 

Serv.  He  did  receive  his  letters,  amd  is  cnmLnx- . 
And  bid  me  say  to  you  by  word  of  mouth,— 
0  Caesar ! [  Seeing  the  B^m 

Ant.  Thy  heart  is  bi|?,  get  thee  apart  and  ^e^',- 
Passion,  I  see,  is  catching;  for  mine  eyec^ 
Seeing  those  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine, 
Bej^an  to  water.    Is  thy  master  coming  1 

Serv.  He  lies  to-nignt  within  seven  lea^^ue^  •  I 
Rome. 

Ant.  Post  back  with  speed, and  tell  him  what  l3i.*i 
chanced : 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rorar. 
No  Rome  of  safety  for  Octavius  yet ; 
Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  so.    Yet,  stay  a  vihiU  ; 
Thou  shalt  not  back,  till  I  have  borne  this  corsr 
Into  the  market-place :  there  shall  1  try. 
In  my  oration,  how  the  people  take 
The  cruel  iasue  of  these  Woody  men; 
According  to  the  which,  thou  shalt  discourse 
To  young  Octavius  of  the  slate  of  thiiDs.i. 
Lend  me  your  hand.  [Exeunt,  untk  CxsAjki  & 


t«< 


SCENE  ll^The  Forum, 


Enter  Brutus  and  Cassius,  and  a  Tkrvn^   / 

Citizens. 

at.  We  will  be  satisfied ;  let  us  be  ^cisfied. 

Bru,  Then  follow  me,  and  gi%-e  me  audiirr'-e. 
friends. — 
Cassius,  go  you  into  the  other  street. 
And  part  tlie  numbers.— 

Those  that  will  hear  me  speak,  let  them  stav  he^; 
Those  that  will  follow  Cassius,  go  with  him; 
And  public  reasons  shall  be  reiMered 
Of  Caesar's  death. 

1  at.  I  will  hear  Brutus  apeak. 

2  at.  I  will  hear  Cassius,  and  compare  l'h  i* 

reasons. 
When  severally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

[Extt  Cassius,  with  9ome  oftke  CitxA.v 
Brutus  goes  into  the  Rtmirum, 

3  at.  The  noble  Brutus  is  ascended:  Silence ! 
Bru,  Be  patient  till  the  last. 

Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers  P  hcflx  me  livr  ir.v 
cause ;  and  be  saent,  that  ye  may  hear :  bebevr  iTt« 
for  mine  honor :  and  have  respect  to  mine  Nic^^ 
that  you  may  believe :  censure  me  in  your  wisd«»ca ; 
*  The  ilgiial  for  giving  no  qvaiiar.        \ 
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JULIUS  CiESAR. 


Act  V. 


Luf.  Nothing,  my  lord. 
Bni,  Slcci  again.  Luciui.— Sirmb,  Claudius ! 
Fellow  thou!  awake. 
Var.  My  l'»rd ! 
Clan.  My  (ord! 

Bru,  Why  did  you  so  cry  out  gin,lii  your  sleepi 
V(zr.  Clau,  Did  we,  my  lord  i 
Bru,  Ay ;  Saw  you  any  thing  ? 


Var,  No,  my  lord,  I  aaw  nothing. 

Clau.  Nor  1,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Go, and  commend  me  to  my  brother  CasMus  ^ 
Bid  him  set  on  his  powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Var,  ClttUm  It  ahall  be  done,  mr  lord. 

[Exeun! 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  h—The  Ptofn*  qf  Philippi. 
Enter  Octavius,  Antony,  cmd  their  Army. 

Oct.  Now,  Antony,  our  hopes  are  answered : 
You  said  the  enemy  would  not  come  down. 
But  ke<>p  the  iiills  and  upper  regions; 
(t  proves  not  so :  their  battles  are  at  hand ; 
They  mean  to  warn^  us  at  Philippi  here, 
Answering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ant,  Tut,  I  am  in  their  bosoms,  and  I  know, 
Wherefore  they  do  it:  they  could  be  content 
To  visit  other  places;  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery,  thinking,  by  this  face. 
To  fasten  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  courage ; 
But  His  not  so. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  Prepare  you,  generals : 

The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  show ; 
Their  bloody  8i»;n  of  battle  is  hung  out, 
And  something's  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  Octavius,  lead  your  battle  soflly  on, 
U))on  the  left  hand  of  the  even  Held. 

Oct.  Upcm  the  right  hand  1,  keep  thou  the  left. 

Ant.  Why  do  you  cross  me  in  this  exigent? 

Oct.  I  do  not  cross  you ;  but  1  will  do  so. 

[March. 

Drum.    Enter  Brctus,  Casstus,  and  their  Army; 
LuciLiL'8,  TiTiNics,  Mbssala,  and  others, 

Bru.  They  stand,  and  would  have  parley. 

Cos.  Stand  fast,  Titinius :  We  must  out  and  talk. 

Oct.  Murk  Antony,  shall  we  give  sign  of  battle  1 

Ant.  i\o,  Ctesar,  we  will  answer  on  the  charge. 
Make  forth,  the  Kenerals  would  have  some  words. 

Oct,  Stir  not  until  Uie  signal. 

Bru.  Words  before  blows:    Is  it  so,  country- 
men 1 

Oct,  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 

Bru,  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  strokes, 
Octavius. 

Anr,  In  your  bad  strokes,  Brutus,  you  give  good 
words : 
Witness  the  hole  you  made  in  Cesar's  heart, 
Crying,  Long  live!  hail,  Caesar! 

Cos.  Antony, 

The  posture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown; 
But  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  HybUi  bees. 
And  leave  tliem  honey  less. 

Ant.  Not  stingless  too. 

Bru.  O.  yes,  and  soundless  too ; 
For  you  have  stol  n  tlieir  buzzing,  Antony, 
And,  very  wisely,  threat  before  you  sting. 

Ant.  Villains,  you  did  not  so,  when  your  vile 
daggers 
Hack  d  one  another  in  the  sides  of  Cssar: 
You  showM  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawn*d  like 

hounds. 
And  bow*d  like  bondmen,  kissing  Cssar*s  feet. 
Whilst  damned  Casca,  like  a  cur,  behind, 
Struck  Ciesar  on  the  neck,    O  flatterers ! 

Cos.  Flatterers!— Now,  Brutus,  thank  yourself: 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  so  to-day. 
If  Cassius  might  have  ruled. 

Oei.  Come,  come,  the  cause:  If  arguing  mako  us 
sweat, 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
Look; 

I  draw  8  sword  against  conspirators; 
When  think  you  ttiat  the  sword  goes  up  again? — 
Never  till  Cffsar's  three  and  twenty  wounds 
Be  well  avenged ;  or  till  another  Cesar 
Have  added  slaughter  to  the  sword  of  traitor*. 

Bru.  Cssar,  thou  canst  not  die  by  traitors*  hands, 
'Jniess  thou  bring*st  them  with  thee. 

•  StimiiMm. 


Oct.  Sol  hope; 

I  was  not  bom  to  die  on  BrutQs*  sword. 

Bru.  O,  if  thou  wert  the  noblest  of  thy  straiiu 
Young   man,   thou    couldst   not  die  more  bw 
norable. 

Caa,  A  peevish  school-boy,  worthless  of  bucii 
honor, 
Join'd  with  a  masker  and  a  reveller. 

Ant.  Old  Cassius  still! 

Oct.  Come,  Antony;  awty.— 

Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth : 
If  you  dare  tight  to-day,  come  to  the  field; 
If  not,  when  you  have  stomachs. 

[Exeunt  0ctavh;8.  Axtokt.  and  fketr  Anof, 

Caa.  Why  now,  blow,  wind;  swell,  bUiuw;  scd 
swim,  bark ! 
The  storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 

Bru.  Ho! 
Lucilius ;  hark,  a  word  with  you. 

Luc.  My  lord. 

[BRtrrcBond  Ltjcjuj:s  content  ojisrt. 

Cas.  Messala, — 

Mes.  What  says  my  general  ? 

Cas.  Mfstila, 

This  is  my  birth-day;  as  this  very  day 
Was  Cassius  born.    Give  me  thy*hancl,  Bfessala: 
Be  thou  my  witness,  that,  against  my  wiU. 
As  Pompey  was,  am  1  compel Td  to  net 
Upon  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 
You  know,  that  I  held  Epicurus  strong. 
And  his  opinion :  now  1  change  my  mind. 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  presage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  former"  enwrn 
Two  mighty  eagles  fell,  and  there  they  })errh*d. 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  ««ldier»*  han<t»; 
Who  to  Philippi  here  consorted*  us; 
This  morning  are  they  fled  away,  and  gone; 
And  in  their  steads,  do  ravens,  crows,  and  kites 
Fly  o*er  our  heads,  and  downward  ltM>k  on  us 
As  we  were  sickly  prey ;  their  shadows  seem 
A  canopy  most  fatal,  under  which 
Our  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost. 

Mes.  Believe  not  so. 

Cas.  I  but  believe  it  partly; 

For  I  am  fresh  of  spirit,  and  re«olv*d 
To  meet  all  perils  very  constantly. 

Bru,  Even  so,  Lucilius. 

Cae,  Now,  most  noble  Bmh^s, 

The  gods  to-day  stand  friendly ;  that  we  may. 
L'^vers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  aays  to  age! 
But,  since  the  aflhirs  of  men  rest  Ktill  unccrtsta, 
Let*s  reason  with  the  worst  that  may  belall. 
If  we  do  lose  this  battle,  then  is  this 
The  very  last  time  we  shall  speak  together: 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ? 

Bru.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  philosophy. 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cato  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  give  himself :— I  know  not  how. 
But  I  do  And  it  cowardly  and  vile. 
For  l^r  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life :— -arming  myselt  with  patienrr. 
To  stay  the  providence  of  some  high  powen 
That  govern  us  below. 

Cas.  Then^  if  we  lose  this  battle 

You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Thorough  the  streets  of  Rome  ? 

Bru,  No,  Cassius,  no:   think  not,  thou  no^J 
Roman, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  ^  bound  to  Rome ; 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind.    But  this  cwme  day 
Must  end  that  work  the  ides  of  March  begun ; 
And  whether  we  shall  meet  again,  I  know  noC 
Therefore  our  everlasting  fkrewell  take-:— 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  ftrewe^  Oasmus  ! 


bOO 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 


Phi.  Sir,  Rometimefi,  when  he  is  nol  Antony, 
h«  comes  too  short  of  that  great  property 
Which  still  should  go  with  Antony. 

Dent,  I  am  full  sorry, 

That  he  approves  the  common  liar.^  who 
Thus  speaks  ol*  him  at  Rome :  But  I  will  hope 
Of  better  deeds  to-morrow.    Rest  you  ha] 


'!ELt. 


SCENE  U.—Anotktr  Room. 


Enter  Charmtan,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  a  Soothsayer. 

Char.  Lord  Alexas,  sweet  Alexas,  most  any  thing 
Alexa-i,  almost  most  absolute  Alexas,  where's  the 
sooth  ayer  that  you  praised  so  to  the  queen  1  O,  that 
1  knew  this  husband,  which,  you  say,  must  change 
hisi  horns  with  garlands ! 

Alex.  Soothsayer. 

IkHtth.  Your  will ! 

Char.  Is  this  the  man  ! — Is*t  you,  sir,  that  know 
thinjcsl 

So(»fh.  In  nature's  infinite  book  of  secrecy, 
A  little  I  can  read. 

Alex.  Show  him  your  hand. 

Enter  Ekobarbub. 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly :  wine  enough, 
Cleopatra's  Nealth  to  drink. 

CAttr.  Good  sir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

wiKtth.  I  make  not,  but  foresee. 

Char,  Pray,  then,  foresee  me  one. 

StKtfh.  You  shall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

Char,  He  means,  in  flesh. 

Iras.  No,  you  shall  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char  Wrinkles  forbid ! 

Alex.  Vex  nut  his  prescience;  be  attentive. 

Char.  Hush ! 

SiHtih.  You  shall  be  more  beloving,  than  beloved. 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking. 

Alex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  some  excellent  fortune!  Let 
me  be  married  to  three  kings  in  a  forenoon,  and 
widow  tliem  all;  let  me  have  a  child  at  flftv,  to 
whom  Herod  of  Jewry  may  do  homage :  finci  me 
to  marry  me  with  Octavius  Ciesar,  ana  companion 
me  with  my  mistress. 

S(x)lh.  You  tihall  outlive  the  lady  whom  you  serve. 

Char.  O  excellent!  I  love  long  lite  better  than 
figs. 

Sooth.  You  have  seen  and  proved  a  fairer  former 
fortune 
Than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  Then,  belike,  my  children  shall  have  no 
names  :9  Pr'ythee,  how  many  boys  and  wenches 
must  I  have? 

SiMttli.  U  every  of  your  wishes  had  a  womb, 
And  fertile  every  wish,  a  million. 

Char.  Out,  fool !  I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch. 

Alex.  You  think,  none  but  your  sheets  are  privy 
to  vour  wishes. 

Char.  Nay,  come,  tell  Iras  hers. 

Alex.  We'll  know  ail  our  fortunes. 

Eno.  Mine,  and  most  of  our  fortunes,  to-night, 
•hall  be — drunk  to  bed. 

Iras.  There's  a  palm  presages  chastity,  if  no- 
thing else. 

Char.  Even  as  the  o'erflowing  Nilus  presageth 
Aimine. 

Iras.  Go,  you  wild  bedfellow,  you  cannot  sooth- 
say. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitftil  prog- 
nostication, I  cannot  scratch  mine  ear.— Pr'ythoe 
tell  her  but  a  worky-day  fortune. 

SotUh.  Your  fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras.  But  how?  but  how  ?  give  me  particulars. 

Sdoth.  1  have  said. 

Iras,  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  she  ? 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune 
better  than  1,  where  would  you  choose  it? 

Iras.  Not  in  my  huslMind's  nose. 

Char.  Our  worser  thoughts  heavens  mend !  Alex- 
as,—come,  his  fortune,  his  fortune.— O,  let  him 
marry  a  woman  that  cannot  go,  sweet  Isis,'  I  be- 
seech thee  !  And  let  her  die  too,  and  give  him  a 
worse !  and  let  worse  follow  worse,  till  the  worst  of 
all  follow  him  laughing  to  his  grave,  fifty-fold  a 
cuckold !  Good  Isis,  hear  me  this  prayer,  though 
t!  ou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  weight;  good  Isis, 
I  beseech  thee ! 

■  rane.    t  Sball  be  basUrda    •  An  Egyptian  goddess. 


Iras.  Amen.  Dear  goddess,  hear  that 
the  people !  for,  as  it  is  a  heart-brrakii 
hanasome  man  loose-wived,  so  it  is  a 
row  to  behold  a  foul  knave  uncuckold< 
fore,  dear  Isis,  keep  decorum,  and  lortui 
cordingly ! 

Char.  Amen. 

Alex.  Lo,  now !  if  it  lay  in  tfaeir  hand«| 
me  a  cuckold,  they  would  make  tbemseli 
but  they'd  do't 

Eno,  Hush !  here  comes  Antony. 

Char.  Not  he. 

Enter  Clsopatra. 

Cleo,  Saw  you  my  lord  ? 

Eno.  No,  lady. 

Cleo.  Waabei 

Char.  No,  madam. 

Cleo.  He  was  disposed  to  mirth ;  butoni 
A  Roman  thought  hath  struck  him.— Em 

Eno.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Seek  him  and  bring  him  hither. 
Alexas  ? 

Alex.  Here,  madam,  at  your  service.-! 
approaches. 

Enter  Antony,  urith  a  Mcsaeng^er  and  M: 

Cleo.  We  will  not  look  upon  him :  Go  m 
[Exeunt  Cleopatra,  EsoBAUirs,  Ales 
Charmian,  Soothsayer  and  AtteD<f 
Mess.  Fulvia  thy  wife  first  came  into  tLtl 
Ant.  Against  my  brother  Lucius  ? 
Mess.  Ay: 

But  soon  that  war  had  end,  and  the  ttmeV 

Made  friends  of  them,  jointing  their  lora' 
Csesar; 

Whose  better  issue  in  the  war,  from  Italy. 

Upon  the  first  encounter,  drave  them. 
Ant.  W< 

What  worst  ? 
Mess.  The  nature  of  bad  news  infects  tU\ 
Ant.  When  it  concerns  the  fool,  or  cow gri 

Things  that  are  past,  are  done  with  me.— T* 

Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  his  tale  lie 

I  hear  him  as  he  flatter'd. 
Mtss.  Labienus  i 

(This  is  stiff  news]  hath,  with  his  Parthian)  'a 

Extended^  Asia  from  Euphrates; 

His  conquering  banner  shook,  from  Syria 

To  Lydia,  and  to  Ionia; 

Whilst 

Ant.  Antony,  thou  wouldst  say— 

Mess.  0»  E ..  ^ 

Ant.  Speak  to  me  home,  mince  not  the  J^  * 
tongue ; 

Name  Cleopatra  as  she's  callM  in  Rome ; 

Rail  thou  in  Fulvia^s  phrase ;  and  taunt  mv  'H 

With  such  f\ill  license,  as  both  truth  and  iia.»i 

Have  power  to  utter.    O,  then   we   briii^  > 
weeds. 

When  our  quick  winds^  lie  still ;  and  our  ilk  u-  i 

Is  as  our  caring.^    Fare  tliee  well  a  while. 
Mess.  At  your  noble  pleasure.  [l 

Ant.  From  Sicyon  how  the  news  ?    Speai  i' 

1  Att.  The  man  from  Sicyon. — Is  tlierc  >ji 

one. 

2  Att,  He  stays  upon  your  will. 

Ant.  Let  him  appA 

These  strong  Egyptian  fetters  1  must  break. 

Enter  another  Messenn^r. 

Or  lose  myself  in  dotage.— What  are  you ! 

2  Mess.  Fulvia  thy  wife  is  dead. 

Ant.  Where  dinl  i 

2  Afew.  In  Sicyon: 
Her  length  of  sickness,  with  what  else  morr«rr 
Importetli  thee  to  know,  this  bears.  [Gites  a  >< 

Ant.  Forbear  u 

[ExUhU-^n 

There^s  a  great  spirit  gone !  Thus  did  1  dcMr«  i 
What  our  contempts  do  often  hurl  ttom  us. 
We  wish  it  ours  again ;  the  present  pleasure. 
By  revolution  lowering,  docs  become 
The  opposite  of  itself:  she^  good,  being  rone; 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back,  that  shovtl  hrr 
I  must  firom  this  enchanting  queen  break  od : 
Ten  thousand  harms,  more  than  the  ills  I  know 
My  idleness  doth  hatch.— How  now!  Enobiuti 


•  Overrun.  >  In  son««dlU'>&i^  •" 

«  Tilling,  ploughing:  prepare  as  to  prodece  f^t  w 
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ActE 


1 


Enter  Antony  and  Ventidius. 
£;io.  And  yonder,  Casar. 

Enter  CiSSAR,  Mbcanas,  and  Agrippa. 

Ant.  U  ove  compose?  well  here,  to  Parthia: 
Hark  you,  Ventidius. 

Caes,  I  do  not  know, 

Mocsnas ;  ask  Agrippa. 

I^p.  Noble  fViendfl, 

That  which  conibin'd  ns  was  mont  great, and  let  not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.    What's  amiss. 
May  it  be  gently  heard :  When  we  debate 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murder  in  healing  wounds:  Then, noble  partners, 
(The  rather,  for  1  earnestly  beseech,) 
Touch  you  the  sourest  points  with  sweetest  terms, 
Nor  curstiiess^  grow  to  tlie  matter. 

Ant.  *Tis  f^poken  well ; 

Were  we  before  our  armies,  and  to  fight, 
1  should  do  thus. 

Caea.  Welcome  to  Rome. 

Ant.  Thank  you. 

Cos,  Sit 

Atii.  Sit,  sir! 

Caea.  Nay, 

Then— 

Ant.  I  learn,  you  take  things  ill,  which  are  not  so; 
Or,  being,  concern  you  not. 

Caea.  I  must  be  laugh*d  at, 

If,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little,  I 
Should  say  myself  offended;  and  with  you 
Chiefly  i'  the  world :  more  laugh'd  at,  that  I  should 
Once  name  you  derogateiy,  when  to  sound  your 

name 
It  not  concernM  me. 

Ant.  My  being  in  Egypt,  Cssar, 

What  was't  to  you  1 

Caea.  No  more  than  my  residing  here  at  Rome 
Mijiht  be  to  you  in  Eg:ypt:  Yet,  if  you  there 
Did  practise^  on  my  state,  your  being  in  Egypt 
Mi^ht  be  my  question.' 

Ant.  How  intend  you,  practised  1 

CsM.  You  may  be  pleasM  to  catch  at  mine  intent, 
By  what  did  here  befall  me.  Your  wife,  and  brother, 
Aladc  wars  upon  me ;  and  their  contestation 
WuK  theme  for  you,  you  were  the  word  of  war. 

Ant.  You  do  mistake  your  business;  my  brother 
never 
Did  urge  me  in  his  act:  I  did  inquire  it; 
And  have  my  learning  from  some  true  reports. 
That  drew  their  swords  with  you.  Did  he  not  rather 
Dii*credit  my  authority  with  yours ; 
And  make  the  wars  alike  againt<t  my  stomach. 
Having  alike  your  cause  ?    Of  this,  my  letters 
Before  did  satisfy  you.    If  youMl  patch  a  quarrel, 
As  matter  whole  you  have  not  to  make  it  with. 
It  must  not  bo  with  this. 

Cses.  You  praise  yourself 

By  laying  defects  of  judgment  tc  nic;  bul 
You  patch*d  up  your  excuses. 

Ant.  Not  so,  not  so; 

I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  certain  on't, 
Very  necessity  of  this  thought,  that  I, 
Your  partner  in  the  cause  'gainst  which  he  fought, 
Could  not  with  graceful  eyes  attend  those  wars 
Which  'fronted^  mine  own  peace.  As  for  my  wife, 
I  would  vou  had  her  spirit  in  such  another : 
The  third  o'  the  world  is  yours;  which  withasnaflle 
You  may  pace  easy,  but  nut  such  a  wife. 

Eno.  'Would  we  had  all  such  wives,  that  the  men 
might  go  to  wars  witii  the  women ! 

Ant.  So  much  uncurable.  her  garboils,^  Ca^ar, 
Made  out  of  her  impatience,  (which  not  wanted 
Shrewdness  of  policy  too,)  I  grieving  grant, 
Did  you  too  much  disquiet:  for  that,  you  must 
But  say,  I  could  not  help  it. 

('as».  I  wrote  to  you. 

When  rioting  in  Alexandria ;  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  letters,  and  with  taunts 
Did  gibe  my  missive^  out  of  audience. 

Afit.  Sir, 

He  fell  upon  me,  ere  admitted ;  then 
Three  kings  I  had  newly  feasted,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  i'  the  morning:  but,  next  day, 
I  told  him  of  myself;  which  was  as  much 
As  to  have  ask'a  him  pardon :  Let  this  fellow 

«  Agree.  •  Let  not  111-hnmor  he  added. 

■  Une  bad  arts  or  stratagenui.    *  Subject  of  conversation. 
•  Opposed.  *  Oommotiona.  « Mesmngvr. 


Be  nothii%  of  our  strife;  if  we  contend. 
Out  of  our  question^  wipe  him. 

Casa.  You  have  broken 

The  article  of  your  oath ;  which  you  shall  never 
Have  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 

Lep.  Soft,  Casar. 

Ant.  No,  Lepidus,  let  him  speak ; 
The  honor's  sacred  which  he  talks  on  now. 
Supposing  that  I  lack'd  it:  But  on,  Ceisar; 
The  article  of  my  oath,— 

Caea.  To  lend  me  arms,  and  aid,  when  I  lequind 
them ; 
The  which  you  both  denied. 

Ant.  Neglected,  rather ; 

And  then,  when  poison'd  hours  had  bound  me  up 
From  mine  own  knowledge.     As  npurly  a.^  I  mar, 
I'll  play  the  penitent  to  you :  but  mine  honesty  * 
Shall  not  make  poor  my  greatne<fi.  nor  ray  power 
Work  without  it:  Truth  is,  that  Fulvia, 
To  have  me  out  of  Egypt,  made  wars  here ; 
For  which  myself,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
So  far  ask  pardon,  as  behts  mine  honor 
To  stoop  in  such  a  case. 

Lep'  'Tis  noblv  spoken. 

Mec.  If  it  might  please  you,  to  enforce  no  further 
The  griefss  between  ve :  to  forget  them  quite. 
Were  to  remember  tnat  the  present  need 
Speaks  to  atone^  you. 

Lep.  Worthily  spoke,  Mecma<>. 

Eno.  Or,  if  you  borrow  one  anoLher'i»  lovf  i>H 
the  instant,  you  may,  when  you  hear  no  more  vor*;* 
of  Pompey,  return  it  again :  you  Khali  have  limr  lu 
wrangle  in,  when  you  have  nothing  el«e  to  do. 

Ant.  Thou  art  a  soldier  only ;  speak  n«)  more. 

Eno.  That  truth  should  be  silent,  I  had  ahn^wt 
forgot. 

Ant.  You  wrong  this  presence,  therefore  spfak 
no  more. 

Eno.  Go  to,  then ;  vour  considerate  stone. 

Caea.  I  do  not  mucn  dislike  the  matter,  but 
The  manner  of  his  speech :  for  it  cannot  he. 
We  shall  remain  in  friendship,  our  o>ndition^ 
So  differing  in  their  acts.    Yet,  if  I  knew 
Whathoopshould  hold  usstauncb/roni  edgctoedjr 
O*  the  world  I  would  pursue  it. 

Agr.  Give  me  leave,  Casar,— 

Caea.  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Thou  hast  a  sister  by  the  mother*s  side, 
Admir'd  Octavia :  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  widower. 

Caea.  Say  not  so,  Agrippa ; 

If  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your  reproof 
Were  well  deserv'd  of  rashness. 

Ant.  I  am  not  married,  CiBsar:  let  me  hear 
Agrippa  further  8])eak. 

Agr.  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  arait>% 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  unslipping  knot,  take  Antony 
Octavia  to  his  wife:  whose  beauty  claims 
No  worse  a  husband  than  the  best  of  men ; 
Whose  virtue,  and  whose  general  Kraoes,  Fpeak 
That  which  none  else  can  utter.  By  this  marr.a^t:. 
All  little  jealousies,  which  now  seem  greaU 
And  all  great  fears,which  now  import  their  dan^rrr* 
Would  then  be  nothing:  truths  vvould  be  but  uie^ 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths :  her  lo\e  to  bo-L. 
Would,  each  to  other,  and  alt  lovei*  to  bt»th. 
Draw  after  her.    Pardon  what  1  have  spoke; 
For  *tis  a  studied,  not  a  present  tliought. 
By  duty  ruminated. 

Ant.  Will  Cwtar  speak  ? 

Caea.  Not  till  he  hears  how  Antony  ia  touch' d 
With  what  is  spoke  already. 

Ant.  What  power  is  in  Agrrr^ 

If  1  would  say,  Agrippa,  be  it  ao. 
To  make  this  gooal 

Caea.  The  power  of  Cecar,  and 

His  power  unto  Octavia. 

Ant.  May  I  never 

To  this  good  purpose,  that  so  &trly  ahowi^ 
Dream  of  impediment! — Let  me  have  thy  hand: 
Further  this  act  of  grace ;  and,  from  this  hour. 
The  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves* 
And  sway  our  great  designs ! 

Caea.  There  it  ib}*  hand 

A  sister  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  brother 
Did  ever  love  so  dearly :  Let  her  live 


•  ConTersaiton. 
«  kceondle. 
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will  be  the  vcr}*  Htmngler  of  their  amity ;  Octavia 
is  of  a  holv,  coJd,  and  still  conversation. 

Men,  Who  would  not  have  his  wife  bo  ? 

Eno,  Not  he,  that  himself  is  not  so ;  which  is 
Mark  Antonv.  He  will  to  his  Egyptian  dish  again : 
then  shall  tne  sighs  of  Octavia  olow  the  fire  up  in 
Co^ar;  and,  as  I  said  before,  that  which  is  the 
sU'ci^th  of  their  amity,  shall  prove  the  immediate 
author  of  their  variance.  Antony  will  use  his  aflec- 
tioif  where  it  is;  he  married  but  his  occasion  here. 

Men.  And  tlius  it  may  be.  Come,  sir,  will  you 
aboard  ?  I  have  a  health  for  you. 

Enc,  I  shall  take  it,  sir :  we  have  used  our  throats 
in  Egypt 

Men.  Come ;  let's  away.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII.— On    board    Pompcy's    Galtey, 
lying  near  Misenum. 

Mu9ie.  Enter  two  or  three  Servants,  t^i^i  a  Banquet. 

1  Stro.  Here  they'll  be,  man :  Some  o' their  plantsB 
arc  ill-rooted  already;  the  least  wind  i'  the  world 
vkill  blow  them  down. 

2  Sero,  Lepidus  is  high-colored. 

1  Serv.  They  have  made  him  dnnk  alms-drink. 

2  Serv,  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  dis- 
position, he  cries  out,  Ad  more;  reconciles  them  to 
his  entreaty,  and  himself  to  the  drink. 

1  Serv.  But  it  raises  the  greater  war  between 
him  and  his  discretion. 

2  Serv.  Why^  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great 
men^s  fellowsnip :  I  had  as  lief  have  a  rc«d  that  will 
do  me  no  service,  as  a  ]>artizan>  I  could  not  heave. 

1  Serv.  To  be  called  into  a  huge  sphere,  and  not 
to  be  seen  to  move  in't.  are  the  holes  where  eyes 
should  be,  which  pitiAilly  disaster  the  cheeks. 

A  Sennet  sounded.    Enter  Cass  a  a,  ANTOinr,  Pom- 

PEV,  LSPIDUS,  AGRIPPA,  MECiBMAS,   ENOfiABBCB, 

Mbnas,  with  other  Captains. 

Ant.  Thus  do  they,  sir:   [To  Caibar.]    They 
take  the  flow  o'  the  Nile 
By  certain  scales  i'  the  pyramid ;  they  know, 
By  the  height,  the  lowness,  or  the  mean,  if  dearth, 
Or  foi8on,2  follow :  The  higher  Nilus  swells. 
The  more  it  promises :  as  it  ebbs,  the  seedsman 
Upon  the  slime  and  ooze  scatters  his  grain. 
And  shortly  comes  to  harvest 

Lep.  You  have  strange  serpents  there. 

Ant.  Ay,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  serpent  of  Egypt  is  bred  now  of  your 
mud  by  the  operation  of  your  sun;  so  is  your  cro- 
codile. 

Ant,  They  are  so. 

Pom.  Sit,— and  some  wine.— A  health  to  Lepidus. 

Lep,  I  am  not  so  well  as  I  should  be,  but  I'll 
ne'er  out. 

Eno,  Not  till  you  have  slept;  I  fear  me,  you'll 
be  in,  till  then. 

Lep.  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard,  the  Ptolemies' 
pyramises  are  very  goodly  things;  without  contra- 
diction, I  have  heard  that 

Men.  Pompey,  a  word.  [AsMe. 

Pom.  Say  in  mine  ear :  What  is't  1 

Men.  Forsake  thy  seat,  I  do  beseech  thee,  captain, 
And  hear  me  speak  a  word.  [Aside. 

Pom.  Forbear  me  till  anon.— 

This  wine  for  Lepidus. 

Lep.  What  manner  o'  thing  is  your  crocodile  t 

Ant.  It  is  shaped,  sir,  like  itself;  and  it  is  as  broad 
as  it  hath  breadth ;  it  is  just  so  high  as  it  is,  and 
moves  with  its  own  organs ;  it  lives  oy  that  which 
nourisheth  it;  and  the  elements  once  out  of  it,  it 
transmigrates. 

Lep,  What  color  is  it  ofl 

Ant,  Of  its  own  color  too. 

I^.  'Tis  a  strange  serpent 

Ant.  'Tis  so.    Aiid  the  teare  of  it  are  wet 

C-M.  Will  this  description  satisfy  him  1 

Ant.  With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him, 
else  he  is  a  very  epicure. 

Pum.  [To  ^IESA8.  Aside.]  Go,  hang,  sir,  hang ! 
Tell  me  of  that  ?  away. 
Do  as  I  bid  you.— Where's  this  cup  I  call'd  fori 

Men.  If  ibr  the  sake  of  merit  thou  wilt  hear  me, 
Rise  iTom  thy  stooL  [Aside. 

Pom.  I  think,  thouVt  mad.  The  matter! 

_  -         ^  [Rises,  and  umlks  aside. 

Men.  I  have  ever  held  my  cap  off  to  thy  fortunes. 


*Fo«t 


PU«. 


•  Ptonty. 


Pom.  Thou  hast  serv'd  me  with  much  laiia 
What's  else  to  say  1 
Be  ioUy,  lords. 

Ant.  These  quicksands,  Lepidus, 

Keep  off  them,  for  you  sink. 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  all  the  world! 

Pom.  What  say  Hit  ihou ' 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  the  whole  ^urid! 
That's  twice. 

Pom.  How  should  that  be? 

Men,  But  entertain  it,  ao^ 

Although  you  think  me  poor,  1  am  the  man 
Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

Pom,  Hast  thou  dnmk  well  1 

Men,  No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cup 
Thou  art,  if  thou  dar'bt  be,  the  earthly  Jove : 
Whate'er  the  ocean  pales,^  or  aky  indipB,^ 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  havet 

Pom,  Show  me  which  way. 

Men,  These  three  world-soaren,  these  compnti- 
tors,^ 
Are  in  thy  vessel :  Let  me  cut  the  cable ; 
And,  when  we  are  put  off,  &11  to  th^  throats: 
All  there  is  tliine. 

Pom,  Ah,  this  thou  shouldst  have  done, 

And  not  have  spoken  on't !  In  roe,  tis  villan y ; 
In  thee,  it  had  been  good  service.  Thou  must  Inow, 
'Tis  not  my  i^rofit  that  doth  lead  mine  honor ; 
Mine  honor,  it.    Repent,  that  e'er  thy  tonirue 
Hath  so  betray'd  thine  act:  Being  done  unknown, 
I  should  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done ; 
But  must  condemn  it  now.    Deaist,  and  drink. 

Men,  For  this  1  [Asvk. 

I'll  never  follow  thy  pall'd<  fortunes  more,— 
Who  seeks,  and  w^ill  not  take,  when  onc«  'tis  ofkft. 
Shall  never  find  it  more. 

P(im,  This  health  to  I^pido;^ 

Ant,  Bear  him  ashore.— I'll  pledge  it  Ibr  huo, 
Pompey. 

Eno.  Here's  to  thee,  Menaa. 

Men,  EnobarbuB,  welcome 

Pom.  Fill  till  the  cup  be  hid. 

Eno,  There's  a  strong  fellow,  Meiias. 

[Pointing  to  the  Attendant  voko  eamtt 
off  Lepidus. 

Men.  Why ! 

Eno.  He  h*an 

The  third  part  of  the  world,  man :  Seeat  noi? 

Men.  The  third  pert  then  is  drunk:  'WouM  d 
were  all. 
That  it  mi^ht  go  on  wheels ! 

Eno,  Drink  thou ;  increase  the  recla. 

Men,  Come. 

Pom,  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  feas4. 

Ani,  It  ripens  towards  it— Strike  the  vcsix^  bo ! 
Here  is  to  Cssar. 

Cses,  I  could  weH  forbear  it 

It's  monstrous  labor  when  I  wash  my  brain, 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

Ani,  Be  a  child  o'  the  time. 

Cast.  Poesess?  it,  I'll  make  answer:    But  I  \aA 
rather  Ikst 
From  all.  four  days,  than  drink  so  much  in  one. 

Eno,  Ha,  my  brave  emperor!  [7b  Amvjst 

Shall  we  dance  now  the  Egyptian  fiaochanal«, 
And  celebrate  our  drink  t 

Pom,  Let's  ha\  good  soldier 

Ant,  Come,  let  us  all  take  hands ; 
Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  steepM  otir  senar 
In  soft  and  delicate  Lethe. 

,,iBno.  AU  take  hands.—       I 

Make  battery  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  mu»ic^-   i 
The  while,  I'll  place  you :  Then  the  boy  ithall  aiur  J 
The  holdings  every  man  shall  bear,  as  loud 
As  his  strong  sides  can  volley 

[ilftmc  ptayn,    ExoRA&BUd  p/ooy  !«*« 
hand  in  hand. 

SONG. 

Come^  thou  monarch  fffthe^  tine^ 
Plumpy  Bacehus,  with  pink  eime:^ 
In  thy  vats  our  cares  he  drowned ; 
With  thy  grapes  our  hairs  be  crown' d: 
Cup  us,  tilt  the  world  go  round  ,• 
Cup  ust  till  the  world  go  round* 

CsBS,  What  would  you  more  ?— Pompr) .  ftx  * 
night.    Good  Brother, 

•  Encom panes .         «  Rmbraon.  »  OomMi  r  %\*k 

•  Cloyed.     «  Underttaud.      •  Bordan,  dun  •^      •  Evf« 
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Cfey.  No,  sweet  Octavia, 

You  Bhnll  bear  fVoin  me  still :  the  time  shall  not 
Out-go  my  thinking  on  you. 

Ant.  Come,  sir.  come : 

I'll  wrestle  with  you  in  my  stren^jth  of  love: 
Look,  here  I  have  you ;  thus  I  let  you  go, 
And  {five  you  to  the  gods. 

Cass.  Adieu  ;  be  happy  ! 

Lep.  Let  all  the  number  of  the  stars  give  light 
To  tny  fair  way ! 

Cms*  Farewell,  farewell !    [Kisnes  Octavia. 

Ant*  Farewell ! 

[Trumpets  sound.    Exeunt. 

SCENE  in. —Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  Where  is  the  fellow  7 

Alex.  Half  afcard  to  come. 

Cleo.  Go  to,  go  to : — Come  hither,  sir. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Alex.  Good  majesty, 

Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon  you, 
But  when  you  are  well  pleas'd. 

Cleo,  That  Herod's  head 

I'll  have:  But  how?  when  Antony  is  gone, 
Through  whom  I  might  command  it.— Come  thou 
near. 

Mess.  Most  gracious  majesty, — 

Cleo.  Didst  thou  behold 

Octavia  1 

Mess.  Ay,  dread  queen. 

Cleo.  Where  1 

Mess.  Madam,  in  Rome 

I  look'd  her  in  the  face,  and  saw  her  led 
Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Antony. 

Cleo.  Is  she  as  tall  as  me  1 

Mess.  She  is  not,  madam. 

Cleo.  Didst  hear  her  speak?  Is  she  shrill-tongued, 
or  low  1 

Mess.  Madam,  I  heard  her  speak;  she  is  low- 
voiced. 

Cleo.  That*s  not  so  good :— He  cannot  like  her 
long. 

Char.  Like  her!    O  Isis!   tis  impossible. 

Cleo.  I  think  so,  Charmian :  Dull  of  tongue,  and 
dwarfliiih ! — 
What  majesty  is  in  her  gait  ?    Remember, 
If  e*er  thou  look'dst  on  ms^esty. 

Mess.  She  creeps ; 

Her  motion  and  her  station^  are  as  one : 
She  shows  a  body  rather  than  a  life; 
A  statue,  than  a  oreather. 

Cleo.  Is  this  certain  1 

Mess,  Or  I  have  no  observance. 

Char,  Three  in  Egypt 

Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He's  very  knowing, 

I  do  pcrceive't:— There's  nothing  in  her  yet: — 
The  fellow  has  good  judgment. 

Char,  Excellent 

Cleo,  Guess  at  her  years,  I  pr'ythee. 

Mess.  Madam, 

She  was  a  widow. 

Cleo.  Widow  ?— Charmian,  hark. 

Mess.  And  I  do  think,  she's  thirty. 

Cleo.  Bcar'st  thou  her  face  in  mmd  1  Is  it  long, 
or  round  1 

Mess.  Round  even  to  fault iness. 

Cleo.  For  the  most  part  too, 

They  are  foolish  that  are  so. — Her  hair,  what  color] 

Mess.  Brown,  madam:  And  her  forehead  is  as 
low 
As  she  would  wish  it. 

Cleo.  There  is  gold  for  thee. 

Xhou  muh.  not  take  my  former  sharpness  ill : — 
1  will  employ  thee  back  again;  I  And  thee 
MoKt  fit  for  business :  Go,  make  thco  ready ; 
Our  letters  are  prepared.  [Exit  Messenger. 

Char.  A  proper  man. 

Cleo.  Indeed,  he  is  so:  I  repent  me  much, 
That  so  I  harry'd'J  him.   Why,  methinks,  by  him, 
This  creature's  no  such  thing. 

Char.  O,  nothing,  madam. 

Cleo.  The  man  hath  seen  some  majesty,  and 
should  know^. 

Char.  Hath  he  seen  majesty  ?    Isis  else  defend, 
%nd  serving  you  so  long ! 

•  StaoiUng  itOL  t  polled,  lagge<L 


Cleo.  I  have  one  thing  more  to  ask  him  vet 
good  Charmian : 
But  'tis  no  matter:  thou  shalt  bring  hiro  lo  me 
Where  I  will  write:  All  may  be  well  enoujcb. 

Char,  I  warrant  you,  madam.  [Ej^ttttt 

SCENE  IV.— Athens.  A  Room  in  Antony's  Ho*j^ 
Enter  Antony  and  Octavia. 

Ant.  Nay,  nay,  Octavia;  not  only  that,— 
That  were  excusable,  that,  and  thtinsand^  more 
Of  semblable  import. — but  he  hath  wa^cKl 
New  wars  'gainst  Pompey ;  made  his  will,  and  read  it 
To  public  ear: 

Spoke  scantly  of  me:  when  perforce  he  could  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honor,  cold  and  Hickiy 
He  vented  them ;  most  narrow  measure  lent  me : 
When  the  best  hint  was  given  him,  he  not  tookX 
Or  did  it  fVoni  his  teeth. i 

Oeta.  O  my  good  lord. 

Believe  not  all ;  or,  if  you  must  oelie  ve. 
Stomach'  not  all.    A  more  unhappy  lady. 
If  this  division  chance,  ne*er  stood  between. 
Praying  for  both  parts: 
Ana  the  good  gods  will  mock  nie  presently. 
When  I  shall  pray,  O,  bless  my  lord  and  husband' 
Undo  that  prayer,  bv  crying  out  as  loud. 
O,  bless  my  brother:  Husband  win,  win  brother, 
Prays,  ana  destroys  the  prayer;  no  n&idway 
'Twixt  these  extremes  at  all. 

Ant.  Gentle  Octavtu. 

Let  your  best  love  draw  to  that  point,  which  i«eta 
Best  to  preserve  it :  If  I  lose  mine  honor, 
I  lose  myself:  l>etter  I  were  not  yourH« 
Than  yours  so  branchless.    But, an  yc»u  requested. 
Yourself  shall  go  between  us :  The  mean  tiDie,Ud\, 
I'll  raise  the  preparation  of  a  war 
Shall  stains  your  brother :  Make  your  soonest  ha»u; 
So  your  desires  are  yours. 

Octa.  Thanks  to  my  lord. 

The  Jove  of  power  make  me,  most  weak,  Dici^t  wt^t 
Your  reconciler!  Wars  'twixt  you  twain  wouid'je 
As  if  the  world  should  cleave,  and  that  slain  luen 
Should  solder  up  the  rift. 

Ant,  When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  berin^ 
Turn  your  displeasure  that  way ;  for  our  £iu\i» 
Can  never  be  so  equal,  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  them.  Provide  your  gointr: 
Choose  yourown  company,  and  command  wikatc>-it 
Your  heart  has  mind  to.  {ExtwU 

SCENE  V. 


■Another  Room  in  the 
Enter  Enobabbos  and  Eros,  fneeHn^ 

Eno.  How  now,  ft-iend  Eros  1 

Eros,  There's  strange  news  come,  sir. 

Eno.  What,  mant 

Eros.  Caesar  and  Lepidus  have  made  wars  upca 
Pompey. 

Eno.  This  is  old :  What  is  the  suceem  ?« 

Eros.  Cssar,  having  made  u^e  of  him^  in  t^c 
wars  'gainst  Pompey.  prej^cntly  denied  liim  n^al- 
\iyf  would  not  let  him  partako  in  tho  pl^ry  ot  w.t 
action:  and  not  resting  here, accuser  nini  of  :ct* 
ters  he  had  formerly  wrote  to  Pom|M«y ;  up«»n  r.i. 
own  appeal,^  seizes  him  :  So  the  jjoor  third  »>  jp, 
till  death  enlarge  his  confme. 

EtU),  Then,  world,  thou  hast  a  pair  of  chaps  «k> 
more ; 
And  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  h  t-t. 
They'll  grind  the  one  the  other.  When****  Aiitor.\  ' 

Eros.  He's  walkmg  in  the  garden— thu>;  a  d 
spurns 
The  rush  thai  lies  before  him  ;  cries  FooL  Lczulu,-  ' 
And  threats  the  throat  of  tiiat  his  otticri. 
That  murder'd  Pompey. 

Eno.  Our  great  nar\  V  ricfft-i. 

Eros.  For  luly.  and  Caesar.    More,  Domitiuji ; 
My  lord  desires  you  presently:  my  news 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 
„  -fc-'W.  •Twill  be  naught : 

But  let  It  be.-~Bring  me  to  Antony. 

Eros.  Come,  sir.  [ExrufU. 

SCENE  VI.— Rome.    A  Room  in  Oewar**  Huuae. 

Enter  Cxsaju  Aokippa,  and  Mbc«xa«. 

CsBS.  Contemning  Rome,  he  has  done  all  th>s  * 
And  more ; 

1  Indistinct,  through  hU  tMh.  «  Rt^cL 

>l>lMgra  ©.         *  What  followb?  •  ».  e.  Ltyiavi. 

•  liquid  ank. 
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Their  Bhlps  are  yare;*  youn*,  heavy.    No  disgrace 
t^hall  fall  yon  for  refusing  him  at  sea, 
Bein;?  prepared  for  land. 

Ant.  By  sea,  by  sea. 

Eno.  Most  worthy  sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  ahKolute  soldiership  you  have  by  land; 
Distract  your  army,  which  doth  most  consist 
Of  war-mark'd  footmen;  leuve  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  knowledge ;  quite  forego 
1  he  t%ay  which  promises  assurance;  and 
Give  up  yourself  merely  to  chance  and  hazard, 
From  firm  security. 

Ani.  ril  fi^ht  at  sea. 

Cteff.  I  have  sixty  sails,^  Ca*sar  none  better. 

Ant,  Our  overplus  of  shipping  will  we  bum: 
And,  with  the  rest  fUU-mann'd  from  the  head  of 

Actium 
Beat  the  approaching  Cesar.    But  if  we  &il, 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

We  then  can  do*t  at  land.— Thy  business  1 

Mess,  The  news  is  true,  my  lord ;  he  is  deacried ; 
Ciesar  hn»  taken  Toryne. 

Ant,  Can  he  bo  there  in  person  1  'tis  impossible; 
Strantce,  that  his  power  should  be. — Caniaius, 
Our  nineteen  legions  thou  shalt  hold  by  land, 
And  our  twelve  thousand  horse: — we*U  to  our 
ship; 

Enter  a  Soldier. 

Away,  my  Thetis !> — How  now,  worthy  soldier! 

Stdi^  O  noble  emperor,  do  not  fight  By  sea ; 
Truftt  not  to  rotten  planks:  Do  you  misdoubt 
This  sword,  and    these   my  wounds!    Let   the 

Ki^yptians, 
And  the  Phcenicians,  go  a-ducking;  we 
Have  used  to  conquer,  standing  on  the  earth. 
And  fighting  fout  to  foot. 

Ant,  Well,  well,  away. 

\Ex.  Antony,  Cleopatiia,  and  Enobarbus. 

S(Ud,  Hy  Hercules,  I  think.  I  am  i^  the  right. 

Con.  Soldier,  thou  art:  but  nis  whole  action  grows 
Not  in  the  power  onH :  So  our  leader's  led, 
And  we  are  women^s  men. 

SoUU  You  keep  by  land 

The  legions  and  the  hprse  whole,  do  you  not! 

Can.  Marcus  Octavius,  Marcus  Justeius, 
Pnblicoia,  and  Cteiius,  are  tor  sea: 
But  we  keep  whole  bv  land.  This  speed  of  Cesar's 
Carries2  beyond  bclier. 

Solii.  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome, 

His  power  went  out  in  such  distractions,  as 
BeguilM  all  spies. 

Can,  Who's  his  lieutenant,  hear  you ! 

iiold.  They  say,  one  Taurus. 

Can,  Well  I  know  the  man. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Messi  The  emperor  calls  for  Canidius. 
Can,  With  news  the  time's  witli  labor ;  and  throes 
lbrth,3 
Each  minute,  some.  [Exeunt, 

•  SCENE  Will,— A  Plain  wear  Actium. 
Enter  Ca£Sar,  Tauritb,  Officers,  and  othtrt, 

Cass,  Taurus, — 

Taur,  My  loru. 

Csu.  Strike  not  by  land;  keep  whole: 

Provoke  not  battle,  till  we  liave  done  at  sea. 
^o  not  exceed  the  prescript  of  this  scroll : 
Our  fortune  lies  upon  this  jump.^  [ExeurU, 

Enter  Antony  and  Enobarbub. 

Ant.  Set  we  our  squadrons  on  yon'  side  o'  the  hill. 
In  eye  of  Ca-tsar's  battle;  from  which  place 
f  fe  may  the  number  of  Uie  ships  behold. 
And  so  proceed  accordingly.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  CANiDirs,  marehinf^  with  Au  Ixind  Army 
one  way  over  i/^e  stage;  and  Taurus,  ttie  Lieu- 
tenant of  C>«sar,  the  other  way.  After  their 
going  in,  is  heard  the  noise  (f  a  ika-Ftg/it, 

Alartim,    Re-entfr  Enobarbub. 

Eno,  Nuu»?ht,  naught,  all  naught!   lean  behold 
no  lon^^er: 
The  Antoniad,''  Uie  Egyptian  admiral, 
With  all  their  sixty,  fly,  and  turn  the  rudder; 
To  sce't,  mine  eyes  are  blasted. 

•  Ready.  •  Ships.  •  Cleopatrs. 

« (to«*.  •  Brinies  forth.  « IlaunL 

«  ^aIll0  of  CleopAtra's  shlik 


Enter  Scarus. 

Sear.  Gods,  and  godde^^ack 

All  the  whole  synod  of  them! 

Eno,  What^  thy  pa<»ion' 

Scar.  The  greater  cantle*  of  the  world  is  lost 
With  very  ignorance ;  we  have  kiss'd  away 
Kingdoms  and  provinces. 

Eno,  How  appears  the  ficht' 

Scar,  On  our  side  like  the  tokened"  p<»s!ilci:«'». 
Where  death  is  sure.  Yon'ribald-ri<^'isorK-ypt 
Whom  leprosy  o'crtake !  i'  the  midst  o'  tiie  tUiiC- 
When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  twins  appear'd, 
Both  as  the  same,  or  rather  ours  the  elder,— 
The  brize<^  upon  her,  like  a  cow  in  June,— 
Hoists  sails,  and  flies. 

Eno.  That  I  beheld:  mine  ey«s 

Did  sicken  at  the  sight  on't,  and  could  not 
Endure  a  fUrther  view. 

Sear,  She  once  being  loof 'd,' 

The  noble  ruin  of  her  magic,  Antony, 
Clape  on  his  sea-wing,  and  like  a  dotjng  mallard, 
Leaving  the  fight  in  height,  flies  after  her : 
I  never  saw  an  action  of  surh  shame ; 
Experience,  manhood,  hon<*r,  ne'er  before 
Did  violate  so  itself. 

Eno.  Alack,  alack ! 

Enter  Canidius. 

Can,  Our  fortune  on  the  sea  is  out  of  breath. 
And  sinks  most  lamentably.    Had  our  general 
Been  what  he  knew  himself,  it  had  gone  well: 
O,  he  has  given  example  of  our  flight. 
Most  grossly,  by  his  own. 

Eno.  Ay,  are  you  thereabouts  ?  Why  then,  sood 
night 
Indeed.  Finie. 

Can.  Towards  Peloponnesus  are  they  fled. 

Scar,  'Tis  easy  to't ;  and  there  I  will  attend 
What  Airther  comes. 

Can,  To  Ciesar  will  I  render 

My  legions  and  my  horse:  six  kings  alreadv 
Show  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

Eno.  ru  yet  iolkm 

The  wounded  chance  of  Antony,  though  mv  m^x. 
Sits  in  the  wind  against  me.  [KjtiuL 

SCENE  IX.— Alexandria.    A  Room  in  tk 

Paiaee. 

Enter  Antony  and  Attendants. 

Ant,  Hark,  the   land  bids   me  tread  n>  m'^t 
upon't. 
It  is  asham'd  to  bear  me!    Friends,  come  hilticr, 
I  am  so  latcd'  in  tl:e  world,  that  I 
Have  lost  my  way  for  ever :— I  have  a  ship 
Laden  with  gold;  take  that,  di\idc  it:  ily. 
And  make  your  peace  with  Casaar. 

Att,  Fly!  not »f. 

Ant.  I  have  fled  myself;  and  have  iii.<ruc:n2 
cowards 
To  run,  and  show  their  shoulders. — FiiintK  > 

gone; 
I  have  myself  resolv'd  upon  a  course. 
Which  has  no  need  of  you ;  t>e  fcone : 
My  treasure's  in  the  harbor,  take  it. — O, 
I  toUow'd  that  I  blush  to  look  upon: 
My  ver)'  hairs  do  mutiny ;  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  rashness,  and  they  thnn 
For  fear  and  doting.— Friends,  be  gone :  >  ou  ^^^l 
Have  letters  f^om  me  to  some  friends,  that  «!'i 
Sweep  your  way  for  you.    Pray  you,  look  M>t  i*'*. 
Nor  make  replies  of  loathness :  teke  the  bint 
Which  my  despair  proclaims;  let  that  be  left 
Which  leaves  itself:  to  thesca-«ide  straifht«jy: 
1  will  possess  you  of  that  ship  and  treasurr-. 
Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little;  'pray  you  now:— 
Nay,  do  so;  for,  indeed,  I  have  kist  c«*mnui:id. 
Therefore  I  pray  you:— 1*11  see  you  by  and  l\. 

[S:ti  ;  «m. 

Enter  Eros  and  Clsopatra,  Ud  6y  Chaiyhv 

and  Iras. 

£ro9.  Nay,  gentle  madam,  to  him:  — C••^^'*• 

him. 
Iras.  Do,  most  dear  queen. 
t^har.  Do!  Why,  what  else  1 
Cleo.  Xet  me  sit  down.    0  Juno ! 
Ant.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 
Eros,  See  you  here,  air. 

•  Corner.      '*  9pott«d.     •  Tbegad>llT  that  sUt  f***''* 

•  Brought  dose  to  the  wind.  *  B«lat«d.  Twfltte.i 
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Ani.  0  fye.  fyt,  fy^. 

Char.  Maaam,— 

Inu.  Aiadam ;  O  good  empreM  !^ 

Eros.  Sir,  sir, — 

Ani.  Ye«,  my  lord,  yea ;— He,*  at  Philippi,  kept 
His  sword  even  like  a  dancer;  while  I  struck 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Cassiua;  and  Hwas  I, 
Tbat  the  mad  Brutus  ended:  he  alone 
Dralt  on  lieu  tenantry  ,3  and  no  practice  had 
Id  Lhc  brave  squares  of  war :  Yet  now — No  matter. 

CUiK  Ah,  stand  by. 

Krw.  The  Queen,  my  lord,  the  queen. 

Iret.  Go  to  nira.  madam,  speak  to  him ; 
lie  is  unqualitied-*  with  very  shame. 

Cktu  Well  then.— Sustain  me:— O! 

Eros.  Most  noble   sir,  arise:   the   queen   ap- 
pnmches : 
Herhead^  declin'd,  and  death  will  seize  her;  but^ 
Your  comfort  makes  the  rescue. 

AtU.  I  have  offended  reputation; 
A  most  unnoble  swerving. 

Eros.  Sir.  the  queen. 

Ant.  0,  whither  hast  thou  led  me,  tL^ypi^.    See, 
How  I  convey  my  shame  out  of  thine  eyes. 
By  looking  back  on  what  I  have  left  behind 
'StroyM  in  dishonor. 

CUo.  O  my  lord,  my  lord ! 

ForiTiTe  my  fearful  sails !    1  little  thought, 
Yoa  would  have  followed. 

Ani.  Kfcypt,  thou  knew'st  too  well, 

My  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  tied  by  the  strin^s^ 
\nd  thou  shouldst  tow  me  alter :  O'er  my  spirit 
Thy  full  supremacy  tnou  k newest ;  and  that 
Tby  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
C'imtnand  me. 

Cito.  O,  my  pardon. 

Attf.  Now  I  must 

T'  the  young  man  send  humble  treaties,  dodge 
.\'.d  palter  in  the  shills  of  lowness;  who 
With  half  the  bulk  o'  the  world  play'd  as  I  pleas'd, 
M^kin^  and  marring  fortunes.    You  did  know 
Huw  much  you  were  my  conqueror;  and  that 
My  sword,  made  weak  by  my  affection,  would 
Ob^y  it  on  all  cause. 

i'teti.  O  pardon,  pardon. 

Anf.  Fall  not  a  tear.  1  say :  one  of  them  rates' 
All  that  is  won  and  lost :  (live  me  a  kiss ; 
Kvrn  this  repays  me. — We  sent  our  schoolmaster; 
1>  I*-  conie  back  1 — Love,  I  am  full  of  lead : — 
Some  wine,  within  there,  and  our  viands:— For- 
tune knows. 
We  scorn  her  most,  when  most  she  offers  blows. 

[Exeunt. 

SCKNE  X^— Cassar's  Camp  in  Egypt. 
Enter  Caesar,  Dolabella,  Thyrkus,  and  others. 

Csss.  Let  him  appear  that's  come  horn  Antony^ — 
Know  )ou  html 

IM^L  Cssar,  His  his  schoolmaster  ;7 

An  argument  that  he  is  plucked,  when  hither 
He  sends  so  poor  a  pinion  of  bis  wing. 
Which  had  superfluous  kings  for  messengers, 
Nut  many  moons  gone  by. 

Enter  EuPHRONins. 

Ca».  Approach,  and  speak. 

£up.  Such  as  I  am,  I  come  Irom  Antony : 
I  was  of  Ute  as  petty  to  his  ends. 
As  is  the  morn^ew  on  the  myrtle  leaf 
To  his  grand  ^ea. 

Cx».  Be  it  so :  Declare  thine  office. 

Eup.  Lord  of  his  fortunes,  he  salutes  thee,  and 
Requires  to  live  in  Egypt :  which  not  granted, 
He  lessens  his  requests ;  and  to  thee  sues. 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  heavens  and  earth, 
A  pnvate  man  in  Athens:  This  for  him. 
Neit,  Cleopatra  does  confess  thy  neatness; 
Submits  her  to  thy  might;  and  ot  thee  craves 
The  circle*  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  heirs, 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

ra».  For  Antony, 

I  have  no  ears  to  his  request.    The  queen 
•  't  audience,  nor  desire,  shall  fail ;  so  she 
Fn»m  E;?ypt  drive  her  ali-dis^raced  'riend, 
Ur  lake  his  lile  there :  This  if  she  perform, 
Shi>  Hi)all  not  sue  unheard.    So  to  them  both. 

<  Vxmr.  •  Fought  by  hli  oftcsrs. 

•  r>iTtfst«d  etf  his  teeoltles.  •  Unlass. 
K'lasls  lo  Tsloe. 

f^ipknmtuM,  schoolmaster  co  Antony's  children. 

•  UsdeiB,  the  crown. 


Eup.  Fortune  pursue  thee ! 

Csu,  Bring  him  through  the  bands 

[Exit  EUPHKUNIU0 

To  try  thy  eloquence,  now  Uis  time :  Despatch: 
From  Antony  win  Cleopatra :  promise, 

[roTiiVRKUS. 
And  in  our  name,  what  she  requires ;  add  more. 
From  thine  invention,  ofTenc  women  are  not. 
In  their  best  fortunes,  strong ;  but  want  will  perjure 
The  ne'er  touchM  vestal :  Trv  thy  cuimini^,  Thy  reus: 
Make  thine  own  edict  for  tny  pains,  which  wc 
Will  answer  as  a  law. 

Thyr,  Cesar,  I  go. 

Ctes,  Observe  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw  f 
And  what  thou  think^st  his  very  action  speaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Thyr.  Cssar,  I  shalL 

SCENE  XL— Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  and 

Iras. 

Cleo.  What  shall  we  do,  Enobarbus  ? 

Eno.  Think,  and  die. 

Cleo.  Is  Antony,  or  we,  in  fault  for  this  t 

Eno.  Antony  only,  tliat  would  make  his  will 
Lord  o&his  reason.    What  although  you  fled 
From  that  great  face  of  war,  whose  several  ranges 
Frighted  each  other  1  why  should  he  follow  1 
The  itch  of  his  atlection  should  not  then 
Have  nickM  his  captainship:  at  such  a  point. 
When  half  to  half  tiie  worlci  opi^osM,  he  being 
The  mered  question  :*  'Twas  a  nhame  no  h^ss 
Than  was  his  loss,  to  course  your  Hying  Hags, 
And  leave  his  navy  gazing. 

Cleo.  IVythee,  peace. 

Enter  Antony,  with  Euphronius. 

Ant.  Is  this  his  answer  1 

Eup.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  The  queen 

Shall  then  have  courtesy,  so  she  will  yield 
Us  up. 

Eup,  He  says  so. 

Ant,  Let  her  know  iL-^ 

To  the  boy  Ceesar  send  this  grizzled  head, 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wishes  to  the  brim 
With  principalities. 

Cleo,  That  head,  my  lord  ? 

Ant.  To  him  a^ain;  l(*ll  him  he  wears  the  rone 
Of  youth  upon  him;  from  which  the  world  tihuuid 

note 
Something  jwrticular:  his  coin,  ships,  legions. 
Maybe  a  coward's;  whose  ministers  would  prevail 
Under  the  service  of  a  child,  as  soon 
As  i'  the  conmiand  of  Ca?sar :  1  dare  him  therefore 
To  lay  his  gay  caparisons^  apart, 
And  answer  me  declined,^  sword  against  sword. 
Ourselves  alone :  Til  write  it;  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  Antony  and  Kuphronii'8. 

Eno.  Yes,  like  enough,  high-battled  Ca\sar  will 
Unstatc  his  happiness,  and  be  staged  to  the  show, 
Against  a  sworder. — 1  see,  men's  ludgments  are 
A  parceH  of  their  fortunes :  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  iheni. 
To  sutler  all  alike.    That  he  xhould  dream, 
KnowiUK  all  measures,  the  full  Cssar  will 
Answer  nis  emptiness! — Ciesar,  tliou  host  subdued 
His  judgment  too. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Att.  A  messenger  from  Ciesar. 

CUo.    What,  no   more   ceremony?  —  Sm,  mv 
women ! — 
Against  the  blown  rose  may  they  stop  their  nose, 
That  knecl'd  unto  the  buds. — Admit  him,  sir. 

Eno.  Mine  honesty,  and  1,  begin  to  square.*^ 

[AsUie. 
The  loyalty,  well  held  to  fools,  does  make 
Our  faith  mere  folly :— Yet,  he  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  allegiance  a  fallen  lord, 
Does  conquer  him  that  did  his  master  conquer. 
And  earns  a  place  i'  the  story. 

Enter  THYKEua. 
CletK  Cttsar's  will  ? 

Thyr.  Hear  it  apart. 
Cleo.  None  but  fViends;  say  boldly 

•  Confbnns  himself  to  thin  brmch  of  his  fortune, 
t  The  ouly  csaw  of  dispute. 

•  ClrcumHtances  of  splendor.       •  In  age  end  power. 
«  Aie  of  a  piece  with  them.  •  QusrruL 
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T'tyr,  r>o^  haply,  are  they  friends  to  Antony. 

il'ti:  He  nceuH  an  many,  sir,  aa  Csesar  haa; 
Oi-  iieeciH  not  us.    It  Cffisar  pleaijc,  our  master 
Will  leap  to  be  his  friend :  For  us,  you  know. 
Whose  he  is,  we  are ;  and  that's  C&sar's. 

Tkifr.  So.— 

Til 'IS  then,  thou  most  renown'd;  Carsar  entreats, 
No'  to  consider  in  what  case  thou  stand'st, 
Kuither  than  he  is  Caesar. 

CVeo.  Go  on :  Right  royal. 

Thyr,  He  knows,  that  you  embrace  not  Antony 
As  \  ou  did  love,  but  as  you  learM  him. 

Cteo,  O ! 

Thyr,  The  scars  upon  your  honor,  therefore,  he 
r)u<>H  pity,  as  constrainea  blemishes. 
Not  us  deserv'd. 

Cleo,  He  is  a  god,  and  knows 

What  is  most  right:  Mine  honor  was  not  yielded. 
But  conquerM  merely. 

Eno,  To  be  sure  of  that,  [Aside. 

T  will  ask  Antony. — Sir,  sir,  thouVt  so  leaky, 
Tiiat  we  must  leave  thee  lo  thy  sinking,  for 
Thy  dearest  quit  thee.  [Exit  Kxubarbus. 

Ihyr.  Shall  I  say  to  Cssar 

What  you  require  of  him?  for  he  partly  begs 
To  be  desirM  lo  give.    It  much  would  pleanc  him, 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  should  make  a  staif' 
To  loan  upon :  but  it  would  warm  his  spirits, 
To  hciir  from  me  you  had  left  Antony, 
And  put  yourself  under  hui  shrowd, 
The  universal  landlord. 

Ctea.  What's  your  name  1 

7 Ayr.  My  name  is  Thyreus. 

Cko.  Most  kind  messenger, 

Say  to  great  Ciesar  this :  In  disputation'' 
1  kins  hiK  conquering  hand :  tell  him  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  crown  at  his  feet,  and  tlicre  to  kneel  ; 
Tell  him,  from  his  all-obeying?  breath  I  hear 
The  doom  of  Egypt. 

Thyr,  'Tis  your  noblest  course. 

Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together, 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can. 
No  chance  may  shake  it.    Give  me  graced  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

Cleo,  Your  Cicsar's  fatlier 

C)t).  when  he  hath  mused  of  taking  kingdoms  in,9 
J)e8tow''d  his  lips  an  tliat  unworthy  place. 
As  it  raiuM  kisi»ss. 

Re-enter  Axtokt  and  Enobarbub. 

Anf,  Favors,  by  Jove  that  thunders  !— 

What  art  thou,  fellow  ? 

Thyr.  One,  that  but  performs 

The  bidding  of  the  fullest  man,  and  worthiest 
To  have  command  obey'd. 

Etw,  You  will  be  whipp'd. 

AtiJ,  Approach,   there  r—Ay,   you   kite  I—Now 
gods  and  devils ! 
\nthority  melts  from  me  .•  Of  late,  when  I  cried, //o/ 
!^iKr  boys  unto  a  muss,*  kings  would  start  forth, 
And  cry,  Yuur  will?  Have  you  no  ears?  I  am 

Enter  Attendants. 

Antony  vet.  Take  hence  this  Jack,^  and  whip  him. 

Eno,  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp. 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Anf.  Moon  and  stars! 

Whip  him:— Wcre't  twenty  of  the  greatest  tribu- 
taries 
That  do  acknowlrdpe  Ca»sar.  should  I  find  them 
So  saiirywith  the  hainlofshe  here.  (What's  her  name 
Since  ^f^e  was  Cleopatra  1) — Whip  him,  lipllows, 
Till,  like  a  boy,  you  800  him  rriiiKe  his  face, 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy :  Take  him  hence. 

Thyr,  Mark  Antony,— 

Anf.  Tiig  him  away:  being  whipp'd, 

Bring  him  again:— This  Jack  of  Caesar's  shall 
Bear  us  an  errand  to  him. — 

[Exeunt  Attend,  with  Thyrecb. 
Von  were  half  blasted  ere  I  knew  you : — Ha ! 
Havo  I  my  pillow  lell  unprcss'd  in  Rome, 
F'or  borne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race. 
And  by  a  gem  of  women,  to  be  abused 
By  one  that  looks  on  feeders  P 

Cten.  Good  my  lord,— 

Anf   You  hh  10  been  a  boggier  ever: — 
Hnt  when  we  in  our  viciousness  grow  hard, 

•  S«p|K>«f»l  to  b<*  an  error  for  ff^putntum,  i.  e.  by  proxy. 
'  (>K»y«"d.        •  Grant  int*  tin*  ravor  •  Cnnrjiierlug, 

*  ^mxublei.    «  A  term  of  contempL        •  Servants. 


(O  misery  on't !)  the  wise  gods  seeH  our  eyes; 
In  our  own  tilth  drop  our  clear  judgments;  make  u? 
Adore  our  errors :  laugh  at  us,  while  we  strut 
To  our  confusion. 

Cleo.  O,  is  it  come  to  this? 

Ant.  I  found  you  as  a  morsel,  cold  upon 
Dead  Ca.^sar^s  trencher:  nay,  you  were  a  irasniciil 
Of  Cneius  Pom]M*y's;  be««idedi  what  hotter  buui>, 
Unregister'd  in  vulgar  fame,  you  have 
Luxuriously  pick'd  out :— For,  1  am  sure. 
Though  you  can  guess  what  tcmpcnince  should  ov. 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 

Cleo.  Wherefore  is  this  * 

Ant,  To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewards. 
And  say,  God  quit  you .'  be  tamiliar  with 
My  playfellow,  yoilr  hand  ;  this  kingly  seal. 
And  plighter  of  high  hearts !— O,  tliat  I  were 
Upon  the  hill  of  Ba«an,  to  outroar 
The  homed  herd !  Ibr  I  have  savage  cauM ; 
And  to  proclaim  it  civillv,  were  like 
A  halter'd  neck,  which  does  tiie  hangman  llitiiik 
For  being  yare^  about  him. — Is  he  wtiippM ' 

Re-enter  Attendants,  with  Tutrecs. 

1  Att,  Soundly,  my  lord. 

Ant,  Cry  M  he  !  and  begg'd  he  pardon ' 

1  Att.  He  did  ask  Ikvor. 

Ant,  If  that  thy  father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  wast  not  made  hii»  daughter ;  and  be  thou  Muy 
To  follow  Cssar  in  his  triumph,  since 
Thou  hast  been  wliippM  for  following  him:  heac^ 

forth. 
The  white  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee, 
Shake  thou  to  look  on't— (;et  thee  back  to  Ccnr, 
Tell  him  thy  entertainment :  Look,  thou  »y. 
He  makes  me  angr)-  with  him :  tor  be  seems 
Proud  and  disdaintul;  harping  on  what  1  tm; 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was :  he  makes  me  an^  ; 
And  at  this  time  most  easy  'tis  to  do't; 
When  my  good  stars,  that  were  my  former  itu\tf*. 
Have  empty  \ct\  their  orbs,  and  shot  their  trv* 
Into  the  abysm  of  hell.    If  he  misUke 
My  speech,  and  what  is  done :  tell  him,  he  hst 
HipparchuH,  my  enfranchised  bondman,  nbom 
He  may  at  pleasure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture. 
As  he  shalllike,  to  ^uit*  me :  Urge  it  thou : 
Hence,  with  thy  stripes,  begone.    [Exit  TB\uci. 

Cleo,  Have  you  done  yet  t 

Ant.  Alack,  our  terrene*  row* 

Is  now  eclips'd ;  and  it  portcntk  alone 
The  fall  of  Antony ! 

Cleo,  I  must  stay  his  time. 

Afii.  To  flatter  Cesar,  would  you  mingle  eyes 
With  one  that  ties  his  points  1  , 

Cleo,  Not  know  me  yft 

Ant.  Cold'hearted  toward  me  1 

Cleo.  Ah,  dear,  ifl  be  to, 

From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  engender  hail 
And  |x>i8on  it  in  tlie  source ;  and  the  first  ftooe 
Drop  in  my  neck :  as  it  determine«.»  so 
Dissolve  my  life !  The  next,  Ccsarion^  smite ! 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  memory  of  my  womb, 
Together  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all. 
By  the  discandying'  of  this  pelleted  fitorm. 
Lie  graveless;  till  the  tlies  and  gnats  ot'Xik 
Have  buried  them  for  prey  ! 

Ant.  I  am  satisfied. 

CspKar  sits  down  in  Alexandria :  where 
I  will  op}x>se  his  fate.    Our  force  by  land 
Hath  nobly  held ;  our  6ever*d  navy  too 
Have  knit  again,  and  flect,^  tlireaf^ung  nKWtwS' 

like. 
Where  hast  thou  been,  my  heart  ?— Dost  thou  Lctf. 

lady? 
If  fVom  the  field  I  shall  return  once  more 
To  kiss  tiiese  lips,  I  will  appear  in  blood: 
I  and  my  sword  will  earn  our  chronicle: 
There  is  hope  in  it  yet. 

Cleo.  That's  mv  brave  lord . 

Afit.  I  will  be  treble-sinew'd,  hearted,  btnthc. 
And  fight  maliciously:  for  when  mine  houn 
Were  nice^  and  lucky,  men  did  ransom  livoi 
Of  me  for  jests;  but  how,  I'll  set  my  teeth. 
And  send  to  darkness  all  that  stop  mc^-Coat, 
Let's  have  one  other  gaudy  night:  call  to  me 
All  my  sad  captairus,  fill  our  bowls;  once  mitrf 
Let's  mock  the  midnight  bell. 

«  Clcnw  op.  •  Rrady.  baodv.  •  i;-iaH» 

t  KaHhIv.     «  Dissolves.     •  Her  soo  by  Jsltu  >«* 

•MelUng.  •Float  •Ti»'*yfr 
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CUo.  It  is  my  birth-day : 

I  haJ  thought  to  have  held  it  poor;  but,  since  my 

lonl 
U  Atrtony  again,  I  will  be  Cleopatra. 
Ani.  We'll  yet  do  well. 
Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  captains  to  my  lord. 
Aai.  Do  so;  we'll  speak  to  them;  and  to-night 
Vn  force 
The  wine  peep  through  their  scars.— Come  on,  my 

qiieen; 
Ti'iere'fl  sap  inH  yet.    The  next  time  I  do  fight. 


V\l  make  death  love  me ;  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  pestilent  scythe. 

\Ex.  Antony,  Clropatra,  and  Attendants 
Eno.  Now  he^ll  out-stare  the  lightning.    To  !'# 
furious 
Is,  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear ;  and  in  that  mood. 
The  dove  will  peck  the  etJtridge;*'  and  I  see  Mill, 
A  diminution  in  our  captain's  brain 
Restores  his  heart;  When  valor  preys  on  reason, 
It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with.    I  will  seek 
Some  way  to  leave  him.  [Exii 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I-— Cesar's  Camp  at  Alexandria. 

Knkr  C^^ar,  reading  a  Letter;  Agrippa,  Me- 
ca:sa8,  and  others, 

Cxs.  He  calls  me  boy;  and  chides,  as  he  had 
lK)wer 
r>  beat  nic  out  of  Egypt;  my  messenger 
He  hath  whippM  with  rods;  dares  me  to  personal 

combat. 
oTTfar  to  Antony :  Let  the  old  ruffian  know, 
I  hue  many  other  ways  to  die;  meantime, 
Ui  ;;h  at  his  challenge. 

Mee.  CiBsar  must  think, 

Wiicii  one  so  great  begins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
K'.pn  to  tailing.    Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
'.f  Ac  boot*  of  his  distraction ;  Never  anger 
Mdde  ;;ood  guard  for  itself. 

C;pj},  Let  our  best  heads 

Know,  that  to-morrow  the  last  of  many  battles 
»V>  mean  to  fight :— Within  our  files  there  are, 
•  in hose  that  serv'd  Mark  Antony  but  late, 
KiMU;fh  to  fetch  him  in.    See  it  be  done : 
And  fe^st  the  army:  we  have  store  to  doH, 
And  they  have  earn'd  the  waste.    Poor  Antony ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCKXE  II.— Alexandria.    A  Rtjom  in  the  Palace. 

Kater  Antony,  Clkopatra,  EnobarbuSjCharmian, 
Iras,  A  lex  as,  and  others. 

Ant.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitius. 

A'/»o.  No. 

Ant.  Why  should  he  noti 

Kfn>.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better 
fortune, 
Hf  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

Ant.  To-morrow,  soldier, 

H;  S4'a  and  land  I'll  fight:  or  I  will  live, 
'  r  'Mthe  my  dyinir  honor  in  the  blood 
•■  '11  make  it  live  again.    Won't  thou  fight  well  1 

Krm.  VU  Strike ;  and  cry.  Take  all. 

\nt.  Well  said ;  come  on. — 

('dU  ibrth  my  household  servants ;  lef^  to  night 

Enter  Servants. 

IW-  bounteous  at  our  meal. — Give  me  thy  hand, 
Thou  hast  been  rightly  honest;— so  hast  thou  ;— 
And  Ujou,— and  thou,— and  thou ;— you  have  serv'd 

me  well, 
\nd  kings  have  been  your  fellows. 

C>fu.  What  means  this  1 

Eno.  'Tis  one  of  those  odd  tricks,  which  sorrow 
shoots  [Aside. 

•Oitof  the  mind. 

Ant.  And  thou  art  honest  too. 

I  wi<h  {  could  be  made  so  many  men ; 
And  all  of  you  clapp'd  up  together  in 
.\n  Antony;  that  1  might  do  you  service, 
;>  >  ?<hkI  as  you  have  done. 

S4tn\  The  gods  forbid ! 

Ant.  Well,mygood  fellow^4,  wait  on  me  to-night: 
^ant  not  my  cupf;  and  make  as  much  of  me, 
As  when  my  empire  was  your  fellow  too, 
ind  «(ufrer*d  mv  command. 

riext.  What  does  he  mean ? 

Kfw.  To  make  his  followers  weep. 

int.  Tend  me  to-night; 

.May  be,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty : 
Haply,  you  shall  not  see  me  more;  or  if, 
A  mangled  shadow :  perchance  Uvmorrow 
You'll  serve  another  master.    I  look  on  you, 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.    Mine  honest  friends, 
I  turn  }ou  not  away;  but,  like  a  master 
*  Take  advantage. 


Married  to  your  good  service,  stav  till  death : 
Tend  me  to-night  two  hourn,  I  a^k  no  more. 
And  the  gods  yieid*>  you  for't! 

Eno,  What  mean  you ,  si r 

To  give  them  this  discomfort?    Look,  they  weep, 
And  I,  an  a»s.  am  onion-eye;  for  shame  ! 
Transtbrm  us  not  to  women. 

Ant,  Ho,  ho,  ho! 

Now  the  witch  take  me.  if  I  meant  it  thus ! 
Grace  grow  where  tiiotie  drops  lall!    My  hearty 

fViends, 
You  take  me  in  too  dolorous  a  sense : 
I  spake  to  you  for  your  comfort :  did  desire  you 
To  bum  this  night  with  torches :  Know,  my  hearts, 
I  hope  well  of  to-morrow;  and  will  lead  you. 
Where  rather  I'll  ex|M»ct  victorious  life. 
Than  death  and  honor.    Let's  to  supiM?r ;  come. 
And  drown  consideration.  T  klxeunt. 

SCENE  Ml.— Before  the  Palace. 
Enter  two  Soldiers  to  their  Guard, 

1  So/'/.  Brother,  good  night;  to-morrow  is  the  day. 

2  Sol(L  It  will  determine  one  way :  tare  you  well. 
Heard  you  of  nothing  strange  about  Uie  streets  \ 

1  Sold.  Nothing :  What  news  1 

2  SttUl,  Belike,  'tis  but  a  rumor : 
Good-night  to  you. 

1  Soil,  Well,  sir,  good-n.ght. 

Enter  two  other  Soldiers. 

2  Sold.  Soldiers, 
Have  careful  w.itch. 

3  Soil.  And  you  :  Good-night,  good-night. 

[TheJiriV  two pfuci,  themselves  al 
their  Posts. 

4  Sold.  Here  we :  [  They  take  their  Posts.]  and 

if  to-morrow 
Our  navy  thrive,  I  have  an  absolute  hope 
Our  landmen  will  stand  up. 

3  Sold.  'Tis  a  brave  army. 
And  full  of  purpose. 

Music  if  Hautboys  under  the  Stage, 

4  SoliL  Peace,  what  noise  ? 

1  Sold,  List,  list! 

2  Sold.  Hark ! 

1  Sold.  Music  i*  the  air. 

3  Soil,  Under  the  earth. 

A  Sold.  Itsigns^well 

Does' I  noti 
3  Sold.       No. 

1  Stdd.  Peace,  I  say.    What  should  this  mean  ? 

2  SoUL  'Tis the  god  Hercules,whom  Antony  lov'd 
Now  leaves  him. 

1  SoUL  Walk;  let's  see  if  other  watchmen 
Do  hear  what  we  do.  [They  aivance  to  another  Post. 

2  Sold.  How  now,  masters  1 

Sold.  How  now  1 

How  now  1  do  you  hear  this  1 

[Several  speaking  together. 
1  Sold.  Ay;  Is't  not  gtiiiii>;e  ! 

3  Sold.  Do  you  hear,  masters  ?  do  you  hear ! 

1  Sold.  Follow  the  noise  so  iaras  we  have  quarter 
Let's  see  how  'twill  give  oftl 
Sold.  [Several speaking.]  Content:  'Tis  strange. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV.— il  Roam  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Antony  and  Clkopatra;  Charmian  and 
others  attending. 

Ant,  Eros !  mine  armor,  Eros  ! 

Cleo,  Sleep  a  little. 

I         •Ostrich.  Reward. 
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Act  IV. 


Anf»  So,  my  chuck.— Eros,  come ;  mine  armor, 
El-OS ! 

Enter  Eros,  wUh  Armor, 

Come,  my  good  fellow,  put  thine  iron  on : — 
If  fortune  be  not  ours  t<Mlny,  it  is 
Because  we  brave  her. — Come. 

Cl€o.  Nay,  ru  help  too. 

What's  this  for! 

Anf,  Ah,  let  be,  let  be!  thou  art 

The  armorer  of  my  heart :— False,  false;  this,  this. 

Cleo.  Sooth,  la,  1*11  help:  Thus  it  must  be. 

Ani.  Well,  well; 

Wc  shall  thrive  now. — Seest  thou,  my  good  fellow  1 
Go,  put  on  thy  defences. 

EroSm  Briefly,  sir. 

Cleo.  Is  not  this  buckled  well  ? 

Antf  Rarely;  rarely: 

He  fhat^ unbuckles  this,  till  we  do  please 
To  doff't'*  for  our  repose,  shall  hear  a  storm. — 
Thou  f\imblest,  Rros;  and  my  queen's  a  squire 
Nf ore  tights  at  this  than  thou :   Despatch.— <)  love. 
That  thou  couldst  see  my  wars  to-day,  and knew'st 
The  royal  occupation !  thou  shouldst  see 

Enter  an  Officer,  armed. 

A  workman   in^t.  — Good-morrow  to  thee;   wel- 
come; 
Thou  look*stlike  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge: 
To  business  that  we  love,  we  rise  betime, 
And  iro  to  it  with  delight. 

1  Off.  A  thousand,  sir. 
Early  though  it  be,  have  on  their  riveted  trim, 
And  at  the  port  expect  you. 

[Shmit.    Trumpets*    Flourish. 

Enter  other  Officers  and  Soldiers. 

2  Off.  The  morn  is  fair.— Good-morrow,  general. 
All.  Good-morrow,  general. 

Ant.  *Tis  well  blown,  lads. 

Tills  morning,  like  the  spirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes.— 
So,  HO ;  come,  give  me  that :  this  way,  well  said. 
Fare  thee  well,  dame,  whate'er  becomes  of  me : 
This  is  a  soldier's  kiss :  rebukable         [Kisifea  her. 
And  worthy  shameful  check  it  were,  to  stand 
Oii  more  mechanic  compliment;  1*11  leave  thee, 
Now,  like  a  man  of  steel.— You  that  will  light. 
Follow  me  close ;  I'll  bring  you  to't. — Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Antony,  Eros,  Officers,  and 
Soldiers. 

Char.  Please  you,  retire  to  your  chamber  ? 

Cteo.  Lead  me. 

He  goes  forth  gallantly.  That  he  and  C^^sar  might 
Pctprmine  this  great  war  in  single  fight! 
Then,  Antony,— But  now,— Weil,  on.       [Exeunt. 

SCENE  v.— Antony's  Camp  near  Alexandria. 

lYumjMtts  aoknd.    Enter  Antony  and  Erob;  a 
Soldier  meeting  them, 

SoH.  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Antony. 

Ant.  'Would,  thou  and  those  thy'scars  had  once 
prevoil'd' 
To  make  me  tlglij  at  land  ! 

S(U  /.  •  Hadst  thou  done  so, 

The  kings  t(iat  have  revolted,  and  the  soldier 
That  haR  this  morning  lefl  thee,  wodld  have  still 
Folio w'd  thy  heels. 

Ant.  Who's  gone  this  morning  ? 

S()H.  Who! 

One  ever  near  thee :  Call  for  Enobarbus, 
lie  shall  not  hear  thee ;  or  from  Cesar's  camp 
Sav.  [am  none  qf  thine. 

A  nf.  What  say 'st  thou  ? 

fkdi.  Sir, 

He  is  with  Cssar. 

Erog.  Sir,  his  chests  and  treasure 

lie  has  not  with  him. 

Ant.  Is  he  gone? 

Sold.  Most  certain. 

A/tf.  Go,  Eroa,  send  his  treasure  after ;  do  it ; 
Vtain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee :  write  to  him 
(f  will  subscribe}  gentle  adieus  and  greetings; 
bay,  that  I  wish  he  never  find  more  cause 
To  change  a  master^ — 0  iny  fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honest  men : — Eros,  despatch.  [Exeunt. 

•  Put  It  oS.  •  Handjr. 


SCENE  VI.— Casar's  Camp  h^ore  Alexandria. 

Flourish.  Enter Cxailr, wit hkQKtFPA,E>youMi% 

and  at  tiers. 

Cas9.  Go  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fight: 
Our  will  is,  Antony  be  took  alive ; 
Make  it  ao  known. 

Agr.  Cfl»ar,  I  shall.  [Exit  Aguppi. 

Cos.  The  time  of  universal  peace  is  near: 
Prove  this  a  prosperous  day,  the  three-oook'd  world 
Shall  bear  the  olive  fteely. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Antony 

la  eome  into  the  field. 

CSBS.  Go,  charge  Agrippa 

Plant  those  that  have  revolted  in  the  van» 
That  Antony  may  seem  to  spend  bis  fury 
Upon  himself.         [Exeunt  CiCaiB  and  kit  Tram. 

Eno.  Alexas  did  revolt;  and  went  to  Jeirr)', 
On  affiiirs  of  Antony :  there  did  persusde 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himself  to  Cesar, 
And  leave  his  master  Antony :  for  this  pain^ 
Cesar  hath  hang'd  him.    Canidius,  and  the  leit 
That  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honorable  trust.    I  have  done  ill;  I 

Of  which  I  do  accuse  myself  so  sorely, 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  qfCxsui^s. 

Soli.  Enobarbus,  Antony 

Hath  after  thee  sent  all  thy  treasure,  with 
His  bounty  overplus :  The  messenger 
Came  on  my  guard,  and  at  thy  tent  is  now. 
Unloading  of  nis  mules. 

Eno.  I  give  it  you. 

Sold.  Mock  me  not,  Enobtrbin. 

I  tell  you  true :  Best  that  you  safed  the  brioj^ 
Out  of  the  host;  I  must  attend  mine  ofRre. 
Or  would  have  done't  myself.    Your  emj^eror 
Continues  still  a  Jove.  [Exit  Soldirr. 

Eno.  I  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth. 
And  feel  1  am  so  most.    O  Antony, 
Thou  mine  of  bounty,  how  w«>uld.*<t  thouha«er«td 
My  better  service,  when  my  turpitude 
Thou  dost  so  crown  with  gold !    This  blows'  ray 

heart: 
If  swift  thought  break  it  not,  a  switter  mean 
Shall  out«trike  thought:  butthoughtwiltdoYliftL 
I  fight  against  thee ! — No:  I  will  go  s^eek 
Some  ditch,  wherein  to  die:  the  tml'st  bert  ft4 
My  latter  part  of  life.  [*Jri'. 

SCENE  YlU—FieHqf  Battle  between  tkeCtnrp. 

Alarums.  Drums  and  TYumpets.    Enter  A^mn 

and  others. 

Agr.  Retire,  we  have  engaged  ourselves  too  w 
Cfcsar  himself  has  work,  and  bur  oppression 
Exceeds  what  wc  expected.  [Kztui  t 

Alarum,  Enter  Antony  and  Scarcs,  waun^lt*. 

Scar.  O  my  brave  emperor,  this  is  fought  indeed! 
Had  we  done  so  at  first,  we  had  driven  them  bumc 
With  clouta  about  their  heads. 

Ant.  Thou  bleed'rt  spacf. 

Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  t  T. 
But  now  'tis  made  an  H. 

Ant.  They  do  retire. 

Scar.  We*ll  beat  'em  into  bench-holes;  1  h»\t  yet 
Room  for  six  scotches^  more. 

Enter  Eros. 

Eros.  They  are  beaten,  sir ;  and  our  adTtntags 
serves 
For  a  fair  victory. 

Scar.  Let  us  score  their  bark«. 

And  snatch  *em  up,  as  we  take  hares,  t>eliiii«l, 
*Tis  sport  to  maul  a  runner. 

Ant.  I  will  reward  Ifcee 

Once  for  thy  spritely  comfort,  and  ten>fold 
For  thy  good  valor.    Come  thee  on. 

Scar.  ru  halt  after.    [Eintnt. 

SCENE  Yllh-Under  the  WaUs  qf  Alexsndnt. 

Alarum.  Enter  Antony,  marchings  Scakcv  en'l 

Forces, 

Ant.  We  have  beat  him  to  hia  canp:  Run  on* 
befbre, 
And  let  the  queen  knowof  our  gjjeeta.— To-nwrrow 
Before  the  sun  shall  see  us,  we^ll  spai  the  blood 
That  has  to-day  escaped.    I  thank  yoQ  aO ; 
»8wellaL  •Can 


Scene  X. 
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For dou;;hty3.handed are  you;  and  have  fought 
Nm  as  joij  scrv'd  the  cause,  but  an  it  had  been 
K4cti  imn\  like  mine ;  you  have  shown  yourselvei 

all  Hectors. 
Kiier  !he  city,  chp*  your  wives,  your  friends, 
Ti*tl  them  your  feats;  whilst  they  with  joyful  tears 
Wi'^hilificoni^paliPent  from  your  wounds,  and  kiss 
The  bonorM  ge/bcs  wiiole.— Give  me  thy  hand ; 

[7*0  SCARCB. 

Enter  CLiot>ATiu,  attended. 
Til  tills  preat  fair}*  Til  commend  thy  acts. 
Make  her  thanks  bless  thee. — O  thou  day  o'  the 

world. 
Chain  mine  arm*d  neck;  leap  thou*  attire  and  all, 
Through  proof  of  harness^  to  my  heart,  and  there 
Ridr  on  the  panu  triumphing. 

CUo.  Lord  of  lords! 

0  inftnite  virtue !  com*st  thou  smiling  from 
The  world'tf  great  snare  uncaught? 

Ant.  My  nightingale. 

Wtf  have  beat  them  to  their  beds.    What,  girl? 

though  ^rey 
Do  something  mingle  with  our  brown ;  yet  have  we 
A  brdin  that  nourishes  our  nerves,  and  can 
iH-t  :;na(  for  goal  of  youth.    Behold  this  man ; 
Cfirnmend  unto  his  lips  thy  &voring  hand : — 
Kisu  it,  my  warrior:— He  hath  fought  to-day, 
A>  It  a  <od,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had 
Df^troyM  in  such  a  shape. 

I  «'t'.  I'll  give  thee,  friend, 

A:i  armor  nil  of  gold :  it  was  a  king^s. 

Ant.  He  has  descrvM  it,  were  it  carbuncled 
Like  holy  Phoebus'  car.— Oive  me  thy  hand ; 
Tnrou^h  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march : 
Bear  uur  hacked  targets  like  the  men  that  owe^ 

them. 
Ha<I  our  fjn*at  palace  the  capacity 
Tu  ramp  this  host,  wc  all  would  sup  together; 
At)(j  'jriiik  carouses  to  the  next  day^  fate, 
W.i'-h  promises  royal  peril. — Trumpeters, 
Wiiri  brazen  din  blast  you  the  city's  ear; 
M.i>Ke  mingle  with  our  rattling  tambourines; 
r^idi  lieaven  and  earth  may  strike  their  sounds  to- 
gether. 
Applauding  our  approach.  {Exeunt. 

SCEXE  IX.— Ciesar's  Camp. 
Sentinels  on  their  Post.    Enter  Enobarbcb. 

!  Soil.  If  wc  be  not  relieved  within  this  hour, 
Wt>  niijut  return  to  the  court  of  guard ;  The  night 
l"  <:A:\y ;  and,  they  say,  we  shall  embattle 
B>  tli<>  second  hour  i'  the  morn. 

«  W/.  This  last  day  was 

V  sfirrwd  one  to  us. 

E>(u.  O,  bear  me  witness,  night,— 

3  Sfd'l,  What  man  is  this  ? 

•  SttlL  Stand  close,  and  list  to  him. 

Knff.  Be  witness  to  me.  O  thou  blessed  moon, 
\V!i(*n  men  revolted  shall  upon  record 
B'^^r  hateful  memory,  poor  Enobarbus  did 
B«-i<»re  thy  tJMe  repent ! — 

1  Nry/i.  Enobarbus! 

3X/>i'L  Peace; 

Hirk  further. 

^A.'»7rj.  ()  sovereign  mistress  of  true  melancholy, 
Tiw  i^>')i>*onous  damp  of  night  disponge  upon  me: 
That  iiic,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will, 
Mdv  hang  no  longer  on  me:  Throw  my  heart 
\.'<i.irb(t  the  flint  and  hardness  of  my  fault ; 
Whirh,  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder, 
Xmi  finish  all  foul  thoughts.    O  Antony, 
N  ''•ler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous, 
1"  -'iivc  me  in  thine  own  particular; 
Hui  loi  the  world  rank  me  in  register 
A  muiii(>r-lea  ver,  and  a  fugitive : 
u  iiitony !  O  Antony !  [Diet. 

'is<iii.  Let's  speak 

r<">  him. 

1  SffLL  Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  speaks 
Vay  concern  Cesar. 

3  iirAi.  Let's  do  so.    But  he  sleeps. 

I  &'l'L  Swoonatather;  for  so  bad  a  prayer  as  his 
W'ls  never  yet  tor  sleeping. 

-  Stdt  Go  we  to  him. 

3  SoC-L  Awake,  awake,  sir ;  speak  to  us. 

SSoW.  Hear  you,  sir? 

'  ltnva>  «  Embracs. 

» beaatrnnltrd  with  power,  was  the  povalitr  eh«ra'^*->. 
^of&ilik*  «  Artnor  of  prooC  «  Own. 


1  Soli.  The  hand  of  death  hath  raught<i  him. 
Hark,  the  drums  [Drurfu  afnr  off. 

Demurely  wake  the  sleepers.    Let  us  bear  hiiu 
To  the  court  o(  guard:  he  is  of  note :  our  hour 
Is  f\iily  out. 

3  Sold.        Come  on,  then ; 
He  may  recover  yet.  [Exeunt  with  the  Body 

SCENE  X.— Between  the  two  Camps. 

Enter  Antony  and  SciRCS,  with  Forces,  mard^ 

ing. 

Ant.  Their  preparation  is  to-day  by  sea; 
We  please  them  not  by  land. 

Scar.  For  both,  my  lord. 

Ant.  I  would,they'd  fight  i' the  tire,  or  in  the  air. 
We'd  fight  there  too.    But  this  it  is ;  our  foot 
Upon  tiie  hills  adjoining  to  the  city, 
Shall  stay  with  us:  order  for  sea  is  given; 
They  have  put  forth  the  haven:.  Further  on. 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  best  discover. 
And  look  on  their  endeavor.  [Exi,unL 

Enter  C^vsar  and  his  Forces,  marching. 

Cos.  Buts  being  charged,  we  will  be  still  by  land. 
Which,  OS  I  takc\  we  shall ;  for  his  best  force 
Is  forth  to  man  his  galleys.    To  tlie  vales, 
And  hold  our  best  advantage.  [Exeunt 

Re-enter  Antony  and  Scarub. 

Ant.  Yet  they're  not  join'd :  Where  yonder  pino 
does  stand, 
I  shall  discover  all :  I'll  bring  thee  word 
Straight,  how  'tis  like  to  go.  [Ext*. 

Scar.  Swallows  have  bull  I 

In  Cleopatra  8  sails  their  nests:  the  augurers 
Say,  they  know  not,  — they  cannot   tell:— look 

grimly. 
And  dare  not  speak  their  knowledge.    Antony 
Is  valiant  and  dejected ;  and,  by  starts. 
His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope,  and  fear, 
Of  what  he  has,  and  has  noL 

Alarum  afar  off,  as  at  a  Sea-Fight. 

Re-enter  Antony. 
Ant.  All  is  lost; 

This  ibul  Egyptian  hath  betray 'd  me : 
My  fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  li)c ;  and  yonder 
They  cast  their  aips  up,  and  carouse  together 
Like  friends  long  losU— Triple-turn'd  whore !'  'tis 

tnou 
Hast  sold  me  to  this  novice ;  and  my  heart 
Makes  only  wars  on  thee.— Bid  them  all  tly ; 
For  when  1  am  revenged  upon  my  charm, 
I  have  done  ail :— Bid  them  all  fly,  bo  j^one. 

[  tJ:it  ScARUft. 
O  sun,  thy  uprise  shall  I  see  no  more : 
Fortune  and  Antony  part  here;  even  here 
Do  wetihuke  hands.— All  come  to  this  .'—The  hearts 
That  siMuiel'd  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wishes,  do  discandy.  melt  their  swerts 
On  blossoming  Cssar;  and  tliis  pine  ^  burkM, 
That  over-loj)[)M  them  all.    Betniy'd»  1  am : 
O  this  false  soul  of  Egypt!  this  grave  charm, 
Whose  eye  beck'd  form  my  wars,  and  cali'd  them 

home ; 
Whose  bosom  was  my  crownet,*  my  chief  end. 
Like  a  right  gip}<y,  hath,  at  fast  and  loosc,^ 
BeguiPd  me  tu  Uic  very  heart  of  loss. — 
What,  Eros,  Eros !  '  \ 

•  Enter  ClIsopatra. 

Ah!  thou  spell!  Avaunt! 

Cteo.  Why  is  my  lord  enraged  against  his  Invo? 

Ant.  Vaniith:  or  I  shall  give  thee  thy  deserving, 
And  blemish  Cissar's  triumph.  Let  him  take  thee. 
And  hoist  thee  up  to  tiic  shouting  plebeians : 
Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greatest  »\x>t 
Of  all  thv  sex ;  niost  monster-like,  be  shown 
For  poor'st  diminutives,<>  to  dolts;  and  let 
Patient  Octavia  plough  thy  visage  up 
Witii  her  prepared  nails.   [Exit  Clko.]    'T is  well 

thou'rt  gone, 
It  it  be  well  to  live:  But  better  'twere 
Thou  fell'st  into  my  f\iry,  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many.— -Eros,  ho !~ 

*  Rearht^.  t  Without. 

*  Cleopntra  first  belonged  to  Jalhis  Cassr,  then  to  An 
tony,  and  now,  as  Antony  supposes,  to  Augostui. 

*  Finish. 

*  A  cbeatlag  gams,  at  |K«seni  named  priekimff  at  ike  a*I| 

*  Vor  the  snudlest  plsoe  of  uonsf . 
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1'hc  Hhiri  of  Nessus  is  upon  me:  Teach  me, 
Alcidcs,  thou  mine  ancestor,  thy  rag:e: 
Let  me  lodge  Lichas^  on  the  horns  o'  the  moon* 
And  with  those  hands  UiatgraspM  the  heaviest  club, 
Subdue  my  worthiest  self.    The  witch  shall  die; 
To  the  Roman  boy  she  hath  sold  me,  and  I  fall 
louder  this  plot:  She  dies  for'L— Eros,  ho !     [Exit. 

SCENE  XL— Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
TCnfer  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Irab,  antl  Mardian. 

Cleo,  Help  me,  my  women!  0,  he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon*  for  his  shield;  the  boarof  Thesaaly 
W'4«  never  so  emboss'd.'' 

Char.  To  the  monument; 

There  lock  yourself,  and  send  him  word  you  are 

dead. 
The  soul  and  body  rive  not  more  in  parting. 
Than  gfcatness  going  otil 

Cko.  To  the  monument:— 

Mardiiin,  go  tell  him  I  have  slain  myself; 
Say,  that  the  last  I  spoke  was,  Antony, 
And  word  it,  pr'ythee,  piteously :  Hence, 
Mardian;  and  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death. — 
To  the  monument.  [Kxeunt. 

SCENE  XU.— Another  Roam. 
Enter  Antony  and  Eros. 

Ant.  Eros,  thou  yet  behold'st  mel 

Ents.  Ay,  noble  lord. 

Ant.  Sometime  we  see  a  cloud  that^s  dragonish ; 
A  vapor,  sometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion, 
A  tower'd  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
A  f.M-ked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 
WiUi  trees  uponH,  that  nod  unto  the  world. 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air :  Thou  hast  seen  these 

Higns; 
They  are  uiack  vesper's  pageants. 

Erm.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  That  which  is  now  a  horse,  even  witli  a 
thought, 
The  rack<^  dislimns;  and  makes  it  indistinct, 
As  water  is  in  water. 

Eros.  It  doe8,.my  lord. 

Ant.  My  good  knave,  Eros,  now  thy  captain  is 
Even  such  a  body:  here  I  am  Antony; 
Yet  c4innot  holdtbts  visible  shape^  my  knave. 
1  made  these  wars  for  K;;ypt ;  aira  the  queen,— 
W4ioKC  heart,  1  thought,  1  had,  for  she  had  mine; 
Which,  whilst  it.was  mine,  had  annex'd  unto't 
A  million  more,  nowlost, — she,  Eros,  has 
PackM  card»,>vith  Cresar,  and  false  play'd  my  glory 
IJnl©  an  enemy's  triumph. — 
Nay,  weep  n«)t,  gentle  Eros ;  there  is  left  us 
Ourselves  to  end  ourselves. — O,  thy  vile  lady ! 

Enter  Mardian. 

She  has  robbed  me  of  my  sword. 

Mar.  No,  Antony : 

My  mistress  lov''d  thee,  and  her  fortunes  mingled 
With  thine  entirely. 

Ant.  Hence,  saucy  eunuch;  peace: 

^he  hath  betray'd  me,  and  shall  die  the  death. 

Mar,  Death  of  one  person  can  be  paid  but  once; 
And  that  she  has  discharged  :W^hat  thou  wouldstdo, 
Is  done  unto  thy  hand :  the  Ia.<%t  she  spake 
Was,  Antony  I  most  noble  Antony ! 
Then  in  the  midst  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
The  name  of  Antony  :  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips:  she  render'd  life, 
Thy  name  so  buried  in  her. 

Ant.  Dead  then? 

Mar.  Dead. 

Ant.  Eros,  unarm ;  the  long  day's  task  is  done. 
And  we  must  sleep:— That  thou  depart'st  hence 

sale. 
Does  pay  thy  labor  richly :  Go. — OfT,  pluck  oflT;— 

{Exit  Mardian. 
The  seven-fold  shield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  hcari.*  (),  cleave,  my  sides ! 
Heart,  once  be  stronger  than  thy  continent,* 
Crack  thy  frail  case! — Apace,  Eros,  apace. — 
No  more  a  soldier :— Bruised  pieces,  go; 
You  have  been  nobly  borne.— From  me  a  while. 

[Exit  Eros. 
I  will  o'ertake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 

•  The  boy  that  brouirht  tfa«  poliioned  nhlrt  to  Hercules. 

•  Ajax  Telamon  Ibr  the  shield  of  Achilles. 

«  Foaming  at  th«  mouth.  •  The  fleeting  floods. 

•  •'. «.  The  thing  that  eontains  thee. 


Weep  ibr  my  pardon.    So  it  must  be.  for  now 
All  length  is  torture :— Since  Uje  torch  is  out, 
Lie  down,  and  stray  no  further :  Now  all  labor 
Mars  what  it  does:  yea,  very  force  cnlansrles 
Itaelf  with  strength :  Seal  then,  and  all  is  done,— 
Eros !  I  come,  my  queen :— Eros!  Stay  for  me: 
Where  souls  do  couch  on  flowere,  we'll  hand  x. 

hand, 
And  with  our  sprightly  port  make  the  ghosts  gaze: 
Dido  and  her  iEneas  shall  want  troops. 
And  all  the  haunt  be  ours.— Come,  Eroa,  Eros! 

Re-enter  Eros. 

Eros,  What  would  my  lord  ? 

A  nt.  Si  nee  Cleopatra  died, 

I  have  livM  in  such  dishonor,  that  the  gods 
Detest  my  baseness.    I,  that  with  my  sword^ 
OuarterM  the  world,  and  o'er  green  Neptune's  ^'ark 
With  ships  made  cities,  condemn  my»elf,  to  lack 
The  courage  o(  a  woman;  less  noble  mind 
Than  she,  which,  by  her  death,  our  Cesar  Irli*. 
/  am  conqueror  of  myself'.  Thou  art  sworn.  Kro>, 
That,  when  the  exigent  should  come.  (whicJi  in'W 
Is  come,  indeed,)  when  I  should  see  behind  me 
The  inevitable  prosecution  of 
Disgrace  and  horror,  that,  on  my  command. 
Thou  then  wouldst  kill  me:   dot;  the  time  is 

come: 
Thou  strik'st  not  me,  'tis  Cassar  thou  defeatist. 
Put  color  in  thy  cheek. 

Er(f9.  The  gods  withhold  me  I 

Shall  I  do  that,  which  all  the  Parthian  ddrXA, 
Though  enemy,  lost  aim,  and  could  not  ? 

Ant.  En*!, 

Wouldst  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome,ar.ii  ?•?* 
Thy  master  thus  with  pleach'd'arms.  bending  Uuwn 
His  corrigible  neck,  his  face  subdued 
To  penetrative  shame ;  whilst  the  wheelM  seat 
Of  rortunate  Cssar,  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  baseness  that  ensued  t 

Eros.  I  would  not  ser'i. 

Ant.  Come  then ;  for  with  a  wound  I  must  V 
cured. 
Draw  that  thy  honest  sword,  which  thou  hast^ora 
Most  useful  for  thy  countr>'. 

Eros.  O,  sir,  pardon  me. 

Ant.  When  I  did  make  thee  free,  swor'^*:  liiou 
not  then 
To  do  this  when  I  bade  thee  ?    Do  it  at  onct ; 
Or  thy  precedent  services  are  all 
But  accidents  unpiirpos'd.    Draw,  and  com**. 

Eros.  Turn  from  me  then  that  noble  countoijarv*. 
Wherein  the  worship*  of  the  whole  world  n<*«. 

Ant.  Lo  thee !  [Turning f rum  k"H. 

Erm.  My  sword  is  drawn. 

Ant.  Then  let  it  do  iit  fhc* 

The  thing  why  thou  hast  drawn  it. 

Eros.  My  dear  mji>tf-. 

My  captain,  and  my  emperor !  let  me  s^ay. 
Before  1  strike  this  liloody  stroke.  Farewell. 

Ant.  'Tis  said,  man  ;— and  farewell. 

Erfts.  Farewell,  great  chief.  Shall  1  strike  th'w' 

Ant.  Now.  t>  <• 

Eros.  Why,  there  then:—  [Falls  on  his  »w-r  . 
Thus  do  I  escape  the  sorrow 
Of  Antony's  death.  [ /»'••. 

Ant.  Thrice  nobler  than  my  <t  :i ! 

Thou  teachest  me,  O  valiant  Eros,  what 
I  should,  and  thou  couldst  not.    My  queen  icd 

EroH 
Have,  by  their  brave  instruction,  got  upon  me 
A  nobleness  in  Tecord:  But  I  will  be 
A  bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into*t 
As  to  a  lover's  bed.    Come  tlien  ;  and,  Kros 
Thy  master  dies  thy  scholar ;  to  do  tiiu» 

[Falling  on  his  sic  '^l 
I  leamM  of  thee.  How !  not  yet  dead  1  not  de*a  '— 
The  guard !— ho  !— O,  despatch  me. 

Enter  Dercstas  and  Guard. 

1  Guard.  What's  the  not-" 
Ant.  I  have  done  my  work  ill,  friends:   O.  o^aU 

an  end 
Of  what  I  have  begun. 

2  Guard.  The  star  is  lallen. 
1  Guard.  And  time  is  at  his  period. 

All.  Atom  and  wtw 

Ant,  Let  him  that  lovea  me  strike  me  dead. 
1  Quard.  SMl 

•  Folded.  sDlpiitv. 
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[/tist  tiiim  nut  sec  my  baby  at  my  breast. 
That  su<;ks  the  nurse  asleep  ? 

Char,  O,  break !  0,  break ! 

C«o.  As  sweet  as  balm,  as  soft  as  air,  as  gentle, — 
0  Antony  I — Nay,  ]  will  take  thee  too ; — 

[Applying  another  Asp  to  her  Arm. 
What  should  I  stay—      [Fulls  on  a  Bedy  and  dies. 

Char,  in  tiiis  wild  world  l—So,  fare  thee  welL— 
>'on  boast  thee,  death !  in  thy  possession  lies 
A  laifi  unpanUlel'd. — Downv  windows,  close; 
And  golden  Phcebus  never  be  beheld 
in  e\  et*  a^ain  so  royal !  Your  crown's  awry ; 
111  mend  it,  and  then  play. 

Enier  the  Guard,  rtuhing-  in, 

1  Guards  Where  is  the  queen  ? 
Char.  Speak  softly,  wake  her  not 

]  Guard,  Caesar  hath  sent— 
Char.  Too  slow  a  messenger. 

[Applies  the  Asp. 
0,  come ;  apace,  desnatch :  I  partly  leel  thee. 
1  Guard.  Anproacn,  ho!  All's  not  well :  Cssar's 

beguilM.  ' 

s  Guard,  There's  Dolabella  sent  ftom  Cssar  ;— 
call  him. 

1  Guard.  What  work  is  here  t-— Charmian,  is 

this  well  done  ? 
Char.  It  is  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  princess 
Descended  of  so  many  royal  kings. 
Ab,  soldier !  [Dies. 

Enter  Dolabklla. 

Dol.  How  goes  it  here  1 

2  Guard,  All  dead. 

J)oL  Caesar,  thy  thoughts 

Tuurh  their  effects  In  this:  Thyself  art  coming 
To  see  performed  the  dreaded  act,  which  thou 
£o  M)usnt'8t  to  hinder. 

[  IVUhin.]  A  way  there,  way  for  Cssar ! 

Enter  Cmbxr  and  Attendants. 

DoL  O,  sir,  you  are  too  sure  an  augurer; 
Tbst  you  did  fear,  is  dona.  I 


Cses.  Bravest  at  the  last  - 

She  leveird  at  our  purposes,  and,  being  royal, 
Took  her  own  way. — The  manner  of  their  deaths'! 
I  do  not  see  them  bleed. 

DoL  Who  was  last  with  them  1 

1  Guard.  A  simple  countryman,  that  brought 
her  figs : 
This  was  his  basket 

CsBS.  Poison'd,  then. 

1  Guard.  O  Cssar, 

This  Charm ian  livM  but  now ;  she  stood,  and  spake , 
1  found  her  trimming  up  the  diadem 
On  her  dead  mistress;  tremblingly  she  stood. 
And  on  the  sudden  dropp*d. 

Csts.  O  noble  weakness ! 

If  they  had  swallow'd  poison,  'twould  api  ear 
By  external  swelling :  but  ahe  looks  like  sleep 
As  she  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  strong  toil  of  grace.^ 

Dot.  Here,  on  her  bn  ast, 

There  is  a  vent  of  blood,  and  something  blown: 
The  like  is  on  her  arm. 

1  Guard.  This  is  an  aspic's  trail :  and  these  fig* 
leaves 
Have  slime  upon  them,  such  as  the  aspic  leaves 
Upon  the  caves  of  Nile. 

CsBS.  Most  probable. 

That  so  she  died :  for  her  physician  tells  me, 
She  hath  pursued  conclusions  infinite 
Of  easy  ways  to  die. — Take  up  her  b<^ ; 
And  bear  her  women  flrom  the  monument: — 
She  shall  be  buried  by  her  Antony :  . 

No  grave  upon  the  earth  shall  clip^  in  it 
A  pair  00  famous.    High  events  as  these 
Stnke  those  that  make  them ;  and  their  story  is 
No  less  in  pity  than  his  glory,  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamented.    Our  army  shall. 
In  solemn  show,  attend  this  flineral; 
And  then  to  Rome.— Come,  Dolabella,  see 
High  order  in  this  great  solemnity. 

[Exeunt 
*  Oraeeftil  aiipearanot.  •  £ufi>ld. 
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ril  tell  thMt  on  the  instant,  thou  art  then 
As  greiU  dJk  is  thy  master :  greater ;  for 
Ill's  foi^uus  all  lie  speechless,  and  his  name 
Is  at  Iz  it  gasp :  Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is :  to  shift  his  being,^ 
Is  to  exchange  one  misery  with  another ; 
And  every  da^  that  comes,  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him :  What  shalt  thou  expect. 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans  t 
Who  cannot  be  new  built;  nor  has  no  ftiends. 

[The  QusBN  dropt  a  Boxi  Pibamio  iakei 
iiup. 
So  much  as  but  to  prop  him  1— Thou  tak'st  up 
Thou  know'st  not  what }  but  take  it  for  thy  labor: 
It  is  a  thing  I  made,  which  hath  the  king 
Five  times  redeemed  from  death:  I  do  not  know 
What  is  more  cordial : — Nay,  I  prithee,  take  it; 
It  is  an  earnest  of  a  ftirther  gooa 
That  I  mean  to  thee.    Tell  thv  mistress  how 
The  case  stands  with  her;  do't,  as  from  thyself. 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  changest  on ;  but  think 
Thou  hast  thv  mistress,  still ;  to  ooot,  my  son, 
Who  shall  take  notice  of  thee :  I'll  move  the  king 
To  any  shape  of  thy  preferment,  such 
'As  thou'lt  cfesire ;  and  then  myself,  I  chiefly, 
That  set  thee  on  to  this  desert,  am  bound 
To  load  thy  merit  richly.    Call  my  women: 
Think  on  my  words.  [Exit  Pia^.]— A  sly  and  con- 
stant knave; 
Not  to  be  shaked :  the  agent  for  his  master; 
And  the  remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 
The  hand  fast  to  her  lord.— I  have  given  him  that. 
Which,  if  he  take,  shall  quite  unpeople  her 
i>f  liegers  for  her  sweet;  and  which  she,  after, 
Kxcept  she  bend  her  humor,  shall  be  assured 

JU-enter  Pibakio  and  Ladies. 

To  taste  of  too.— So,  so;— well  done,  well  done; 
The  violets,  cowslips,  and  the  primroses. 
Bear  to  my  closet:— Fare  thee  well,  Pisanio; 
Think  on  my  words.   [Exeunt  Oubbn  and  Ladies. 

Pis,  And  shall  do : 

And  when  to  my  good  lord  I  prove  untrue, 
I'll  choke  myself:  there's  all  I'll  do  for  you.  [Exit. 

SCENE  yil.—Another  Room  in  the  same. 

Enter  Imogkit. 

Imo.  a  father  cruel,  and  a  step-dame  flUse ; 
A  foolish  suitor  to  a  wedded  lady, 
That  hath  her  husband  banisn'd;— O,  that  hus- 
band! 
My  supreme  crown  of  grief!  and  th6se  repeated 
Vexations  of  it!    Had  I  been  thief-stolen^ 
As  my  two  brothers,  happy !  but  most  miserable 
Is  the  desire  that's  glorious :  Blessed  be  those 
How  mean  soe'er,  that  have  their  honest  wills. 
Which  seasons  comfort.— Who  may  this  be  1  Fye ! 

Enter  Pisanio  and  Iachiuo. 

Pit.  Madam,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Rome; 
Comes  from  my  lord  with  letters. 

Iat:h.  Change  you,  madam  1 

The  worthy  Leonatus  is  in  safety, 
And  greets  your  highness  dearly. 

[Presents  a  Letter. 

Imo.  Thanks,  good  sir  t 

You  are  kindly  welcome. 

laeh*  All  of  ner,  that  is  out  of  door,  most  rich ! 

[Aside. 
If  she  be  ftimish'd  with  a  mind  so  rare. 
She  is  alone  the  Arabian  bird ;  and  I 
Have  lost  the  wager.    Boldness,  be  my  ftiend ! 
Arm  me,  audacity,  ftom  head  to  foot! 
Or,  like  the  Parthian,  I  shall  flying  fight; 
Rather,  directly  fly. 

Imo.  [Reads.]— iftf  is  one  (f  the  noblest  note,  to 
whose  kindness  lam  most  ir^finitely  tied.  R^ct 
upon  him  accordingly,  as  you  value  your  truest 

LB0NATU8. 

So  Ikr  I  read  aloud : 

But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 

Is  warm'd  by  the  rest,  and  takes  it  thankftilly. — 

You  arc  as  welcome,  worthy  sir,  as  I 

Have  words  to  bid  you ;  and  shall  find  it  so. 

In  all  that  I  can  do. 

laeh.  Thanks,  fliireet  Iady.~ 

What !  are  men  mad  1  Hath  nature  given  them  eyes 
To  see  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  sea  BBd  land,  which  can  distinguish  'twixt 
The  fiery  orbs  above,  and  the  twinn'd  stones 

^  To  chaDgs  his  abods. 


Upon  the  numbcr'd  beach  1  and  can 
Partition  make  with  spectacles  so  prrc^ 
'Twixt  &ir  and  foul  t 

Imo.  What  makes  your 

laeh.  It  cannot  be  i'  the  eye;  for  aj 
keys, 
'Twixt  two  such  shes,  would  chatter 
Contemn  with  mows*  the  other:  No 

ment; 
For  idiots,  in  this  case  of  fliTor,  would 
Be  wisely  definite :  Nor  i'  the  appeiiir, 
Sluttery,  to  such  neat  exoell«»Aoe  op; 
Should  make  desire  vomit  emptineat* 
Not  so  allured  to  feed. 

Imo,  What  is  the  matter,  trow  ? 

laeh.  The 

(That  satiate  yet  unsatisfied  desire. 
That  tub  both  fiU'd  and  running,)  nrt 
The  lamb,  longs  after  for  the  garbaiire. 

Imo.  W 

Thua  raps  you  ?    Are  you  well ! 

laeh.  Thanks,  madam ;  well : — ^* 
desire 
My  man's  abode  where  I  did  leave  hia:| 
Is  strange  and  peevish.' 

Pis.  I  was  goinc. « 

To  give  him  welcome.  *Lm 

Imo.  Continues  well  my  lord  1    lt» 
seech  you  ? 

lach.  Well,  madam. 

Imo.  Is  he  dispos'd  to  mirth  ?    I  hop^ ! 

laeh.  Exceeding  pleasant ;  none  a  nvn 
So  merry  and  so  gamesome :  he  is  call'v 
The  Briton  reveller. 

Imo.  When  he  was  herr«| 

He  did  incline  to  sadness ;  and  olt-tiine« 
Not  knowing  why. 

laeh.  I  never  saw  him  ssd. 

There  is  a  Frenchman  his  companion. 
An  eminent  monsieur,  that,  it  seems,  ib\ 
A  Gallian  girl  at  home :  he  Aimaces 
The  thick  sighs  ftom  him:  whiles  the  j 
(Your  lord,  I  mean)  laughs  ftom's 

cries  0/ 
Can  my  sides  hold,  to  think,  thai  man,- 
By  history,  report,  or  his  own  proi^'. 
What  woman  is,  yea.  what  she  cannot  cktu^  I 
But  must  bCi-^unU  hisjree  hourt  languid:* 
Assured  bondage  ? 

Imo.  Will  my  lord  sav  so^ 

laeh.  Ay,  madam;  with  nis  ej-es'in  toU^ 
laughter. 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by. 
And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman :  But.^4 

know. 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 

Imo.  Not  he,  I  k'l 

laeh.  Not  he :  But  yet  heaven^  bounry  ux 
him  might 
Be  used  more  thankftiUy.    In  himself,  tis  ei 
In  you,— which  I  count  his.  beyond  all  taiftn 
Whilst  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bouw! 
To  pity  too. 

Imo,  What  do  tou  pity,  sir  ? 

laeh.  Two  crestures  heartily. 

Imo.  Am  I  one.  i 

You  look  on  me :  What  wreck  discern  you  a 
Deserves  your  pity  1 

lach.  Lamentable?  What! 

To  hide  me  ftt>m  the  radiant  sun,  and  aolace 
I'  the  dungeon  by  a  snulfl 

Imo.  I  pray  you,  sir 
Deliver  with  more  openness  your  answers 
To  my  demands,    why  do  you  pity  roe ! 

laeh.  That  others  do, 
I  was  about  to  say,  eiijoy  your— ^But 
It  is  an  office  of  tne  gods  to  'venge  it. 
Not  mine  to  speak  ont. 

Imo.  You  do  aeera  to  kn 

Something  of  me.  or  what  concerns  me :  Praj 
fSince  doubting  things  go  ill  often  hurts  moi 
Than  to  be  sure  they  do :  For  certaioties 
Either  are  past  remedies :  or,  timely  knowin 
The  remedy  then  bom,)  discover  to  roe 
What  both  you  spur  and  stop.! 

laeh.  Had  t  this  r 

To  bathe  my  lips  upon ;  this  hand,  whoee  lo 
Whose  every  touch  would  force  the  feeler's  i 

•  Msklng  mouths.  •  Sliy  and  flholb 

•  M  bat  you  isaai  saxtoos  to  atUr,  a»4  y*C  «*'bl 
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Act  n. 


1  LmrtL  It  is  not  flt,your  lordship  should  under- 
take every  companion  that  you  ^ive  offence  to. 

CUi.  No.  I  know  that:  but  it  is  fit,  I  should  com- 
nit  offence  to  my  inferiorR. 

2  Lurd,  Ay,  it  is  flt  for  your  lordship  only 
CUu  Why,  BO  I  say. 

1  Lur  /.Did  you  near  of  a  stranger  that's  come 
to  court  to-night  1 

CU).  A  fttranger !  and  I  know  not  on't? 

2  Lor./.  He's  a  strange  fellow  himself,  and  knows 
it  not.  {Aavie. 

1  Lnrd,  There's  an  Italian  come;  and,  'tis 
thought,  one  of  Leonatus*  friends. 

CU).  Leonatus!  a  banished  rascal;  and  he's  an- 
other, whatsoever  he  be.  Who  told  you  of  this 
sti-anger  1 

1  Ijord.  Oneof  your  lordship's  pares. 

Cln.  Is  it  tit  I  went  to  look  upon  him  t  Is  there 
no  derogation  in't  1 

1  Lor  7.  You  cannot  derogate,  my  lord. 
Clo,  Not  easily,  I  think. 

2  Lnrd.  You  are  a  fool,  granted :  therefore  your 
issues,  being  foolish,  do  not  derogate.  [  Asidt. 

CU),  Come,  Til  go  see  this  Italian :  What  I  have 
lost  to-day  at  bowls,  I'll  win  to-night  of  him. 
Come,  go.  ' 

2  Lord,  rii  attend  your  lordship. 

[Kxeuni  Ci<OTi!f  andfint  Lord. 
That  such  a  crafty  devil  as  is  his  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  ass !  a  woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain ;  and  this  tier  son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart. 
And  leave  eighteen.    Alas,  poor  princess, 
Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endur'st ! 
Hetwixt  a  fsther  by  thy  stcp-dame  govemM; 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots ;  a  wooer 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulsion  is 
Of  thy  dear  husband,  than  that  horrid  act 
Of  the  divorce  he*d  make!  The  heavens  hold  firm 
The  walls  of  thy  dear  honor;  keep  unshak'd 
That  temple,  thy  fair  mind ;  that  thou  may'st  stand. 
To  enjoy  thy  banished  lord,  and  this  great  land  ! 

[ExU. 

SCENE   11.— il  Btdrchamhers  in  one  Part  qf  it 

a  Trunk. 

Imogen  reading  in  her  Bed ;  a  Lady  attending, 

Imo,  Who*s  there  1  my  woman  Helen! 

Lady.  Please  you,  madam. 

Imo.  What  hour  is  iti 

Lady.  Almost  midnight,  madam. 

Imo,  I  have  read  three  hours,  then :  mine  eyes 
are  weak : — 
Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left:  To  bed: 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning; 
And  if  thou  canst  awake  by  four  o'  the  clock, 
I  pr*ythee,  call  me.    Sleep  hath  seiz'd  me  wholly. 

{RxU  Lady. 
To  your  protection  I  commend  me,  gods ! 
From  fairies,  and  the  tempters  of  the  night, 
Guard  me,  beseech  ye ! 

[SUepe,    lACHiMO,  from  the  Trunk. 

laeh.  The  crickets  sing,  and  man's  o'er-Iabor'd 
sense 
Repairs  itself  by  rest:  Our  Tarquin  thus 
Dici  softly  press  the  rushes,^  ere  he  waken'd 
The  chastity  he  wounded. — Cytherea, 
How  bravely  thou  becom'st  thy  bed !    Fresh  lily  ? 
And  whiter  than  the  sheets !  That  I  mirht  touch ! 
But  kiss;  one  kiss!— Rubies  unparagon^d. 
How  dearly  they  do't !— 'Tis  her  breathing  that 
Perf\imes  the  chamber  thus :  The  flame  o'the  taper 
Bows  toward  her;  and  would  under-peep  her  lids, 
To  see  the  enclosed  lights,  now  canopied 
Under  these  windows :  White  and  azure,  laced 
With  blue  of  heaven's  own  tincL^ — But  my  design  1 
To  note  the  chamt>er:— I  will  write  all  down:— 
Such  and  such  pictures ."— There  the  window:— 

Such 
The  adornment  of  her  bed ;— The  arru,  figures. 
Why,  such,  and  such:— And  the  contents  o'the 

story,— 
Ah,  but  some  natural  notes  about  her  body, 
Above  ten  thousand  meaner  movables 
Would  testify,  to  enrich  mine  inventory 

•  Tt  was  anciently  ths  custom  to  strew  chambers  with 
rashes. 

*  i. «.  The  whits  skin  laoed  with  Uoe  veins. 


O  sleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  ber! 

And  be  her  sense  but  as  a  monument. 

Thus  in  a  chapel  lying ! — Come  olT,  come  off^- 

[Takmgtfhtr  BrteOa 
As  slippery  as  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard ! 
'Tis  mine;  and  this  will  witness  outwardly. 
As  strongly  as  the  conscience  does  within. 
To  the  madding  of  her  lord.    On  her  left  breast 
A  mole  cinque-spotted,  like  the  crimson  dmps 
I'  the  bottom  of  a  cowslip:  Here's  a  voucher. 
Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make :  this  secret 
Will  force  him*  think  I  have  picked  the  kxk,  and 

ta'en 
The  treasure  of  her  honor.    No  more.— To  whst 

endt 
Why  should  I  write  tliis  down,  that*s  riveted, 
Screw'd  to  my  memory  !  She  hath  been  reading  Istt 
The  tale  of  Tereus ;  here  the  leaf's  turned  down. 
Where  Philomel  ^ve  up:— I  have  enough: 
To  the  trunk  again,  and  shut  the  spring  of  iL 
Swift,  swift,  you   dragons  of  the  night!  — iloX 

dawning 
May  bare  the  raven's  eye:  I  lodge  in  fear; 
Though  this  a  heavenly  angel,  hell  is  here. 

[Ctocksfnfaj. 
One,  two,  three.— Time,  time! 

[Goes  into  the  Trunk,   The  Scene  ektea. 

SCENE  lll^^An  Ante-ehamber  joining  Imogen^ 

Apartment. 

Enter  Cloten  and  Lords. 

1  Lord.  Your  lordship  is  the  most  patient  nnn 
in  loss,  the  most  coldest  that  ever  turned  op  sor. 

Clo,  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lose. 

1  Lord.  But  not  every  man  patient,  after  the 
noble  temper  of  your  lordship:  Vou  are  most  ihX, 
and  f\irious,  when  you  win. 

Clo.  Winning  would  put  any  man  into  counsf: 
If  I  could  get  this  fooush  Imogen,  I  should  have 
gold  enough :  It's  almost  morning,  ut  not ! 

1  Lord.  Day.  my  lord. 

Clo.  I  woulu  this  music  would  come:  I  am  ad- 
vised to  give  her  muaic  o'  the  mornings ;  they  »ay. 
it  will  penetrate. 

Enter  MuBiciiina. 

Come  on;  tune:  If  you  can  penetrate  her  with 
your  f^ngeriuK,  so;  we'll  try  with  tongue  loo:  tt 
none  will  do,  let  her  remain ;  but  I'll  never  fi^t 
o'er.  First,  a  very  excellent,  good-conceited  thiut ; 
after,  a  wonderftii  sweet  air,  with  admiiable  hch 
wordi  to  it,— and  then  let  her  conaider. 

SONG. 

Hark!  hark!  the  lark  at  heaven*s  gate  mgf. 

And  Phcebua  ^ging  arise. 
His  steeds  to  water  at  those  springs 

On  ehaJired^Jlowers  that  Hesg 
And  winking  Mary^buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyesf 
With  every  thing  thai  pretty  bm  : 

My  lady  sweets  arises 
Arise,  arise. 

So,  get  you  gone :  If  this  penetrate,  I  will  coostdff 
your  music  the  better:*  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  m 
her  ears,  which  horse-hairs,  and  cat^^ts,  nor  M* 
voice  of  unpaved  eunuch  to  boolean  never  amend. 

[Exeunt  MustciaB& 

Enter  Ctkbemni  and  Queen. 

2  Lord,  Here  comes  the  king. 

CU}.  I  am  glad  I  was  up  so  late ;  ibr  thatV  thf 
reason  I  was  up  so  early:  He  cannot  choo«f  h.t 
take  this  service  I  have  done,  fatherly. — Good-mif  • 
row  to  your  majesty,  and  to  my  gracious  mother. 

Cym.  Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  ftrra 
daughter  1 
WiU  she  not  forth! 

C  V?.  I  have  assailed  her  with  mnsie,  bot  fhs 
Touchaafes  no  notice. 

Cym.  The  exile  of  her  minion  ia  too  new; 
She  hath  not  yet  fbrgot  him :  some  more  tims 
Must  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  oau 
And  then  aba's  yours. 

Oueen,  You  are  moat  bound  to  the  lartf  \ 

Who  lets  go  by  no  'vantages,  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  nia  daughter:  Frame  >ourwlf 


•  Cupped. 


•  Win  pv  yociafOM fir n 
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AcTin. 


She*8  puiiiKhM  for  her  truth ;  and  undergoes. 
More  goddeKB-like  than  wife-like,  such  aAsauitii 
AH  would  take  in^  some  virtue.— O,  my  master ! 
'I  hy  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low,  as  were 
7  hy  forlunep.— How !  that  I  should  murder  her? 
Vjpon  the  love,  and  truth,  and  vows,  which  I 
Have   made   to   thy  command]  — I,  her  1— her 

blood? 
If  it  be  so  to  do  ^ood  service,  never 
Let  me  be  counted  serviceable.    How  look  I 
That  I  should  seem  to  lack  humanity 
So  much  as  this  fact  comes  to  ?     J)oU:    The  leffer 

[Reading. 
Tkat  I  have  sent  her,  by  her  own  command. 
Shall  give  thee  opportunity :-0  damn'd  paper! 
Black  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee !    Senseless  bauble, 
Art  thou  a  feodary^  for  this  act,  and  look'st 
So  virgin-like  without  ?    Lo,  here  she  comes. 

Enter  Imoosn. 

I  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 

Imo.  How  now,  Pisaniol 

Pi*,  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  flrom  my  lord. 

Imo.  Who?  thy  lord?  thatis  my  lord,  Leonatus  ? 
O,  learn*d  indeed  were  that  astronomer, 
That  knew  the  stars,  as  I  his  characters ; 
HeM  lay  the  future  open.— You  good  gods, 
Let  what  is  here  contained  relish  of  love, 
Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content, — yet  not. 
That  we  two  are  a^tunder,  let  that  grieve  him.— 

iSome  grief^i  are  medcinable;)thati8oneof  them, 
*or  it  doth  physic  love; — of  his  content. 
All  but  in  that.'— Good  wax,  thy  leave  i-BIess'd 

be. 
You  bees,  that  make  thene  locks  of  counsel !  Lovers, 
And  men  in  dangerous  bonds,  pray  not  alike ; 
Though  forfeiters  you  ca^t  in  prison,  yet 
You  clasp   young  Cupid's  tables:— Good   news, 
gods!  [Jiea'Ui. 

Jtistice,  and  your  fat  her'* a  wrath,  shmtld  he  fake 
me  in  hig  dornvninn.  emitd  not  be  so  cruel  to  me,  an 
you.  Of  he  dearest  ofereaturfji,  woulinol  evenrennu 
me  Ufith  your  eyes.Take  notice  that  lam  in  Cambria, 
at  Milford^Haven.  What  your  own  love  will,  out  of 
this,  advise  you,  follow.  So,  he  wishes  you  all  hap- 
piness, that  remains  loyal  to  hvt  xHtw,ani  your,  in- 
creasing  in  lot^e,  Lkowtcs  Posthumcs. 

().  for  a  horse  with  wings !— Hcar'Kt  thou.  Pisanio  ? 
He  IS  at  Milford-lfaveTi:  Rend,  and  tell  me 
How  far  'liH  thither.    If  one  of  mean  affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  I 
Glide  thither  in  a  day?— Then,  true  Pisanio, 
(Who   long*t«t,   like   me,  to  see    thy  lord;  who 

long'st, — 
(K  let  mo  'bate,— but  not  like  me:— yet  longest, — 
Hut  in  a  fainter  kind ; — 0,  not  like  me; 
Kor  mine's  beyond  beyond,)  say,  and  s])eak  thick,^ 
(Love's  counsellor  should  till  the  bores  of  hearing, 
To  the  smothering  of  the  sense,)  how  far  it  is 
To  this  same  blessed  Milford :  And,  by  the  way, 
Tell  me  how  Wales  was  made  so  happy,  as 
To  inherit  such  a  haven :  But,  first  of  all. 
How  we  may  steal  fVom  hence;  and  for  the  gap 
That  we  shall  make  in  time,  from  our  hence-gomij 
And  our  return,  to  excuse:— but  first,  bow  get 

hence : 
Why  should  excuse  be  bom  or  e'er  begot? 
We  II  talk  of  that  hcreafler.    Pr'ythee.  speak. 
How  many  score  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 
'Twixt  hour  and  hour? 

Pv.  One  score,  'twixt  sun  and  sun, 

Madam,  's  enough  for  you ;  and  too  much  too. 

Imo.  VVhy,  one  that  rode  to  his  execution,  man, 
Could  never  go  so  slow :  I  have  heard  of  riding 

wagers. 
Where  horses  have  been  nimbler  than  the  sands 
That  run  i'  the  clock's  behalf :— But  this  is  foolery : 
Go,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  sickness ;  say 
She'll  home  to  her  father ;  and  provide  me,  pre- 
sently, 
A  riding  suit;  no  costlier  than  would  fit 
A  franklin's?  housewife.       * 

Pia,  Madam,  you're  best  consider. 

Imo,  I  see  before  me,  man,  nor  here,  nor  here, 
Vor  what  ensues ;  but  have  a  fog  in  them. 
That  I  cannot  look  through.    Away,  I  pr'ythee ; 

*  To  talt  in  s  town,  It  to  conquer  It         •  ConfMsrats. 

•  Crowd  qoe  word  on  another,  as  tut  as  possible. 
A  ikveholdsr. 


Do  as  I  bid  thee :  There's  no  more  to  say : 
Accessible  is  none  but  Milford  way.        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— Wales.    A  Mouniainmts  Counin. 

unth  a  Cave* 

Enter  Belariub,  GaiDvniUB,  and  AETiRAcrs. 

BeL  A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  house,  with  Mjct 
Whose  roof's  as  low  as  ours !  Stoop,  boys:  This^r* 
Instructs  you  how  to  adore  the  heavens;  andboni 

you 
To  morning's  holy  office^    The  gates  of  montrrh^ 
Are  arch'd  so  hi^n.  that  giants  may  jet^  throu^L 
And  keep  their  impious  turbans  on,  without 
Good-morrow  to  the  sun.— Hail,  thou  fiiir  h«i»pn: 
We  house  i'  the  rock,  yet  use  thee  not  bo  hardiy 
As  prouder  livers  do. 
Guu  Hail,  heaven! 

Arv,  Hail,  heawi ! 

Bel,  Now,  for  our  mountain  sport:  Upto  yoo  h.l. 
Your  legs  are  young;  1*11  tread  these  flats.  Com- 

sidor. 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow. 
That  it  is  place  which  lessens,  and  sets  off. 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  talcs  I  h&^t  to!d 

you. 
Of  courts,  of  princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war. 
This  service  is  not  service,  so  being  done, 
But  being  so  allow'd :  To  apprehend  thus. 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  nee: 
And  often,  to  our  comfort,  shall  we  And 
The  sharded*  beetle  in  a  safer  bold 
Than  is  the  full-wing'd  eaicle.    O,  this  lif^ 
Is  nobler,  than  attending  for  a  check; 
Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  babe; 
Prouder,  than  rustling  in  unpaid-forsiik: 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him.  that  makes  them  fine, 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uncrom'd:  no  lifb  to  outs.* 
GuL  Out  of  your  proof  you  speak :  we,  poor  uo- 

fledg'd. 
Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'  the  iksI;  nor 

know  not 
What  air's  (torn  home.    Haply,  this  life  it  t>fst. 
If  quiet  life  be  best;  sweeter  to  you. 
That  have  a  sharper  known;  well  correspondia; 
With  your  stitY'agc ;  but,  unto  us.  it  is 
A  cell  of  ignoiance;  travellings-bed; 
A  prison  for  a  debtor,  that  not  dares 
To  stride  a  limit.? 

Arv.  What  should  we  speak  oi 

When  we  are  old  as  you  ?  when  we  snail  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December,  how, 
In  this  our  pinching  cave,  shall  we  discourse 
The  freezing  hours  away  ?  We  have  seen  noih:n;: 
We  are  bciistly ;  subtle  as  the  fox,  for  prer; 
Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  what  we  eat: 
Our  valor  is,  to  chase  what  flics;  our  raze 
We  make  a  quire,  as  doth  the  prison  bird, 
And  sing  our  bondage  freely. 

BeL  How  you  apeak ! 

Did  you  but  know  the  city's  usuries. 
And  felt  them  knowingly:  the  art  o'  the  roort. 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep;  whose  top  to  clirab 
Ik  certain  falling,  or  t^o  slippery,  that 
The  fear's  as  bad  as  foiling;  the  toil  of  Iho  \«ar. 
A  pain  that  only  seems  to  seek  out  danger 
I'  the  name  of  fame  and  honor;  which  dic»  i  tbt 

search; 
And  hath  as  ofl  a  slanderous  epitaph. 
As  record  of  fair  act;  nay,  many  times. 
Doth  ill  deserve  by  doing  well;  what's  worse. 
Must  court 'py  at  the  censure :— O.  Iwys,  thi«  st»>7 
The  world  may  read  in  me  :  M)'  body's  roarkJ 
With  Roman  swords;  and  my  report  was  oner 
First  with  the  best  of  note :  Cvmbeline  lov'd  me; 
And  when  a  soldier  was  the  theme,  my  oune 
Was  not  far  off:  Then  was  I  as  a  tree. 
Whose  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit:  but  inone  out:i« 
A  storm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will. 
Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  m)  I^tts 
And  lefl  me  bare  to  weather. 
Gut  Uncertain  h^or. 

BeL  My  fault  being  nothing,  (as  1  have  told  )o-J 

oft,) 
But  that  two  villains,  whose  Iblse  oaths  prevail  d 
Before  my  perfect  honor,  swore  to  Cymb^Jine, 
I  was  confederate  with  the  Romans :  so 
Follow'd  my  banishment ;  and,  this  twenty  yeata, 

•  Strut,  walk  proudly.  •  Sealy-wtaged. 

» I.  e.  Conipar«d  with  oara.     •  Tt>  ovsrpssa  M»  koaoA 
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Act  II 


ACT  11. 


SCENE  h—Btfare  the  Pakue. 

Ent^  Aaron. 

Aar.  Now  cllmbeth  Tamora  Olympus'  top, 
Safe  out  o'Tortunc^s  nhot:  and  sits  aloft, 
Secure  of  thunder>  crack,  or  lightning's  flash ; 
Advanced  above  pale  envy's  threatening  reach. 
As  when  the  golden  sun  salutes  the  mom, 
And  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  beams. 
Gallops  the  zodiac  in  his  glistering  coach, 
And  overlooks  the  highest^peering  hills ; 

80  Tamora. 

Upon  her  wit  doth  earthly  honor  wait. 
And  virtue  stoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown. 
Then,  Aaron,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  mistress, 
And  mount  her  pitch ;  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 
Hast  prisoner  held,  fettcr'd  in  amorous  cham, 
And  faster  bound  to  Aaron's  channing  eyes, 
Than  is  Prometheus  tied  to  Caucasus. 
Away  with  slavish  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts ! 
I  will  be  bright,  and  shine  in  pearl  and  gold, 
To  wait  up<m  this  new-made  emi^rcss. 
To  wait,  said  I?  to  wanton  with  this  queen, 
This  goddess,  this  Semiramis;— this  queen. 
This  syren,  that  will  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 
And  see  his  shipwreck,  and  his  common-weal's. 
Holla !  what  boorm  is  this  ? 

Enter  Chiron  and  Descetriub,  braving, 

Lem,  Chiron,  thy  years  want  wit,  thy  wit  wants 
edge. 
And  manners,  to  intrude  where  I  am  graced ; 
And  may,  for  aught  thou  know'st,  affected  be. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  thou  dost  overween  in  all ; 
And  so  in  this  to  bear  me  down  with  braves. 
'Ti«  not  the  difference  of  a  year,  or  two. 
Makes  me  less  gracious,  thee  more  fortunate: 
I  am  as  able,  and  as  fit  as  thou. 
To  serve,  and  to  deserve  my  mistress'  grace ; 
And  that  my  sword  upon  thee  shall  approve. 
And  plead  mv  pafwions  for  Lavinia's  love. 

Aar,  Clubs'!  clubs!'  these  lovers  will  not  keep 
tfie  peace. 

Dem.  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother,  unadvis'd, 
(Jave  vou  a  dancing-rapier  by  your  side. 
Are  you  so  desperate  grown. to  threat  your  friends  ] 
Go  to;  have  your  lath  glued  within  your  sheath, 
Till  vou  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Chi.  Meanwhile,  sir,  with  the  little  skill  1  have, 
Fiiil  '.veil  shalt  thou  jwrceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Lem,  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  so  brave  1     [They  draw. 

Aar,  Why,  how  now,  lords  ? 

So  near  the  emperor's  palace  dare  vou  draw, 
And  maintain  such  a  quarrel  openly  1 
Full  well  I  wotfi  the  ground  of  all  this  grudge; 
I  would  not  for  a  million  of  gold. 
The  case  were  known  to  them  it  most  concerns: 
Nor  would  your  noble  mother,  for  much  more. 
Be  so  dishonor'd  in  the  court  of  Rome. 
For  shame,  put  up. 

Dem,  Not  I;  till  I  have sheath'd 

My  rapier  in  his  bosom,  and  withal, 
Tlirust  these  reproachful  speeches  down  his  throat, 
That  he  hath  breath'd  in  mv  dishonor  here. 

Chi,  For  that  I  am  prepar'd  and  frll  resolv'd.— 
Foul-six)ken    coward,  that   thunder'st   with    thy 

tonicue. 
And  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'st  perform. 

Aar.  Away,  I  say.— 
Now  by  tlie  gods,  tnat  warlike  Goths  adore, 
This  petty  bralible  will  undo  us  all.— 
Why,  lorcls,— and  think  you  not  how  dangerous 
It  is  to  jut  upon  a  prince's  right  1 
What,  IS  Lavinia  then  become  so  loose, 
Or  Bassianus  so  degenerate. 
That  for  her  love  such  quarrels  may  l>e  broach'd, 
Without  controlment,  justice,  or  revenge? 
Younff  lords,  beware !— an  should  the  empress  know 
This  discord's  ground,  tlio  music  would  not  please. 

'"hi,  I  care  not,  I,  knew  she  and  all  the  world ; 
1  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world. 

•  Tblii  was  the  usual  outcry  for  aastataoce,  when  any 
ilot  In  the  street  happened.  *  Know. 


Dtm,  Youngling,   learn  thou  to  make  aomr 
meaner  choice : 
Lavinia  is  thine  cider  brother's  hope. 

Aar,  Why,  are  ye  mad  ?  or  know  ye  not,  in  Roiai 
How  Airious  and  impatient  they  be. 
And  camiot  brook  competitors  m  lovel 
I  tell  you,  lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  device. 

Cht  Aaron,  a  thousand  deaths 

Would  I  propose,  to  achieve  her  whom  I  tow, 

Aar.  To  achieve  her ! — How  ? 

Dem,  Why  mak'st  thou  it  so  stnnge 

She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won; 
She  is  Lavinia,  therefore  must  be  lov'd. 
What,  man !  more  water  glideth  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  miller  of;  and  easy  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  steal  a  shive,^  we  know: 
Though  Bassianus  be  the  emperor's  brother. 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  Vuican*8  badge. 

Aar,  Ay,  and  aa  good  as  Satuminus  may. 

[Apdt 

Dem.  Then  why  should  he  despair,  that  koovi 
to  court  it 
With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality? 
What !  hast  thou  not  full  oAen  stnick  a  doe. 
And  borne  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nose ! 

Aar.  Why,  tlien,  it  seems,  some  certain  snatch 
or  so 
Would  serve  your  turns. 

Chi,  A  y ,  so  the  turn  were  serrU 

Dem,  Aaron,  thou  ha^t  hit  it. 

Aar.  'Would  you  had  hit  it  U»; 

Then  should  not  we  be  lirM  with  this  ado. 
Why,  hark  ye,  hark  ye, — And  are  you  such  *x>K 
To  square*  tor  this  1  Would  it  offend  you  tii« 
That  both  should  speed  ? 

ChL  l'faith,notme. 

Dem,  Nor  me 

So  I  were  one. 

Aar,  For  shame,  be  friends ;  and  join  inr  thjt 
you  jar. 
'Tis  policy  and  stratagem  must  do 
That  you  atfect;  and  so  must  you  resolve; 
That  what  you  cannot,  as  you  would,  achieve. 
You  must  jKirforce  accomplish  as  you  m4\. 
Take  this  oX'  me,  Lucrece  was  not  more  th^stt 
Than  this  Lavinia,  Bassianus*  love. 
A  speedier  course  than  lingering  langui*hmeot 
Must  we  pursue,  and  I  have  found  the  paih. 
My  lords,  a  solemn  hunting  is  in  hand ; 
There  will  the  lovely  Roman  ladies  troop: 
The  ibrest  walks  are  wide  and  sixiriouii; 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  tflereare. 
Fitted  by  kind^*  lor  nipe  and  villany: 
Single  you  thither  then  this  dainty  doe. 
And  strike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  wor!<. 
This  way,  or  not  at  all,  stand  you  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  our  empress,  with  her  sacred'  wi*.. 
To  villany  and  vengeance  consecrate. 
Will  we  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend; 
And  she  shall  tile  our  engines  with  advice. 
That  will  not  sutTer  you  to  suuare  yourst^lve*. 
But  to  your  wishes'  height  aa\ance  you  both 
The  emi)eror's  court  is  like  the  house  of  fentf. 
TIjc  palace  full  oH  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ear-: 
I  The  woods  are  ruthle**,  dreadful,  deaf.  an.J  "l«-i  ". 
There  speak,  and  strike,  bra\e  boys, and  ui** )  »-' 

turns : 
There  serve  your  lust,shadowM  from  heaven  «f'.'. 
And  revel  in'Lavinia^s  treasury. 

Chi.  Thy  counsel,  lad,  smells  of  no  coTvtrvlJ'V. 

Dem.  mu  fas  aut  nrjas,  tilt  I  find  the  ^iroj".! 
To  cool  this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  tliese  r.i.-«.      ^ 
Per  Sty  gay  per  manes  vehor.  ^ijrw"» 

SCENE  IL— ^  Forest  near  Rome.    A  /^ff '"* 

'     at  a  distance.   Hums  and  Cry  q^  Hm  nUkiurt 

Enter    Titus    Akdrosicus,  with    Hunter.,  k^ 

Marcus,  Locius,  Quixira,  and  Marth*- 
I     Tit,  The  hunt  is  up,  ttic  mom  is  bright  tj.d  ^re y 
1  Slice.  •  Quarrel.  •  By  «"'•»• 

t  Sacrtd  here  slgQiAaa  ocncraad ;  a  UtJaiaa. 
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I*-:.  V  f  sure  enough,  and  you  knew  how, 

I  hurt  these  Dcar-wnelps,  then  beware: 
N'-'    .wtii  vrake:  and,  if  she  wind  you  once, 

h  the  lion  deeply  still  in  leajoie, 
IT'  '•  I  him  while  she  playeth  on  her  back, 
r       en  he  sleeps,  wiU  she  do  what  she  list. 
V         youn^  huntsman,  Marcus;  let  it  alone; 
u        le,  I  will  eo  get  a  leaf  of  brass, 
\\-      B  a  gad*)  of  steel  will  write  these  words, 
H  .    jt  by :  the  angry  northern  wind 

m  these  sands,  hke  SibyPs  leaves,  abroad, 
a   •   ffe's  your  lesson  then?— Boy,  what  say  you? 
w      I  say,  my  lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man, 
M    • .  lother^s  bed-chamber  should  not  be  safe 
i^.^rtt  bad  bondmen  to  the  yoke  of  Rome. 

•  Ay,  that's  my  boy !  thy  father  hath  Aill  oft 
1}  -  tungratefkil  country  done  the  like. 
;  -      And  uncle,  so  will  I,  an  if  I  live. 

Clime,  go  with  me  into  mine  armory; 
';,     ^ru  fit  thee ;  and  withal,  my  boy 
^     #rry  irom  me  to  the  empress'  sons 
....  M,  that  I  intend  to  send  them  both: 

pome ;  thouUt  do  thy  message,  wilt  thou  not  ? 
•Ay,  with  my  dagger  in  their  bosoms,  grand- 
sire. 
Ko,  boy,  not  so ;  I'll  teach  thee  another  course, 
it,  come : — Marcus,  look  to  my  house ; 
H  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  court ; 
larry,  will  we,  sir:  and  we'll  be  waited  on. 

[Extunt  Titus,  Lavikia,  and  Boy. 
te.  0  heaTens,  can  you  hear  a  good  man  groan, 
Hot  relent,  or  not  compassion  nim  ? 
IDS,  attend  him  in  his  ecstasy ; 
I  hath  more  scars  of  sorrow  m  his  heart, 
i  foemen's  marks  upon  his  batter'd  shield : 

£!t  so  just,  that  he  will  not  revenge : — 
ge  the  heavens  for  old  Andronicus !     [Exit. 

SCENE  Il^il  Room  in  the  Palace, 

kr  Aaroji,  CmnoK,  and  Dkmbtrii's,  o/  one 
^or;  at  antfther  Donr,  young  Lucius  and  an 
.ttpndant,  with  a  bundle  qf  Weapone,  and 
*tnt*  writ  upon  them. 

Sli.  Demetrius,  here's  the  son  of  Lucius; 
bath  some  message  to  deliver  us. 
iar.  Ay.  some  mad  message  Worn  his  mad  grand- 
father. 
9mi.  My  lords,  with  all  the  humbleness  I  may, 
(nirc  your  honors  from  Andronicus  \'— 
ad  pray  the  Roman  gods  confound  you  both. 

[Aside, 
Dem.Gramercy,*  lovely  Lucius:  What's  the  news? 
Brr7/.That  you  are  both  deciphered, that^s  the  news, 
or  villains  mark'd  with  rape.  \Atide,^  May  it 

please  you, 
U  CTandsire,  well  advis'd,  hath  sent  by  me 
1»  {goodliest  weapons  of  his  armory, 
"o  irraiify  your  honorable  youth, 
flif  hope  of  Rome :  for  so  he  bade  me  say ; 
tod  so  I  do,  and  with  his  giAs  present  • 

four  lordships,  that  whenever  you  have  need, 
Tou  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well : 
And  so  1  leave  you  both,  XAside,]  like  bloody  vil- 
lains. {Exeunt  Boy  and  Attendant 
hem.  What's  here?  A  scroll;  and  written  round 
about? 
Let's  see. 

hiieger  n/«,  eeelerieque  punu, 
Aon  eget  Mauri  jaeulia,  nee  areu, 

CkL  O,  lis  a  verse  in  Horace ;  I  know  it  well : 
I  read  it  in  the  grammar  long  ago. 
Aar,  Ay,  just! — a  verse  in  Horace:— right,  you 
haveiL 
How,  what  a  thinf^  it  is  to  be  an  ass ! 
Here's  no  sound  je«t !  the  old  man  hath 

found  their  guilt ; 
AnJ  sends  the  weapons  wrapp'd  about 

with  lines, 
rhat  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,  to  the 

quick. 
Bot  were  our  witty  empress  well  a-foot, 
She  would  applaud  Andronicus'  conceit. 
But  let  her  rest  in  her  unrest  awhile. — 
\nd  now,  voung  lords,  was't  not  a  happy  star 
L^  lis  to  Rome,  strangers,  and  more  than  so, 
Captives,  lo  be  advanced  to  this  height? 
It  did  me  good,  before  the  palace  gate, 
ro  bfftve  the  tribune  in  his  brother's  heanng. 


Aaide, 


Dem,  But  me  more  good,  to  see  mi  great  a  lord 
Basely  insinuate,  and  send  us  gifts. 

Aar.  Had  he  not  reason,  lord  Demetrius  ? 
Did  you  not  use  his  daughter  very  friendly  ^ 

Dem,  I  would  we  had  a  thousand  Romai.  dames 
At  such  a  bay,  by  turn  to  serve  our  lust. 

Chi,  A  chantaole  wish,  and  l\ill  of  love.    . 

Aar,  Here  lacks  but  your  mother  for  to  say  araon 

CkL  And  that  would  she  for  twenty  tliousami 
more. 

Dem,  Come,  let  us  go;  and  pray  to  all  the  i$C'ls 
For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Aar.  Pray  to  the  devils;  the  gods  have  |ivcn  u« 
o'er.  [Ande,    tlouriah 

Dem.  Why  do  the  emperor^  tnunpets  lloursh 
thus? 

Chi.  Belike,  for  joy  the  emperor  hath  a  son. 

Dem.  Soft;  who  comes  here? 

Enter  a  Nurse,  with  a  Blaeh-ormoor  Child  in  her 

Arms. 

Nur.  Good-morrow,  lords: 

O,  tell  me,  did  you  see  Aaron  the  Moor? 

Aar.  Well|  more  or  less,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all, 
Here  Aaron  is:  and  what  with  Aaron  now? 

Nur,  O,  gentle  Aaron,  we  are  all  undone ! 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore ! 

Aar.  why,  what  a  caterwauling  dost  thou  keep? 
What  dost  thou  wrap  and  Aimble  in  thine  arms  f 

Aiur.  O,  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven's 
eye. 
Our  empress'  shame,  and  stately  Rome's  disgrace ; 
She  is  deliver'd,  lords,  she  is  deiiver'd. 

Aar.  To  whom  1 

Aur,  I  mean,  she's  brought  to  bed. 

Aar.  Well,  Goa 

Give  her  good  rest !   What  hath  he  sent  her  ? 

Nur,  A  devil. 

Aar,  Why,  then  she's  the  devil's  dam ;  a  joyful 
issue. 

Nur,  A  joyless,  dismal,  black,  and  sorrowftil 
issue: 
Here  is  the  bal>e,  as  loathsome  as  a  toad 
Amongst  the  Ikirest  breeders  of  our  dime. 
The  empress  sends  it  thee,  thy  stamp,  tliy  seal^ 
And  bios  thee  christen  it  with  thy  dagger's  pomt. 

Aar,  Out,  out,  you  whore !  is  blnck  so  base  a  hue  ? 
Sweet  blowse,  you  arc  a  beauteous  blossom,  sure. 

Dem.  Villain,  what  hast  thou  done? 

Aar,  Done !  that  which  thou 

Canst  not  undo. 

Chi,  Thou  hast  undone  our  mother. 

Aar,  Villain,  I  have  done  thy  mother. 

Dem.  And  therein,  hellish  dog,  thou  hast  undone. 
Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed  choice ! 
Accurs'd  the  ofllspring  of  so  foul  a  fiend  ! 

ChL  It  shall  not  live. 

Aar,  It  shall  not  die. 

Nur.  Aaron,  it  must:  the  mother  wills  it  so. 

Aar,  What,  must  it,  nurse  ?  then  let  no  man  but  I 
Do  execution  on  my  flesh  and  blood. 

Dem,  I'll  broach^  the  tadpole  on  my  rapier's  point ; 
Nurse,  give  it  me;  my  sword  shall  soon  despatch  it. 

Aar,  fiooner  this  sword  shall  plough  thy  bowels  u  p. 
[Takes  the  Child  frrrm  the  Nurse,  and  draws. 
Stay,  murderous  villains!  will  you  kill  your  brother? 
Now,  by  the  burning  tapers  of  the  sky. 
That  shone  so  brightly  when  this  boy  was  got, 
He  dies  upon  my  scimitar's  sharp  point. 
That  toucnes  this  my  first-bom  son  and  heir ! 
I  tell  you,  younglinini,  not  Enceladus, 
With  all  his  threat'ning  band  of  Typhon's  brood. 
Nor  great  Alcides,  nor  the  god  of  war. 
Shall  seize  this  prey  out  of  his  fiither's  hands. 
What,  what ;  ye  sanguine,  shallow-hearted  bo>'s! 
Ye  white-lim'a  walls!  ye  ale-house  painted  signs! 
Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue, 
In  that  it  scorns  to  bear  another  hue : 
For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 
Can  never  turn  a  swan's  black  1<^  to  white. 
Although  she  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood 
Tell  the  emi^ercss  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own ;  excuse  it  how  she  ran. 

Dem,  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  mintreRs  thus 

Aar,  My  mistress  is  my  mistress;  this,  myself 
The  vigor  and  the  picture  of  my  youth : 
This,  before  all  the  world,  do  I  prefer ; 
This,  mausrre^  all  the  world,  will  I  keep  safe. 
Or  some  or  you  shall  smoke  Ibr  it  in  Rome. 

•  flnlft-  t  Tn  aMliA  aT 


052 


TITUS   ANDRONICDS. 


Act  IV. 


)*ent.  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ever  shamed. 

(  hi  Rome  will  despise  her  for  this  foul  escape. 

A  r/r.The  emperor,  in  his  rage.will  doom  her  death. 

Chi.  I  l;liHli  to  think  ujwn  this  ignomy." 

Aar.  Why,  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  bears : 
Fj  '^.treacherous  hue!  that  will  betray  with  blushing 
The  Close  enacts  and  counsels  of  the  heart! 
Here's  a  young  lad  framed  of  another  leerrS 
Look  how  the  black  slave  smiles  upon  the  father; 
As  who  should  say,  Old  lad,  lam  thine  own. 
He  is  your  brother,  lords;  sensibly  fed 
Of  thit  snif-blood  that  fir»t  gave  life  to  you : 
And,  from  that  womb,  where  you  impnsonM  were, 
He  is  enfranchised  and  come  to  light: 
Nay,  he's  your  brother  by  the  surer  side. 
Although  my  seal  be  stamped  in  his  face. 

Nur,  Aaron,  what  shall  I  say  unto  the  empress  1 

Dem,  Advise  thee,  Aaron,  what  is  to  be  done, 
And  we  will  all  subscribe  to  thy  advice ; 
Save  thou  the  child,  so  we  may  all  be  safe. 

Actr,  Then  sit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  consult 
My  son  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  you : 
Keep  there:  Now  talk  at  pleasure  or  your  safety. 

\They  sit  on  the  Ground, 

Dem.  How  many  women  saw  this  child  of  his? 

Aar,  Why,  so,  brave  lords!  when  we  all  join  in 
league, 
^  am  a  lamb :  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  lioness. 
The  ocean  swells  not  so  as  Aaron  storms.^ 
JJut  say  again,  how  many  saw  the  child  ! 

Nur,  Cornelia  the  midwife,  and  myself: 
And  no  one  else  but  the  deliver'd  empress. 

Aar,  The  emperess,  the  midwife,  and  yourself: 
Two  may  keep  counsel  when  the  third's  away : 
(50,  to  the  empress ;  tell  her,  this  I  said  :— 

[Stabbing  her, 
Weke,  weke !— so  cries  a  pig  prepared  to  the  spit. 

Dem,  What  mean'st  thou,  Aaron!    Wherefore 
didst  thou  thisi 

Aar,  O,  lord,  sir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy : 
Shall  she  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  ours! 
A  long-tongued  babbhng  gossip  ?  no,  lords,  no. 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  flull  intent. 
Not  far,  one  Mulitcus  lives,  my  countryman ; 
His  wife  but  yesternight  was  brought  to  bed; 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  arc : 
Go  pack'  with  him,  and  give  the  mother  gold, 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumstance  of  all ; 
And  how  by  this  their  child  shall  be  advanced 
And  be  received  for  the  emperor's  heir. 
And  substituted  in  the  place  of  mine. 
To  calm  this  tempest  whirling  in  the  court: 
And  let  the  emperor  dandle  him  for  his  own. 
Hark  ye,  lords;  ye  see,  that  I  have  given  her  phy- 
,    ^       8ic,  [Ptnnting to tht^MTSG, 

And  you  must  needs  bestow  her  funeral ; 
The  fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms: 
This  done,  see  that  you  take  no  longer  days, 
But  send  the  midwife  presently  to  me. 
The  midwife,  and  the  nurse  well  made  away, 
Thon  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  please. 

Chi,  Aaron,  I  see  thou  wilt  not  trust  the  air 
With  secrets. 

Bern.  For  this  care  of  Tamora, 

Herself,  and  hers,  arc  highly  bound  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  Demetrius  and  Chiron,  hearing  qfF 
the  Nurse. 

Aar.  Now  to  the  Goths,  as  swift  as  swallow  flies; 
There  to  dispose  this  treasure  in  mine  arms, 
And  secretly  to  greet  the  empress'  friends.— 
Come  on.  you  thick-lipp*d  slave,  I'll  bear  you  hence ; 
For  it  is  you  that  puts  us  to  our  shifts : 
Pll  make  you  feed  on  berries,  and  on  roots, 
And  feed  on  curds  and  whey,  and  suck  the  goat, 
And  cabin  in  a  cave;  and  bring  you  up 
To  be  a  warrior,  and  command  a  camp.        [Exit. 

SCENE  III,— A  Public  Place, 
Enter  Tittr.  bearing  Arrows,  with  Letters  at  the 
Ends  of  them  {  with  him  Marcus,  youn^  Lucius, 
and  other  Gentlemen,  with  Bows. 

Tit,  Come,  Marcus,  come;— Kinsman;  this  is  the 
way: — 
Sir  boy,  now  let  me  sec  your  archery ; 
Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  straight: 
Terras  Astraa  reliquit: 

Ignominy.   •  Complexion,    i  Oontrlve,  bsrgaia  with. 


Be  you  remeraber'd,  Marcus,  shc'^  gone,  she\«iW. 
Sir,  take  you  to  your  tools.    You,  cousins,  iball 
Go  Bouna  the  ocean,  and  cast  your  nets; 
Happily  you  may  tind  her  in  the  sea ; 
Yet  there's  as  little  justice  as  at  land  :— 
No ;  Publius  and  Sempronius,  you  must  do  it; 
'Tis  you  must  dig  with  mattock  and  with  spade, 
And  pierce  the  inmost  centre  of  the  earth: 
Then,  when  vou  come  to  Pluto's  region, 
I  pray  you,  dieliver  him  this  petition: 
Tell  him,  it  is  lor  justice,  and  for  aid : 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicus, 
Shaken  with  sorrows  in  ungratefbl  Rome.— 
Ah,  Rome!— Well,  well;  I  made  thee  miserable^ 
What  time  I  threw  the  people's  suffrages 
On  him  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  me.— 
Go,  get  you  gone ;  and  pray  be  careful  all. 
And  leave  you  not  a  man  of  war  unsearrh'd; 
This  wicked  emperor  may  have  shipp'd  herhfOM, 
And,  kinsmen,  then  we  may  go  pipe  for  juKtioe. 

Marc,  0,  Publius,  is  not  this  a  heavy  ca^e. 
To  see  thy  noble  uncle  thus  distract! 

Pub,  Therefore,  my  lord,  it  highly  usconccras, 
By  day  and  night  to  attend  him  carefully; 
And  feed  his  humor  kindly  as  we  may, 
Till  time  beget  some  careful  remedy. 

Marc,  Kinsmen,  his  sorrows  arc  past  remedy. 
Join  with  the  Goths;  and  with  revengeful  war 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude. 
And  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 
TU.  Publius,  how  now  ?  how  now,  my  roasten! 
What,  ' 

Have  you  met  with  her? 
Pub.  No,  my  good  lord ;  but  Pluto  sends  you 
word. 
If  you  will  have  Reven^  from  hell,  you  tbtll: 
Marry,  for  Justice,  she  is  so  employ 'd. 
He  thinks,  with  Jove  in  heaven  or  somewhere dif, 
So  that  perforce  you  must  needs  stay  a  time. 

Tit,  He  doth  me  wrong,  to  feed  me  with  deUys. 
I II  dive  into  the  burning  lake  below. 
And  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  tlie  he«ls.— 
Marcus,  we  are  but  shrubs,  no  cedars  we: 
No  big-bon*d  men,  framed  of  the  Cyclops^  lite : 
But,  metal,  Marcus,  steel  to  the  very  back; 
Yet  wrung2  with  wrongs,  more  than  our  backscta 

bear: 
And  siths  there  is  no  justice  in  earth  nor  hell, 
We  will  solicit  heaven ;  and  move  the  god*. 
To  send  down  justice  for  to  wreak*  our  wrong*: 
Come,  to  this  gear.  You  are  a  good  archer.  Mar«i«. 

[He  gwes  them  the  Arma, 
Ad  Jovem,  that's  for  you :  Here,  ad  ApotUaem:— 
Ad  Mortem,  that's  for  myself:— 
Here,  boy,  to  Pallas  .-—Here,  to  Mercury: 
To  Saturn,  CaiuK,  not  to  Saturnine,— 
You  were  as  good  to  shoot  against  the  wind- 
To  it,  boy.    Marcus,  loose  when  I  bid: 
0'  my  word,  I  have  written  to  effect; 
There's  not  a  god  left  unsolicited. 
Mare.  Kinsmen,  shoot  all  your  shafts  into  tte 
court; 
We  will  afflict  the  emperor  in  his  pride. 
Tt/.  Now,  masters,  draw.  [They  shoot,]  0.wdi 
said,  Lucius! 
Good  boy,  in  Virgo's  lap;  give  it  Pallas. 

Mm^e,  My  lord,  I  am  a  mile  beyond  the  mooo; 
Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

Tit,  Ha!  Publius, Publius. wfial  hast thon don*! 
See.  see,  thou  hnst  shot  ofTone  of  Tauru/  bom* 
Afore.  This  was  the  sport,  my  lord:  when  Pul>- 
lius  shot. 
The  bull,  being  gall'd,  gave  Arie«  such  a  knocfe. 
That  down  fell  both  the  ram*s  horns  in  the  court, 
And  who  should  f)nd  them  but  the  emprrfft'  viilaui  * 
She  laugh*d  and  told  the  Moor,  he  should  ooi 

choose 
But  give  them  to  his  master  for  a  present 
Tit,  Why,  there  it  goes :  God  give  your  lonliiiip 
joy. 

Enter  a  Clown,  with  a  Basket  and  two  Pigeent, 

News,  news  fh>m  heaven !    Marcus,  the  jMit  it 

come. 
Sirrah,  what  tidings  ?  have  you  any  lettert  > 
Shall  I  have  justice  1  what  says  Jupitert 

Clo.  Ho!  the  gibbet^maker  1  be  ■a>%  tbst  to 
hath  taken  them  down  again,  for  the  man  mustiv* 
be  hanged  till  tiie  next  week. 

•  Strained.  •  Sines.  •  lbifi«t 
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TU.  But  what  nys  Jupiter,  I  ask  thee? 

Cb.  Alsfl.  sir,  I  know  not  Jupiter.  I  never 
drank  with  him  in  all  my  life. 

?/.  Why,  Tillain.  art  not  thou  the  carrier  1 

Clo.  Ay,  of  my  pigeons,  sir;  nothing  else. 

Tit,  why.  didsit  thou  not  come  from  heaven  1 

('//I.  Prom  heaven  1  alas,  sir,  I  never  came  there ; 
God  forbid,  I  should  be  so  bold  to  press  to  heaven 
in  my  young  days.  Why,  I  am  going  with  my 
pigeons  to  the  tribunal  plebs,  to  take  up  a  matter 
(1  brawl  betwixt  my  uncle  and  one  of  the  empe- 
rtarn  men. 

Mart.  Why,  sir,  that  is  as  fit  as  can  be,  to  serve 
Tor vour  oration;  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeons 
U)  'lii^  emperor  from  you. 

TU.  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  oration  to  the 
enipernr  with  a  grace  ? 

Clo.  Nay,  truly,  sir,  I  could  never  say  grace  in 
lil  my  life. 

TJ,  Srrrah,  come  hither,  make  no  more  ado, 
But  ii'wc  your  pigeons  to  the  emperor: 
B>  me  thou  shalt  have  justice  at  his  hands. 
Hold,  hold;  —  meanwhile,  hcre*s  money  for  thy 

charges. 
CiTe  me  a  pen  and  ink. — 
NirahfCAri  you  with  a  grace  deliver  a  supplication? 

Ch.  Ay,  sir. 

Tit.  Then  here  is  a  supplication  for  you.  And 
vhvn  ytiu  come  to  him,  at  the  first  approach,  you 
nM!>t  kneel;  then  kiss  his  tbot;  then  deliver  up  your 
PU'coiih;  and  then  look  tor  your  reward.  I'll  be  at 
luiid.hir:  see  you  do  it  bravely. 

Cto.  1  warrant  you,  sir;  let  nte  alone. 

TU.  Sirrah,  hattt  Uiou  a  knife  1    Come,  let  me 
see  it. 
Here.  Marrus,  fold  it  in  the  oration  ; 
For  iliou  hast  made  it  like  an  humble  suppliant: 
And  when  thou  hast  given  it  to  the  emperor. 
Knock  at  my  door;  and  tell  me  what  he  says. 

Vhr.  (iod  be  with  you,  sir;  I  will. 

TU.  Come,  Marcus,  let*s  go: — Publius,  follow 
me.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  iy.—Bffore  the  Palace. 

Enter  Satcrstsus,  T  a  mora,  Chi  box,  Demetrius, 
Lords,  and  others  i  Satirsixus,  with  the  Arrows 
m  his  Hand,  that  Titus  shttt. 

Sat.  Why,  lords,  what  wrongs  are  these!    Was 

evt»r  Keen 
An  emperor  of  Rome  thus  overborne, 
rrojiUUhl,  confronted  thus:  and,  for  the  extent 
(Jtf^al' justice,  used  in  such  contempt? 
Mv  lords*,  you  know,  as  do  the  mightful  gods, 
Hortcvcr  lhe^e  disturbers  of  our  ptiace 
Hi.z  in  tile  people's  ears,  there  naught  hath  pass'd, 
Bi.t  even  with  law,  against  the  will'ul  sons 
or  old  Andronicus.    And  what  an  if 
Hi>  s4)rrow8  have  so  overwhelin*d  his  wits, 
^<uil  \\e  be  thus  atHieted  ui  his  wreaks, 
H*s  fits,  hii<  frenzy,  and  his  bitterness? 
And  iiow^he  writes  to  heaven  for  his  redress: 
Sv.  here's  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury ; 
I'll.-,  to  Apollo;  this  to  the  god  of  war: 
Sweet  hcrolls  to  fly  about  the  streets  of  Rome ! 
WhatV  this,  hut  libelling  against  the  senate, 
Ai  a  blaz«»ning  our  injustice  everywhere  ! 
A  goodly  humor,  is  it  not,  my  lords? 
K»  who  would  say,  in  Rome  no  justice  were. 
But,  if  I  live,  his  Ieit;ned  ecstacies 
Shall  be  no  shelter  to  these  outrages: 
but  he  and  his  Nhall  know,  that  justice  lives 
In  Satu  minus'  health;  whom,  if  she  sleep, 
Hp'11  so  awake,  as  bhe  in  fury  shall 
Cut  otf'the  proud'st  conspirator  that  lives. 

Tarn.  My  gracious  lord,  my  lovely  Saturnine, 
Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  mv  thoughts, 
Ulm  Ihee,  and  hear  the  laults  of  Tilus'  age, 
The  etlects  of  sorrow  lor  his  viiiiant  sons, 
Wiiose  loss  bath  pierced  him  deep,  and  scarr'd  hia 

heart; 
And  rather  comfort  his  distressed  plight, 
Than  prosecute  the  meanest,  or  the  best, 
Kor  these  contempts.    Why,  thus  it  shall  become 
Hi-h-witted  Taniora  to  gloze^  with  all :        [Asitle. 
H  iU  Titus,  I  have  touch  d  thee  to  the  q^uick, 
IJiy  hfc^blood  out:  If  Aaron  now  be  wise, 
1  'ten  all  is  safe,  the  anchor's  in  the  port. — 
•  £4ttti.  •  rutter. 


Enter  Clown. 

How  now,  good   fellow?    would'st  tb'*u   speav 
with  us? 

Cto.  Yes,  forsooth,  an  your  mtstership  b«  iro 
perial. 

7am.  Empress  I  am,  but  yonder  sits  the  emp»*n>i 

Cio,  'Tis  he.  God,  and  Saint  Stephen,  give  you 
good  den: — I  have  brought  you  a  letter,  and  a 
couple  of  pigeons  here. 

[Saturnijjdb  reais  the  Letter. 

Sat.  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  presently. 

Cifi.  How  much  money  must  I  have  ? 

Tam.  Come,  sirrah,  you  must  be  hang'd. 

Clf).  Hang'd !  By'r  lady, then  I  have  brought  up 
a  neck  to  a  lair  end.  [Exit,  guardeM 

Sat.  Despiteful  and  intolerable  wrongs: 
Shall  I  endure  this  monstrous  villany  ? 
I  know  from  whence  this  same  device  proceeds; 
May  this  he  borne  ? — as  if  his  traitorous  sons. 
That  died  l>y  law  for  murder  of  our  brother. 
Have  by  my  means  been  butcher'd  wrongfully. — 
(io  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair; 
Nor  a^e,  nor  honor,  shall  shape  privilege : — 
For  this  proud  mock.  TU  be  thy  slaughter-man ; 
Sly,  frantic  wretch,  tiiat  holp'si  to  make  me  great 
In  hope  tliyself  should  govern  Rome  and  me. 

Enter  ^milius. 

What  news  with  thee,  iV^milius? 

jEniiU  Arm,  arm    my  lords;  Rome  never  had 
more  cause ! 
The  Goths  have  gathered  head ;  and  with  a  power 
Of  high-resolved  men,  bent  to  the  spoil. 
They  hither  march  amain,  under  conduct 
Of  Lucius,  son  to  old  Andronicus; 
Who  threats,  m  course  of  this  revenge,  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 

Hat.  Is  warlike  Lucius  general  of  the  Gotha? 
These  tidings  nip  me;  and  1  hang  the  head 
As  llo\%ers  with  frost,  or  grass  beat  down  with 

storms. 
Ay,  now  begin  our  sorrows  to  approach : 
''1  is  he  the  common  people  h)ve  so  much: 
Myself  hath  ollen  overheard  them  way, 
(VVhim  I  have  walked  like  a  private  man,) 
That  Lucius*  banishment  was  wrongfully, 
And  they  have  wish*d  that  Lucius  were  their  em- 
peror. 

Tam.  Why  should  you  fear?  is  not  your  city 
strong  ? 

Sat.  Ay.  but  the  citizens  favor  Lucius; 
And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  succor  him. 

Tam.  Km;;,  be  thy  thoughts  impeiious,7]ike  thy 
nami*. 
Is  the  sun  dimmM,  that  gnats  do  fly  In  it? 
The  eagle  sutlers  little  birds  to  sing, 
And  is  iiol  careful  what  they  mean  thereby; 
Knowing  that  with  the  shadow  of  his  wings 
Me  can  at  pleasure  siint«»  their  melody : 
Kvi'ii  so  niayVt  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome. 
Then  cheer  thy  spirit:  for  know,  thou  einjjeror, 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andronicus, 
With  words  more  sweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous, 
Than  baits  to  tish,  or  honey-stalks  to  sheep  • 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait, 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  feed. 

hat.  But  he  will  not  entreat  his  son  for  us. 

Tam.  If  Tamora  entreat  him.  then  he  will: 
For  1  can  smooth,  and  till  his  aged  ear 
With  golden  promises;  that,  were  his  heart 
Almost  impregnable,  nis  old  ears  deaf. 
Vet  should  both  ear  and  heart  ol)ey  my  tongue. — 
(;o  thou  before,  be  our  ambassador.    [TbilCMiLlirs. 
Say,  that  the  emperor  requests  a  parley 
01  warlike  Lucius,  and  a])poiiit  the  meeting. 
Even  at  his  father^s  house,  the  old  Andronicus. 

Sat.  j^milius,  do  this  message  honorably: 
And  if  he  stand  on  hostage  for  his  saiely, 
Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  will  please  him  best. 

u£mil.  Your  bidding  shall  I  do  ellectually. 

[Exit  illMILIUS. 

Tam,  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicus; 
And  temper  him  with  all  the  art  I  have. 
To  pluck  Droud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Gotha. 
And  now,  sweet  emperor,  be  blithe  again. 
And  bury  all  thy  fears  in  my  devices. 
Sat.  Then  go  succcsstUlly,  and  plead  to  him. 

[ExeunL 
V  Imperial.  Step. 
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Lear.  Then  leave  her,  sir;  for,  by  the  power 
that  made  me, 
I  tell  you  ail  her  wealth.— For  you,  great  king, 

[To  FUANCE. 

I  would  not  from  your  love  make  such  a  stray, 
To  match  you  where  [  hate ;  therefore  beseech  you 
To  avert  your  liking  a  more  worthier  way, 
Than  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  ashamed 
Almost  to  acknowledge  hers. 

France.  This  is  most  strange ! 

That  she,  that  even  but  now  was  your  best  object. 
The  argumi^nt  of  your  praise,  lialm  of  your  age. 
Most  best,  most  dearest,  should  in  this  trice  ot  time 
Commit  a  thing  so  monstrous  to  dismantle 
So  many  folds  of  favor !    Sure,  her  oflcnce 
Must  be  of  such  unnatural  degree, 
That  monsters  it,  or  your  fore-vouch'd  affection 
Fall  into  taint:  which  to  believe  of  her^ 
Must  be  a  faith,  that  reason  without  miraclo 
Could  never  plant  in  me. 

Cur.  I  yet  beseech  your  majesty, 

If  tbr^  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art, 
/o  speak  and  purpose  not ;  since  what  I  well  intend, 
V\\  do't  before  I  speak,)  that  you  make  known 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murder,  or  foulness. 
No  uncliawte  action  or  dishonored  step. 
That  hath  depriv'd  me  of  your  grace  and  favor: 
But  even  lor  want  of  that,  for  which  I  am  richer; 
A  still-Koliciting  eye,  and  such  a  tongue 
That  I  am  glad  I  have  not,  though  not  to  have  it, 
Hath  lost  me  in  your  liking. 

Leuur.  Better  thou 

Hadst  not  been  born,  than  not  to  have  pleas'd  me 
better. 

France.  Is  it  but  this !  a  tardiness  in  nature. 
Which  often  leaves  the  history  unspoke, 
That  it  intends  to  do!— My  lord  of  Burgundy, 
What  say  you  to  the  lady  f   Love  is  not  love. 
When  it  is  mingled  with  respects,  that  stand 
Aloof  from  the  entire  poinL    WMll  you  have  her  1 
She  is  herself  a  dowry. 

Bur.  Royal  Lear, 

Hive  but  that  portion  which  yourself  proposed, 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand. 
Duchess  of  Burgundy. 

Lear.  Nothing:  I  have  sworn  ;  I  am  firm. 

Bur.  I  am  sorry  then,  you  have  so  lost  a  father. 
That  you  must  lose  a  husband. 

Cttr.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy ! 

Since  that  respects  of  fortune  are  his  love, 
1  shall  not  be  his  wife. 

France.  Fairest  Cordelia,  thou    art   most  rich, 
being  poor; 
Most  choice,  forsaken ;  and  moat  lov'd,  despisM ! 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  seize  upon: 
He  it  lawful.  I  take  up  what's  cast  away. 
(;ods,  gods !    *tis  strange,  that  Irom  their  cold'st 

neglect 
My  love  bhould  kindle  to  inflamed  respect. — 
Thy  dowerlesM  daughter,  king,  thrown  to  my  chance. 
Is  queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France : 
Not  all  the  dukes  of  watVish  Burgundy 
Shall  buy  this  unpriz'd  precious  maid  of  me. — 
Bid  them  farewell,  Cordelia  ;  though  unkind: 
Thou  losest  here,  a  better  where  to  find. 

Lear.  Thou  hast  her,  France :  let  her  be  thine ; 
for  we 
Have  no  such  daughter,  nor  shall  ever  see 
That  face  of  hers  again  : — Therefore  be  gone, 
Without  our  grace,  our  love,  our  benizon.^ — 
Come,  noble  Burgundy. 

[Flourish.  Exeunt  Lear,  BuRflCNDV,  Cornwall, 
Albany.  Gloster,  and  Attendants. 

France.  Bid  farewell  to  your  sisters. 

Cor.  The  jewels  of  our  (athcr,  with  wash'd  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you  ;  I  know  you  what  you  arc ; 
And.  Irke  a  sister,  am  most  loath  to  call 
Your  faults,  as  they  are  named.  Uhc  well  our  father: 
T«)  your  professed  bosoms  I  commit  him: 
But  yet,  alas!  stood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
So  liirewell  to  you  both. 

Gon.  Prescribe  not  us  our  duties. 

Reg.  Let  your  study 

Be,  to  content  your  lord ;  who  hath  receiv'd  yon 
At  fortune's  alms.    You  have  obedience  scanted. 
And   well   are   worth  the  want  that  you  have 
wanted. 


*]le«aoae. 


Blessing. 


Cor.  Time  shall  unfold  what  plaited  eunnmg 
hides ; 
Who  cover  faults,  at  last  shame  them  dendes. 
Well  may  you  prosxier ! 

France.  Come,  my  fitir  Cordelia. 

[Eaceuni  France  and  Cordixu. 

Gon.  Sister,  It  is  not  a  little  I  have  to  say.o' 
what  most  nearly  appertains  to  us  both.  I  thinJu 
our  father  will  hence  to-nigliti 

Reg.  That's  most  certain,  and  with  yoa;  next 
month  with  us. 

Gon.  You  see  how  fbll  of  changes  his  age  is:  ihf 
observation  we  have  made  of  it  hath  not  been  little: 
he  always  lov'd  our  sister  most ;  and  with  vrhai 
poor  judgment  he  hath  now  cast  her  off  appears  tro 
grossly. 

RcK.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age:  yet  he  hsih 
ever  but  slenderly  known  himself. 

Gon.  The  best  and  soundest  of  his  time  hith 
been  but  rash ;  then  must  we  look  to  receive  frixa 
his  age,  not  alone  the  imperfections  of  loos-eb- 
grafted  condition,?  but  therewithal,thc  uimily  wav- 
wardness  that  infirm  and  choleric  years  bnns  Mith 
them. 

Reg.  Such  unconstant  starts  are  we  like  to  have 
from  him,  as  this  of  Kent's  banishment 

Gon.  There  is  further  compliment  of  lea  re-tajarr 
between  France  and  him.  Pray  you,  let  uj»  tit 
together:  If  our  father  carry  authority  will,  such 
dispositions  aa'  he  tiears,  this  last  surrender  ot  hii 
will  but  oflend  us. 

Reg.  We  shall  further  think  of  it 

Gon.  We  must  do  something,  and  i*  the  beat 

[Examl 

SCENE  n.—A  Ball  in  the  Earl  qf  G\<»i^t'» 

Caslle. 

Enter  Edmund,  with  a  Letter, 

Edm.  Thou,  nature,  art  my  goddMs;  to  thj  Iiw 
My  services  are  bound :  W^hcrefore  should  1 
Stand  in  the  plague  of  custom ;  and  permit 
The  curiosity!^  of  nations  to  deprive  roe. 
For  that  I  am  some  twelve  or  fourteen  moon-*hiiv» 
Lag  of  a  brother  1    Why  bastard !  wherefore  twv" ! 
When  my  dimensions  are  as  welt  compact 
My  mind  as  generous,  and  my  shape  as  truf. 
As  honest  madam's  issue  1     Why  brand  thry  ci 
With  base?  with  baseness?  bastardy?  base,baM^ 
Who,  in  the  lusty  stealth  of  nature,  take 
More  composition  and  fierce  quality. 
Than  doth,  within  a  dull,  stale,  tired  bed. 
Go  to  the  creating  a  whole  tribe  of  fops, 
(lot  'tween  asleep  and  wake? — Well  then. 
Legitimate  Edgar,  1  must  have  your  land: 
Our  lather's  love  is  to  the  bastard  Edmund. 
As  to  the  legitimate:  Fine  word,— legitimate! 
Well,  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  speed. 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  base 
Shall  top  the  legitimate.    I  grow;  I  pros|>er:-> 
Now,  gods,  stand  up  for  bastards! 

Enter  Gloster. 

Glo.  Kent  banish'd  thus!    And  Prance  in cbolrr 
parted !  , 

And  the  king  gone  to-night !  subscribed* his  power. 
Confined  to  exhibition  !>    All  this  done 

Upon  the  gad!« Edmund!    How  now!  wbai 

news? 

Edm.  So  please  your  lordship,  none. 

[Putting  up  iktUtir 

Glo.  Why  so  earnestly  seek  you  to  put  u|>  tlui 
letter? 

Edm.  I  know  no  news,  my  lord. 

Glo.  What  paper  were  you  reading ! 

Edm.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Glo.  No?  What  needed  then  that  ierriM<*  ^r- 
spatch  of  it  into  your  pocket?  the  quality  of  n< '!'  "- 
hath  not  such  need  to  hide  it«ielf.  Lei's  see :  t  «'>-:i  • 
if  it  be  nothing,  1  shall  not  need  spectacb'«. 

Edm.  1  beseech  you, sir, pardon  me:  ilisalfH'" 
from  mv  brother,  that  I  have  not  all  oVr  read ;  J  •' 
80  much  as  I  have  perused,  I  find  it  not  fitfor)0L*' 
over-looking. 

Glo.  Give  me  the  letter,  air. 

Edm.  I  shall  oflend,  either  to  deUin  or  fnv«  n 
The  contents,  as  in  part  I  understand  them,  ak  m 
blame. 

1  Qufllltl(*8  of  mind.  •  The  nlesty  of  drP  h»lUiit>'^ 

•  YteJded,  Hurrsndered.       •  AUowaoc*.  « ^.'kMUr 
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tiio.  Let*K  see,  let's  wc. 

Kdm.  I  hope,  for  ray  brothor'n  justification,  he 
wr.ttp  this  but  ns  nn  essays  or  taste  of  my  virtue. 

(•7c.  [Reads.]  This  policy^  and  reverence  of  age, 
mnkr*  the  ivorut  bitter  fo  t/ie  best  (four  times;  keeps 
'tirjjffunesfntm  i«,  till  our  oldness  cannot  relvtk 
tfifrn.  I  be^vn  tofnd  an  idle  and  fond*  bondage  in 
ISei/jtf/ressiofinfaf^ed  tyranny;  wfto sways j not  as 
U  kcth  ntu^n',  but  asitts  suffered.  Come  to  me,  t/iat 
!j[  /Aw  1  may  speak  more,  n  our  fat  her  wou  Id  sleep 
till  I  wakeahtm,  yim  should  er^joy  half  his  revenue 
1>r  ever,  and  live  the  beloved  of  your  brother, 
Li^ar.-  Humph — Conspiracy ! — sleep  till  Itoaked 
kxm—ytni  shtiuld  enjoy  ha(f'his  revenue. — My  »on 
VAutI  had  he  a  hand  to  write  this?  a  heart  and 
hmm  to  breed  it  in!— When  came  this  to  you  ? 
Wtiu  brought  it? 

K'Im.  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  lord,  there ^s 
the  cunnm;?  of  it;  I  found  it  thrown  in  at  tiie  caae- 
miTiiof  my  closet. 

Cilit.  You  know  the  character  to  be  your  brother's  ? 

Klin.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I  durst 
»«rar  it  were  his;  but,  in  respect  of  that,  1  would 
tain  thlnl(  it  were  not. 

(ilo.  It  is  his. 

Kfim.  It  is  his  hand,  my  lord;  but,  I  hope,  hia 
hitiTt  i»  not  in  the  contents. 

Uh.  Hath  he  never  heretofore  aounded  you  in 
\hi»  buttiness  ? 

Kdtn.  Xever.  my  lord :  But  I  have  often  heard 
liim  maintain  it  to  be  fit,  that  sons  at  perfect  age. 
and  (iithers  declining,  the  father  should  be  as  ward 
u.  the  son,  and  the  son  manage  his  revenue. 

(i!o.  0  villain,  villain!— His  very  opinion  in  the 
Irti/r !— Abhorred  villain!  Unnatural,  detested, 
fTutjsh  villain!  worse  than  brutish !— Go,  sirrah. 
M^K  him;  I'll  apprehend  him:— Abominable  vil- 
lain!—Where  is  tie  1 

him.  I  do  not  well  know,  my  lord.  If  it  shall 
pica^  >ou  to  suspend  your  indignation  against 
my  hroiher.  till  >ou  can  derive  from  him  l)ettertes- 
'iiuon)  of  his  intent,  you  shall  run  a  certain  course  ; 
wlKTf,*  if  you  violently  proceed  against  him,  niis- 
l&Uii;£  his  purpose,  it  would  make  a  icreat  gap  in 
\ot)r  own  honor,  and  shake  in  pieces  the  heart  of 
iii<  obedience.  1  dare  pawn  down  my  life  for  him, 
tiiat  he  hath  writ  this  to  leel  my  Rflection  to  your 
lionor,  and  to  no  other  pretence  of  danger. 

filtf.  Think  you  so? 

i^tm.  If  your  honor  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place 
\>u  where  you  shall  hear  us  conier  of  this,  and  by 
«ii  au I  irulaV  assurance  have  your  satisfaction ;  and 
'fistt  without  any  further  oclay  than  this  very 

'^''MJllg. 

(ii/h  He  cannot  be  such  a  monster. 

htm.  Nor  is  not,  sure. 

07»i.  To  his  father,  that  so  tenderly  and  entirely 
l'»ve.s  him.— Heaven  and  earth ! — Edmund,  seek 
fi  m  out ;  wind  me  into  him,  ]  pray  you :  frame  the 
''U>)riesH  alter  your  own  wisdom  :  I  would  unstatc 
iiij-'eir,  lo  be  in  a  due  resolution. 

Kdm.  1  will  seek  him.  sir,  presently ;  convey*  the 
*)ii.^inew>  as  ]  shall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you 
nithat. 

(i!ft.  These  late  eclipses  in  the  sun  and  moon 
por«-nd  no  good  to  us :  Though  the  wisdom  of 
nature  can  reason  it  thus  and  thus,  yet  nature  tinds 
iit^lf  M'ourged  by  the  seciuent'  eflipcts:  lovo  cools, 
•nendship  falls  otT,  brothers  divide  :  in  cities,  mu- 
tinies; in  countries,  discord;  in  palaces,  treason; 
iiui  I  he  bond  cracked  between  son  and  father. 
Th's  villain  of  mine  comes  under  the  prediction; 
there's  son  against  father :  the  kin?  falls  from  bias 
"t  nature;  there's  lather  against  ehild.  We  have 
^■en  the  best  of  our  time;  Machinations,  hollow- 
^^'sj*, treachery,  and  all  ruinous  disorders,  follow  us 
Jisjuietly  to  our  graves!— F'ind  out  this  villnin, 
KUniimd,  it  shall  lose  thee  nothing ;  do  it  carefully  : 
-And  tlie  noble  and  true-hearted  Kent  banished  ! 
HN  oifence,  honesty !— Strange !  strange !       [Ejrif. 

Edni.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world ! 
;bal  when  we  arc  sick  in  fortune,  (oltcn  the  surfeit 
•>f  our  own  behaviour,)  wc  make  guilty  of  our  dis- 
ifU^TK,  the  Hun,  the  moon^  and  the  stars :  as  if  we 
were  villains  by  necessity;  fools,  by  heavenly 
(')mpulsion ;  knaves,  thieves,  and  treachers,"*  by 
'phencal  predominance ;  drunkards,  liars,  and  adul- 
terers, by  an  enforced  obedience  of  planetary  in- 

*  Trial.  «  Weak  and  foolish.  •  Whsmiii. 

•  MsoBfs.  « Following.  •  Traitors. 


fluence;  and  all  that  we  arc  evil  in^  by  a  divine 
thrusting  on :  An  admirable  evasion  of  whoremas 
ter  man,  to  lay  his  goatish  disposition  to  the  charge 
of  a  star!  My  lather  compounded  with  my  motho^ 
under  the  dragon *8  tail;  and  my  nativity  was  un- 
der ursa  mqjor;  so  that  it  follows,  I  am  rough  and 
lecherous.— Tut,  I  should  have  been  that  I  am,  had 
the  maidenlicflt  star  in  tlie  firmament  twinkled  on 
my  bastardizing.    Edgar — 

Enter  Edgar. 

and  pat  he  comes,  like  the  catastrophe  of  the  ol  i 
comedy:  My  cue  is  villainous  melancholy,  with  a 
sigh  like  T'om  o'Bedlam. — O.  thei$e  eclipsea  do 
portend  these  divisions!  la,  sol,  la,  mi.^ 

Edf^.  How  now,  brother  Edmund  ?  What  serious 
contemplation  are  vou  in  ? 

Edm.  I  am  thinxing,  brother,  of  a  prediction  I 
read  this  other  day,  what  should  ioUow  tb«Mt 
eclipses. 

Kdff.  Do  you  busy  yourself  with  that! 

Edm.  I  promise  you,  the  eflects  he  writes  of, 
succeed  unhappily;  aa  of  unnaturalness  between 
the  child  and  the  parent;  death,  dearth,  dissolu- 
tions of  ancient  amities ;  divisions  in  state,  menaces 
and  maledictions  against  kin^  and  nobles ;  needless 
difiidences,  banishment  of  friends,  dissipation  of 
cohorts,'  nuptial  breaches,  and  1  know  not  what. 

Edg.  How  long  have  you  been  a  sectary  astro- 
nomical ? 

Edm,  Come,  come:  when  saw  you  my  father 
lastf 

Kdg.  Why,  the  night  gone  by. 

Edm.  Spake  you  with  him  ? 

Edg.  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Edm.  Parted  you  in  good  terms?  Found  you 
no  displeasure  in  him,  by  word  or  countenance? 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

Edm.  Rethink  yourself,  wherein  you  may  have 
oflended  him :  ana,  at  my  entreaty,  ibrbear  his  pre- 
sence, till  some  little  time  hath  qualified  the  heat 
of  his  displeasure;  which  at  this  instant  so  rageth 
in  him,  that  with  the  mischief  of  your  person  it 
would  scarcely  allay. 

Edg.  Some  villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Edm.  That*s  my  fear.  I  pray  you.  have  a  con- 
tinent2  forbearance,  till  the  speed'of  nis  rage  goes 
slower;  and,  as  I  say,  retire  with  me  to  my  lodging, 
from  whence  I  will  fitly  bring  you  to  hear  my  lord 
siH*ak:  Pray  you,  go;  there's  my  key:— If  you  d« 
stir  abroad,  go  armed. 

Edg.  Armed,  brother  ? 

Edm.  Brother,  I  advise  you  to  the  best:  go 
armed ;  I  am  no  honest  man,  if  there  be  any  trood 
meaning  towards  you:  I  have  told  you  what]  have 
seen  and  heard,  but  faintly;  nothing  like  the  image 
and  horror  of  it:  Pray  you,  away. 

Edg.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  ? 

Edm,  I  do  serve  you  in  this  business.— 

[Exit  Edoar. 
A  credulous  father,  and  a  brother  noble, 
Whose  nature  is  so  far  from  doing  harms. 
That  he  suspects  none;  on  whose  Iboli^^h  honesty 
My  practices  ride  easy !— I  see  the  business. — 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit: 
All  with  mc^s  meet,  that  1  can  fa»:hion  fit.      {Exit. 

SCENE  III.— il  Room  in  the  Duke  qf  Albany's 

Palace. 

Enter  Goneril  and  Steward.  * 

Gon,  Did  my  father  strike  my  gentleman  lor 
chiding  of  his  fool? 

Stew.  Ay,  madam. 

Gon.  Hy  day  and  night!  he  wrongs  me;  every 
hour. 
He  flashes  into  one  gross  crime  or  other. 
That  sets  us  all  at  odds  :  I'll  not  endure  it : 
His  kniuhtH  ifrow  riotous,  and  himself  upbraids  us 
On  every  trifle:- When  he  returns  from  nunting. 
I  will  not  speak  with  him ;  say.  I  am  sick:— 
If  you  come  slack  of  former  serviees. 
You  shall  do  well ;  the  fault  of  it  I'll  answer. 

i^ietv.  He^s  coming,  madam ;  I  hear  him. 

[Horns  within, 

Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  please, 
You  and  your  fellows ;  I'd  have  it  come  to  question : 
If  he  dislike  it,  let  him  to  my  sister. 
Whose  mind  and  mine,  I  know,  in  that  are  one, 

■  These  sonnds  are  unnntuml  and  offeoKlve  In  tnuslc. 
•  For  oohorU  some  editors  read  courts.       «  Tsmpent* 
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FmU,  Come  not  in  here,  nnncle,  here^s  a  0]  iri... 
tielp  me,  help  me ! 
Kent.  Give  me  thy  h«nd.^-Who^  there  1 
FuoL  A  spirit,  a  spirit;  he  lays  his  name's  poor 

Tom. 
Kent*  What  art  thou  that  doet  grumble  there 
r  the  straw  ? 
Vjhm  forth. 

Emier  Edoab,  4i»guUid  0$  a  Madman^ 

Edg.  Away !  the  foul  fiend  follows  me  !— 
Tbroush  the  sharp  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind^— 
Humph!  go  to  thy  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Lear.  Hast  thou  given  all  to  thy  two  daughters! 
And  art  thou  come  to  this  ? 

K/ig.  Who  n'ves  any  thing  to  poor  Tom  ?  whom 
the  luul  ftena  hath  led  through  fire  and  through 
tia me,  through  ford  and  whirlpool,  over  bo^  and 
(jua^Diire;  that  hath  laid  knives  under  his  pillow, 
ind  hdJters  in  his  pew:  set  ratsbane  by  his  nor- 
ridge;  made  him  proud ^of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  oay 
troitjti^-borse  over  ibur*inched  bridges,  to  course 
bi^  own  shadow  for  a  traitor:— Bless  thy  five  wits ! 
Tofnii  a-cold, — O,  do  de,  do  de,  do  de.— Bless 
thor  tVom  whirlwinds,  star-blasting,  and  taking  !^ 
Do  poor  Tom  some  charity,  whom  the  foul  fiend 
fem:  There  could  I  have  nim  now,— and  there, 
-tjid  there,— and  there  again,  and  there. 

[Stunn  eontinuea. 

£4W.  What,  have  his  daughters  brought  him  to 
this  pass  ? — 
Couldtt  thou  save  nothing  1  Didst  thou  give  them 
ain 

Ftjol.  Nay,  he  lewrved  a  blanket,  else  we  had 
i>ern  all  shamed. 

Uar.  Now,  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pendu- 
lous air 
Bang  &ted  o'er  menl  fltults,  light  on  thy  daughters ! 

Kent,  He  hath  no  daughters,  sir. 

Uar.  Death,  traitor!  nothing  could  have  sub- 
dued nature 
To  such  a  lowness,  but  his  unkind  daughters.— 
U  it  the  fashion,  that  discarded  Withers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  fleahl 
Judicious  punishment !  'twas  this  flesh  begot 
Thixie  pelican  daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  sat  on  piUicock's  hill^* 
Uilioo,  halloo,  loo,  loo ! 

Foot.  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools 
ind  madmen. 

E4g.  Take  heed  o'  the  foul  fiend :  obey  thy  pa- 
rente;  keep  thy  word  justly;  swear  not;  commit 
not  with  man's  sworn  spouse;  set  not  thy  sweet 
heart  on  proud  array :  Tom's  a<cold. 

Lear.  What  hast  thou  been  t 

Kdg.  A  serving-man,  preud  in  heart  and  mind  ; 
thai  curled  my  hair ;  wore  gloves  in  my  cap ;'  served 
the  luKt  of  my  mistress's  heart,  and  did  tlie  act  of 
darkoeas  with  lier :  swore  as  many  oaths  as  I  spake 
worda,  and  broke  them  in  the  sweet  lace  of  iieaven : 
ow.  tttst  slept  in  the  contriving  of  lust,  and  waked 
to  do  It:  Wine  loved  1  deeply;  dice  dearly;  and  in 
woman,  out-nararooured  the  Turk:  Kalse  of  heart, 
I  ::br  of  ear.  bloody  of  hand:  Hog  in  aloth,  fox  in 
it^alth,  wolf  in  greediness,  doc  in  madnesi«Jion  in 
p'ey.  Let  not  the  creaking  of  shoes,  nor  the  rust- 
iui«  of  Silks,  betray  thy  poor  heart  to  women :  Keep 
thy  toot  out  of  brothels,  thy  hand  out  of  plackets, 
thy  pen  from  leaders'  books,  and  defy  the  foul  fiend. 
-Stiil  through  the  hawthorn  blows  tiie  cold  wind : 
>'ay«  duum,  mun.  ha  no  nonny,  dolphin  my  boy, 
I")  boy,  sessa;  let  him  trot  by. 

[SfurmstiUroniinues, 
Uar.  Why,  thou  wert  better  in  thy  grave,  than 
to  aruwer  with  thy  uncovered  body  this  extremity 
01  the  akies^— Is  man  no  more  tJian  this?  Con- 
ner him  well :  Thou  owest  the  worm  no  silk,  the 
waat  DO  hide,  the  sheep  no  wool,  the  cat  no  per- 
n:me:— Ha!  here  three  of  us  are  sophisticated!— 
Thou  art  the  thing  itself:  unaccommodated  man 
>»  no  more  but  such  a  poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as 
Utou  art^-Ofl;  off,  you  lendings:--Come;  unbut- 
ton here.  ^  [Tearing  off  huCMhu. 
rooL  Pr  ythec,  nuncle,  be  contented ;  this  is  a 
naughty  night  to  swim  in^Now  a  little  fire  in  a 
Wild  held  were  like  an  old  lecher's  heart:  a  small 

•  To  talv  in  to  blast,  or  striks  with  malignaDt  iDfluenfle^ 
M  t  WH  the  eostoaa  to  wear  glovea  In  the  bat,  aa  the 
"*w  of  a  Biistxaaa. 
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spark,  all  the  rest  of  his  body  cold.— Look,  herl 
comes  a  walking  fire. 

Edg.  This  is  the  foul  fiend  Flibbertigibbet:  he 
begins  at  curlew,  and  walks  till  the  first  cock ;  he 
gives  the  web  and  the  pin,*  squints  the  eye,  and 
makes  the  hure-lip;  mildews  the  white  wheat,  and 
hurls  the  poor  creature  o(  earth. 

Saint  WUholfP  footed  thrice  the  wold}* 
He  mei  the  nigkl'miare,  and  her  nine-fold  i 

BidheraBgM, 

And  her  troth  plight, 
And  aroint  thee^  witch,  aroint  ther  * 

Kent.  How  fiires  your  grace  ? 

Enter  Gixmteb,  with  a  Torch, 

Lear,  What's  he  1 

Kent.  Who*8  there  ?  What  is't  you  seek  t 

Glo,  What  are  you  there?  Your  names? 

Efig.  Poor  Tom ;  tliat  eats  the  swimming  frog, 
the  toad,  the  tadpole,  the  wall-newt,  and  the  water  ;i 
that  in  the  fury  of  his  heart,  when  Uie  foul  fiend 
rages,  eats  cow-dung  for  saltots;  swa^llows  the  old 
rat,  and  the  ditch-dog ;  drinks  the  green  mantle  ol 
the  standing-pool :  who  is  whipped  from  t>  tiling  to 
tything,'  snd  stocked,  puniHhed.  and  imprisouid* 
who  hath  had  three  suits  to  his  back,  six  shirts  lo 
his  body,  horse  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  wear,— 

But  mieet'and  rats,  and  euch  small  deer. 
Have  been  Tunics  food  for  seven  long  year. 

Beware  my  follower:- Peace,  8inolkin;<»   i)eaco, 
thou  fiend ! 

Gh.  What, hath  your  grace  no  better  company? 

Efig.  The  prince  of  darkness  is  a  geiitleiiiau; 
Modo  he  s  call'd,  and  Mahu.» 

Glo.  Ourfieshand  blood,  my  lord,  is  grown  so  vile. 
That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  lU 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a-cold. 

Glo.  60  in  with  me ;  my  duty  cannot  sufier 
To  obev  in  all  your  daugnter's  hard  commands: 
Though  their  injunction  be  to  bar  my  doors. 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you; 
Yet  have  1  ventured  to  come  seek  you  out, 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  unci  food  is  ready. 

Lear,  hint  let  me  talk  with  this  philosopher.— 
What  is  the  cause  of  thunder? 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  Uike  his  offer ; 
Go  into  the  house. 

Lear,  I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  same  learned 
Theban.— 
What  is  vour  study  ? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  ver- 
min. 

Lear.  Let  me  ask  vou  one  word  in  private. 

Kent,  lmp6rtune  him  once  more  to  go,  my  lord , 
His  wits  begin  to  unsettle. 

GUk  Canst  thou  blame  him  ? 

His  daughtera  seek  his  death:— Ah,  that  good 

Kent!— 
«e  said  it  would  be  thus :— Poor  banish'd  man  !— 
Thou  say'st,the  king  grows  mad;  I'll  tell  liiee, 

Iriend, 
I  am  almost  mad  myself:  I  had  a  son, 
Now  outlaw'd  th>m  my  blood ;  he  sought  my  life. 
But  lately,  very  late ;  I  lov'd  him,  friend,— 
No  tiaiher  his  son  dearer:  true  to  tell  thee, 
^.        ...  .  [Storm  continues. 

The  mef  hath  crazM  my  wits.  What  a  night's  this ! 
1  do  beseech  your  grace,— 

Lear,  o,  cry  you  mercy : 

Noble  philosopher,  your  company. 

Edg.  Tom's  a-cold. 

Glo,  In,  fellow,  thera,  to  the  hovel :  keep  thee 
warm. 

Lear.  Come,  let's  in  alL 

K^nt,  This  way,  my  lord. 

,  ^«»"-  ...  With  him; 

I  Will  keep  still  with  my  philosopher. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  soothe  him ;  let  him  take 
the  fellow. 

Glo.  Take  him  you  on. 

Kent.  Sirrah,  come  on ;  go  along  with  ua 

Lear.  Come,  good  Athenian. 

«  Dineaaas  of  the  eye. 

a  A  salot  Mid  to  pioteet  his  devotees  from  the  dlsesBe 
called  the  niffM^mart. 

«  Wild  dowoa,  so  called  In  various  parte  of  EnglaiuL 

»  Avaunt  •  i.  e.  The  water-newt. 

*  A  tylhlog  la  a  dIvi«loa  of  a  ooanty. 

■  NsBM  d  a  apirit  a  The  chief  <^**' 
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KING  LEAR. 


AciV. 


CVw".  We  are  not  the  first, 

Who,  with  hc8t  meaning,  have  incurr'd  the  wont. 
F<»r  thee,  oppressed  king,  am  I  cast  down ; 
Myself  could  else  out-frown  falfe  fortune's  frown.— 
Shall  we  not  see  these  daughters,  and  these  sisters? 

Lear.  No,  no,  no,  no!     Come,   let's  away  to 
prison : 
We  two  alone  will  sing  like  birds  i*  the  cage : 
When  thou  dost  ask  my  blessing,  I'll  kneel  down, 
\nd  ask  of  thee  forgiveness:  So  we*ll  live. 
\nd  pray,  and  sing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies,  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court  news ;  and  we'll  talk  with  them  too— 
Who  loses,  and  who  wins;  who's  in,  who's  out  ;— 
And  take  upon  us  the  mystery  of  things. 
As  if  we  were  God's  spies:  And  we'll  wear  out, 
!n  a  wall  d  prison,  packs  and  sects  of  great  ones, 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  the  moon. 

^dm.  Take  them  away. 

Lear.  Upon  such  sacrifices,  my  Cordelia, 
The  gods   themdelves   throw  incense.     Have    I 

caught  thee? 
He  that  parts  us, shall  bring  a  brand  from  heaven, 
And  tire  us  hence.like  foxes.    Wipe  thine  eyes; 
The  goujeers*  shall  devour  them,  flesh  and  fell,« 
Kre  they  shall  make  ub  weep:  we'll  sec  them 

starve  first. 
Come.         [Exeunt  Lear  and  Cordklia,  guarded, 

Edm,  Come  hither,  captain;  hark. 
Take  thou  this  note;  [Owing  a  Paper,]  go,  follow 

them  to  prison : 
One  step  I  have  advanced  thee ;  if  thou  dost 
As  this  instructs  thee,  thou  dost  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes:  Know  thou  this.— that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is:  to  be  tender-minded 
Does  not  become  a  sword :— Thy  great  employment 
Will  not  bear  question;  either  say,  thou'lt  do't, 
Or  thrive  by  other  means. 

Off.  rn  do't,  my  lord. 

Ldm,  About  it;  and  write  happy,  when  thou 
hast  done. 
Mark.— I  say,  instantly ;  and  carry  it  so, 
As  I  have  set  it  down. 

Off.  I  cannot  draw  a  cart,  nor  eat  dried  oats; 
If  it  be  man's  work,  I  will  do  it         \ExU  Oillcer. 

Flourigh,    Enter  Albany,  Goneril,  Regan,  Offi- 
cers, and  Attendants. 

Alb.  Sir,  you  have  shown  to-day  your  valiant 
strain. 
And  fortune  led  you  well:  You  have  the  captives. 
Who  were  the  opposites  of  this  day's  strife : 
We  do  require  them  of  you ;  so  to  use  them. 
As  we  shall  find  their  merits  and  our  safety 
May  equally  determine. 

Ldm.  Sir.  I  thought  it  fit 

To  send  the  old  and  miserable  king 
To  some  retention,  and  appointed  guard  ; 
Whose.age  has  charms  in  it,  whose  title  more, 
To  pluck  the  common  bosom  on  his  side, 
And  turn  our  impress'd  lances  in  our  eyes 
Which  do  command  them.    With  him  I  sent  the 

queen; 
My  reason  all  the  same ;  and  they  are  ready 
To-morrow,  or  at  further  space,  to  appear 
Where  you  shall  hold  your  session.    At  this  time. 
We  sweat,  and  bleed:   the  friend   hath  lost  his 

friend. 
And  the  best  quarrels,  in  the  heat,  are  curs'd 
Bv  those  that  feel  their  sharpness: — 
The  question  of  Cordelia,  and  her  fkther, 
Requires  a  fitter  place. 

Alb.  Sir,  by  your  patience, 

I  hold  you  but  a  subject  of  this  war. 
Not  as  a  brother. 

Re/f.  That's  as  we  list  to  grace  him. 

Methinks,our  pleasure  might  have  been  demanded, 
Rre  you  had  spoke  so  far.    He  led  our  powers; 
Bore  the  commission  of  my  place  and  person; 
The  which  immediacy^  may  well  stand  up, 
And  call  itself  your  brother. 

Gon.  Not  so  hot: 

In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himself, 
More  than  in  your  advancement. 

Reg.  In  my  rights, 

iity  me  invested,  he  compeers  the  best 

Gon.  That  were  the  most,  if  he  should  husband 
you. 


«  Reg.  Jesters  do  oft  prove  prophets. 

Gon.  Hollos,  holloa! 

That  eye,  that  told  you  ao,  looked  but  a-sauioL» 

Reg.  Lady,  I  am  not  well ;  else  I  should  answet 
From  a  fUll-flowing  stomach.— General, 
Take  thou  thy  soldiers,  prisonene,  patrimony; 
Dispose  of  them,  of  me ;  the  walls  arp  thine : 
Witness  tiie  world,  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  lord  and  master. 

Grm.  Mean  you  to  ciyoy  hira  1 

Alb.  The  let-alone  lies  not  in  your  gooa  will. 

Ednu  Nor  in  thine,  lord. 

Alb.  Half-blooded  frilow.  yn 

Reg.  Let  the  drum  strike,  and  proT«  my  utk 
thine.  [ToEDxnfD. 

Alb.  Stay  yet;  hear  reason :— Edmund,  I  antsi 
thee 
On  capital  treason;  and,  in  thy  arrest. 
This  gilded  serpent :  [Painting  to  Gox.T— for  yoor 

claim,  fair  sister, 
I  bar  it  in  the  interest  of  my  wife; 
'Tis  she  is  sub-contracted  to  this  lord. 
And  I,  her  husband,  contradict  your  banns. 
If  you  will  marry,  make  your  love  to  me, 
My  lady  is  bespoke. 

Gon.  An  interlude! 

Alb.  Thou  art  arm'd,  Gloeter:— Let  the  tnunpei 
sound: 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  person, 
Thy  heinous,  manifest,  and  many  treawns. 
There  is  my  pledge :   [Throwing  down  a  GIok.] 

1 11  prove  it  on  thy  heart. 
Ere  I  taste  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  less 
Than  I  have  here  proclaim'd  thee. 

Reg.  Sick,  a  nrV. 

Gon.  If  not,  I'll  ne'er  trust  poison.  [A$iie. 

Edm.  There's  my  exchange:  [Tkrmving  4mn 
a  Glove.]  what  in  the  worid  he  iii 
That  names  me  traitor,  viliain-like  he  lies: 
Call  by  thy  trumpet:  he  that  dares  approach, 
On  him,  on  you,  [who  not?)  I  will  maintain 
My  truth  and  honor  firmly. 

Alb,  A  herald,  ho! 

Edm.  A  herald,  ho,  a  herald ! 

Alb.  Trust  to  thy  single  virtue ;»  for  thy  Mldtent, 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  discbarge. 

Reg.  This  sickness  grows  upon  mf. 

Enter  a  Herald. 
Alb.  She  is  not  well ;  convey  her  to  my  tent 

Come  hither,  herald,— Let  the  trumpet  sound.- 
And  read  out  this. 
Off.  Sound  trumpet  [it  Trumpet  taania. 

Herald  reads. 

W  any  nutn  qf  qualify,  or  degree,  wUkin  flu 

lists  qf'  the  army,  urill  maintain  upon  Edmund. 

supposed  Earl  ^  Giostcr,  thai  he  u  a  mmit^ 

trattor,  let  him  appear  at  the  third  sound  ij  tk 

trumpet:  he  is  bolain  his  O^'enee. 

Edm.  Sound.  [1  Trumpft 

Her.  Again.  [2  7Vu»;>r^ 

Her.  Again.  *    [3  Tmmftt 

[  Trumpet  ansu?ers  wUkin 


•  ThA  French  dlsssM. 

"  Authority  to  act  on  hii  own  Jadgmenl 


•Skla. 


Enter  Edgar,  armed,  preceded  by  a  ThtmpeU 

Alb,  Ask  him  his  purposes,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  call  o'  the  trumpet 

Her.  What  are  you? 

Your  name,  your  quality?  and  why  you  an»wa 
This  present  summons? 

Edg.  Know,  my  name  is  kist 

By  treason^  tooth  bare-gnawn,  and  canker-bii: 
Yet  am  I  noble,  as  the  adversary 
I  come  to  cope  withal. 

Alb.  Which  Is  that  adTer8a7 ' 

Edg.  What^s  he,  that  speaks  lor  Edmund  «ri  of 
Gloster? 

Edm.  Himself^-What  say'st  thou  to  htm ! 

Edg.  Draw  thy  fworf! 

That,  if  my  speech  offend  a  noble  heart 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  justice:  here  is  mine. 
Behold,  it  is  the  privilege  of  mine  bonora. 
My  oath,  and  my  profession :  t  protest,— 
Maugrei  thy  strength,  youth,  place,  and  emiueix*, 


•  Alluding  to  the  provarb :  "  ]>va  beiag  jmhm 
good  eye  look  a-tqwHt,** 

•  i. «.  Valor.  •  N'c  •  vicksUndbif. 
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Par,  Come  you  to  make  confession  to  thin  tather  \ 

Jul.  To  answer  that,  were  to  confeso  to  you. 

Par.  Do  not  deny  to  him,  that  you  love  me. 

JuL  I  will  confess  to  you,  that  I  love  him. 

Par.  So  will  you,  I  am  sure,  that  you  love  me. 

JuL  If  I  do  so,  it  will  be  of  more  price, 
Beini^  spoke  behind  your  back,  than  to  your  fkce. 

Par,  Poor  soul,  thy  face  is  much  abused  with  tears. 

JuL  The  tears  have  got  small  victory  by  that; 
For  it  was  bad  enough  before  their  spite. 

Par.  Thou  wrongest  it,  more  than  tears,  with 
that  report. 

JuL  That  is  no  slander,  sir,  that  is  a  truth ; 
And  what  I  spake,  I  spake  it  to  mv  face. 

Par.  Thy  face  is  mine,  and  thou  nastslanderM  it 

JuL  It  may  be  so,  for  it  is  not  mine  own. — 
Are  you  at  leisure,  holy  father^  now ; 
Or  shall  I  come  to  you  at  evenmg  mass? 

Fri.  My  leisure  serves  me,  pensive  daughter, 
now  :— 
My  lord,  we  must  entreat  the  time  alone. 

Par.  God  shield,  I  should  disturb  devotion ! 
Juliet,  on  Thursday  early  will  I  rouse  you : 
Till  then,  adieu !  and  keep  this  holy  kiss. 

[Exit  Paris. 

JuL  O,  shut  the  door !  and  when  thou  nast  done  so. 
Come  weep  wi  th  me :  Past  hope,  past  cure,  past  help! 

Fri.  Ah,  Juliet,  I  already  know  thy  grief; 
It  strains  me  past  the  compass  of  my  wits; 
I  hear  thou  must,  and  nothing  must  prorogue  it, 
On  Thursday  next,  be  married  to  this  county. 

JuL  Tell  me  not.  friar,  that  thou  hear^st  of  this. 
Unless  thou  tell  me  how  I  may  prevent  it : 
If,  in  thy  wisdom,  thou  canst  give  no  help. 
Do  thou  but  call  my  resolution  wise. 
And  with  this  knife  TU  help  it  presently. 
God  joinM  my  heart  and  Romeo's,  thou  our  hands; 
And  ere  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  seal'd, 
Shall  be  the  label  to  another  deed. 
Or  my  true  heart  with  treacherous  revolt 
Turn  to  another,  this  shall  slay  them  both : 
Therefore,  out  of  thy  long-ex perienc'd  time, 
(iive  me  some  present  counsel ;  or,  behold, 
H'wixt  my  extremes  and  me  this  bloody  knife 
Shall  play  the  umpire;^  arbitrating  that 
Which  the  commission*  of  thy  years  and  art 
Could  to  no  issue  of  true  honor  brinfi^. 
Be  not  so  long  to  speak ;  I  long  to  die, 
If  what  thou  speak^t  speak  not  of  remedy. 

Fri.  Hold,  daughter;  I  do  spy  a  kind  of  hope, 
Which  craves  as  desperate  an  execution 
As  that  is  desperate  which  we  would  prevent. 
If.  rather  than  to  marry  county  Paris, 
Thou  hast  the  strength  of  will  to  slay  thyself 
Then  is  it  likely,  thou  wilt  undertake 
A  thing  like  death  to  chide  away  this  shame. 
That  cop'st  with  death  himself  to  scape  fh)m  it; 
And,  if  thou  dar*st,  I'll  give  thee  remedy. 

JuL  O,  bid  me  leap,  rather  than  marry  Paris, 
From  off  the  battlements  of  yonder  tower; 
Or  walk  in  thievish  ways;  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  serpents  are:  cnain  me  with  roaring  bean, 
Or  shut  me  nightly  in  a  charnel-house, 
O'er-cover'd  ouite  with  dead  men's  rattling  bones. 
With  reeky  snanks,  and  yellow  chapless  skulls; 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  ^ve, 
And  hide  me  with  a  deaa  man  in  his  shroud: 
Things  that,  to  hear  them  told,  have  maae  me 

tremole ; 
And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt, 
To  live  an  unstain'd  wife  to  my  sweet  love. 

FrL  Hold, then;  go  home, be  merry, give coiuent 
To  marry  Paris :  Wednesday  is  to-morrow ; 
To-morrow  night  look  that  thou  lie  alone. 
Let  not  thy  nurse  lie  with  thee  in  thy  chainber: 
Take  thou  this  phial,  bein^  then  in  bed, 
And  this  distilled  liquor  drink  thou  off: 
U''hen,  presently,  through  all  thy  veins  shall  run 
A  cold  and  drowsy  humor,  which  shall  seize 
Rach  vital  spirit ;  for  no  pulse  shall  keep 
His  natural  progress,  but  surcease  to  beat: 
So  warmth,  no  breath,  shall  testify  thou  iiv'st; 

The  roses  in  thy  lips  and  cheeks  shall  &de 

To  paly  ashes ;  thv  eyes'  windows  fall. 
Like  death,  when  ne  shuts  up  the  day  of  liA; 
Gach  part,  depriv'd  of  supple  government. 
Shall  stiff,  and  stark,  and  cold,  appear  like  death: 

ind  in  this  borrow'd  likeness  or^shrunk  death 

•  Deckia  the  straggle  betwMH  me  and  my  disti 

•  Aothoiltj  or  power. 


Thou  shalt  remain  full  two  and  forty  hours. 

And  then  awake  as  from  a  pleasant  sleep. 

Now  when  the  bridegroom  in  the  morning  com^ 

To  rouse  thee  fh)m  thy  bed,  there  art  thou  dfnd 

Then,  (as  the  manner  of  our  country  is,) 

In  thy  Dest  robes  uncover'd  on  the  bier. 

Thou  shalt  be  borne  to  that  same  ancient  vau^t. 

Where  all  the  kindred  of  the  Capulets  lie. 

In  the  mean  time,  against  thou  shalt  awake. 

Shall  Romeo  by  my  letters  know  our  driA: 

And  hither  shall  he  come;  and  he  and  I 

Will  watch  thy  waking,  and  that  very  night 

Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua. 

And  this  shall  free  thee  from  this  present  shame; 

If  no  inconstant  toy,  nor  womanish  fear. 

Abate  thy  valor  in  the  acting  it. 

JuL  Give  me,  O  give  me !  tell  me  not  of  fear. 

Fri.  Hold ;  get  you  gone,  be  strong  and  prosperous 
In  this  resolve:  1*11  send  a  friar  with  speed 
To  Mantua,  with  my  letters  to  thy  lord. 

JhL  Love, give  me  strength!  and  strength  shall 
help  utfbrd. 
Farewell,  dear  &ther.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  11^— .4  Room  in  Capulet's  House. 

Enter  Capulbt,  Lady  Capulbt,  Nurse,  and 

Servants. 

Cap.  So  many  guests  invite  as  here  are  writw— 

[Exit  Servant. 
Sirrah,  go  hire  me  twenty  cunning  cooks. 

2  Serv.  You  shall  have  none  ill,  sir;  for  I'll  try 
if  they  can  lick  their  Angers. 

Can.  How  canst  thou  try  them  so? 

2  Serv,  Marry,  sir,  'tis  an  ill  cook  that  cannot 
lick  his  own  fingers:  therefore  he,  that  cannot  lick 
his  fingers,  goes  not  with  me. 

Cap.  Go,  begone.r—  [Exit  Servants. 

We  shall  be  much  unAimish'd  for  this  time. 
What,  is  my  daughter  gone  to  friar  Laurence  ? 

Nurse.  Ay,  forsooth. 

Cap.  Well,  he  may  chance  to  do  some  good  on  her 
A  peevish  sclf-will'd  harlotry  it  is. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Nurse.  See,  where  she  comes  from  shrift  with 
merry  look. 

Cap,  How  now,  my  headstrong?  where  have  you 
been  gadding  ? 

JuL  Where  I  have  learnt  me  to  repent  the  sin 
Of  disobedient  opposition 
To  you,  and  your  oehests;?  and  am  enjoin'd 
By  holy  Laurence  to  &1I  prostrate  here. 
And  beg  your  pardon :— Pardon,  I  beseech  you  I 
HencelbrwanI  1  am  ever  ruled  by  you. 

Cap.  Send  for  the  county:  go  tell  him  of  this; 
I'll  have  this  knot  knit  up  to-morrow  morning. 

JuL  I  met  the  youthflii  lord  at  Laurence'  cell; 
And  gave  him  what  becomed'  love  I  might. 
Not  stepping  o'er  the  bounds  of  modesty. 

Cap.  Why,  I  am  glad  on't ;  this  is  well,— stand 
up: 
This  is  as  t  should  be.— Let  me  see  the  county : 
Ay,  marry,  go,  I  say,  and  fetch  him  hither.— 
Now,  afore  God^  this  reverend  holy  friar, 
All  our  whole  city  is  much  bound  to  him. 

JuL  Nurse,  will  you  go  with  roe  into  my  closet. 
To  help  me  sort  such  needf\il  ornaments 
As  you  think  fit  to  furnish  me  to  morrow  ? 

La.  Cap,  No,  not  till  Thursday;  there  is  time 
enough. 

Cap,  Go,  nurse,  go  with  her:— we'll  to  church 
to-morrow.      [Exeunt  Jctlibt  and  Nurse. 

Jm.  Cap.  We  snafl  be  short  in  our  provision ; 
'TIS  now  near  night. 

Cap.  Ttish !  I  will  stir  about. 

And  all  things  shall  be  well,  I  warrant  thee,  wile 
Go  thou  to  Juliet,  help  to  deck  up  her; 
I'll  not  to  bed  to-night;— let  me  alone; 
I'll  play  the  housewife,  ibr  this  oncew— What,  hoi 
They  are  all  forth :  Well,  I  will  walk  myself^ 
To  county  Paris,  to  prepare  him  up 
Against  to-morrow:  my  heart  is  wondrous  light, 
Since  this  same  wayward  girl  is  so  redaim'd. 

[Mixeunt, 
SCENE  Ill^Juliet's  Chamber. 

Enter  Julibt  and  Nurse. 

JuL  Ay,  those  attires  are  best :  —  But,  gentle 
nurse, 

«  ConunaDds.  •  Bseosdnf. 
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Flow**.  d>  .-..It?  was,  ueilowereu  l>y  liim. 
Death  ii*  my  so  i-in-law,  death  \h  my  hoir; 
My  dauiichter  he  hath  wedded !  I  will  die. 
And  leave  him  all;  life  leaving,  all  is  death^s. 
Par,  Have  I  thought  long  to  see  this  morning's 
fece, 
And  doth  it  give  me  such  a  sight  as  this  ? 
Leu  Cap,  AccursM,  unhappy»  wretched,  hateAil 
day! 
Most  miserable  hour  that  e'er  time  saw 
In  lasting  labor  of  his  pilgrimage ! 
But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  child, 
But  one  thing  to  rejoice  and  solace  in,  ' 
And  cruel  death  hath  catch'd  it  from  my  sight 
Nurse,  O  woe !  O  woeful,  woeftil,  woeftil  aay ! 
Most  lamentable  day  I  most  woeful  day, 
That  ever,  ever,  I  did  yet  behold  ! 
O  day !  O  day !  O  day:  O  hateful  day! 
Never  was  seen  so  black  a  day  as  this : 
O  woeful  day,  O  woeful  day ! 

Par.  BeguiPd,  divorced,  wronged,  spited,  tlairi ! 
M«>st  detestable  death,  by  thee  beguird. 
By  cruel,  cruel  thee  quite  overthrown  I — 
O  love !  O  lire ! — not  life,  but  love  in  death ! 

Cap,  Despis'd,  distressed,  hated,  martyrM,  IdllM  ! 
Uncomfortable  time !  why  cam'st  thou  now 
To  murder,  murder  our  solemnity  1 — 
O  child !  0  child !— my  soul,  and  not  my  child? — 
Dead  art  thou,  dead ! — alack !  my  child  is  dead ; 
And,  with  my  child,  my  joys  are  buried ! 
Fru  Peace,  ho,  for  shame !  confUsion's  cure  lives 
not 
In  these  confusions.    Heaven  and  yourself 
Had  part  in  this  fair  maid ;  now  heaven  hath  all. 
And  all  the  better  is  it  for  the  maid  : 
Your  part  in  her  you  could  not  keep  firom  death ; 
But  heaven  keeps  his  part  in  eternaJ  lile. 
The  moHl  you  sought  was — her  promotion; 
For  'twas  your  heaven,  xhe  should  be  advanced: 
And  weep  ye  now,  seeing  she  is  advanced 
Above  the  clouds,  as  hign  as  heaven  itself? 
(),  in  this  love,  you  love  your  child  so  ill. 
That  you  run  mad.  seeing  that  she  is  well : 
She's  not  well  married,  that  lives  married  long; 
But  she's  best  married,  that  dies  married  young. 
Dry  up  your  tears,  and  stick  your  rosemary 
On  this  fair  corse;  and,  as  the  custom  is, 
111  all  her  best  array  bear  her  to  church : 
For  though  fond  nature  bids  ui  all  lament. 
Yet  nature's  tears  are  reason's  merriment. 

Cap,  All  things  that  we  ordained  festival. 
Turn  from  their  office  to  black  funeral: 
Our  instruments,  to  melancholy  bells; 
Our  wedding-cheer,  to  a  sad  burial  feast: 
Our  solemn  hymns  to  sullen  dirges  change  ; 
Our  bridal  flowers  serve  for  a  buried  corse. 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary. 

Fri.  Sir,  go  you  in,— and,  madam,  go  with  him  ;— 
And  go,  sir  Paris; — every  one  prepare 
To  follow  this  &ir  corse  unto  her  grave ; 
The  heavens  do  lower  upon  you  for  some  ill ; 
Move  them  no  more,  by  crossing  their  high  will. 
[Exeunt  CAPtJLcr,  Lady  Capulbt,  Paris, 
and  Friar. 


I  Mas.  'Faith,  we  may  put  up  our  pipe^.and  be 
gone. 

Nurse,  Honest  good  fellows,  ah.  put  up ;  put  up ; 
For,  well  you  know,  this  is  a  pitiful  case. 

[Exit  Nurse 
1  Mas,  Ay,   by  my  troth,   the   case   may    b» 
amended. 

Enter  Petbr. 

Pet.  Musicians,  O,  musicians.  Heart's  ease, 
hearPs  eases  O,  an  you'll  have  me  live,  plav- 
hearVs  ease. 

1  Mus,  Why  hearVs  ease  ? 

Pet.  O,  musicians,  because  my  heart  itself  plays 
— My  heart  is  full  qfwoe :  O,  play  me  some  merry 
dumn,^  to  comfort  me. 

2  Mus,  Not  a  dump  we;  'tis  no  time  to  pluy 

now. 

Pet,  You  will  not,  then  1 

Mus.  No. 

Pet,  I  will  then  give  it  you  soundly. 

1  Mus,  What  will  you  give  us? 

Pet.  No  money, on  my  faith;  but  the  gleek:*  I 
will  five  you  the  minstrel. 

1  Mus,  Then  will  I  give  you  the  serving* 
creature. 

Pet,  Then  will  I  lay  the  serving-creature's  dagger 
on  your  pate.  I  will  carry  no  crotchets :  I'll  re  you, 
ril/«  you ;  Do  you  note  me  ? 

1  Mus,  An  you  re  us,  and /a  us,  you  note  us. 

1  Mus,  Pray  you,  put  up  your  dagger,  and  put 
out  your  wit 

Pet.  Then  have  at  you  with  my  wit;  I  will  dry- 
b^t  you  with  an  iron  wit,  and  put  up  my  iron 
dagger: — Answer  me  like  men: 

When  griping  grief  the  heart  doth  woundy 

And  douful  flumps  the  mind  oppress^ 
Then  mustc,  with  her  silver  sounds 

Why,  silver  sound  P  why,  music  with  her  stiver 
sound  y 
What  say  you,  Simon  Catling  ? 

1  Mus,  Marry,  sir,  because  silver  hath  a  sweet 
sound. 

Pet.  Pretty!  What  say  you,  Hugh  Rebeck? 

2  Mus,  I  Kky— silver  sound,  because  musicians 
sound  for  silver. 

Pet,  Pretty  too !— What  aay  you,  James  Sound- 
post? 

3  Mus,  *Faith,  T  know  not  what  to  say. 

Pet,  O,  I  cry  you  mercy !  you  are  the  singer :  I 
will  my  for  you.  It  is— mtmc  with  her  silver 
soundy  because  such  fellows  as  you  have  seldom 
gold  for  sounding  :— 

Then  music  wiih  her  silver  sounds 
With  speedy  help  doth  lend  redress. 

[Exitt  singing, 

1  Mus.  What  a  pestilent  knave  is  this  same ! 

2  Mus,  Hang  him.  Jack !  Come,  we'll  in  here : 
tarry  for  the  mourners,  and  stay  dinner. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I^Mantua*   A  Street. 

Enter  Homo. 

Rom,  If  I  may  trust  the  flattering  eye  of  sleep, 
My  dreams  presage  some  ioyfbl  news  at  hand : 
My  bosom*s  lord  sits  lightly  in  his  throne ; 
And  all  this  day.  an  unaccustom'd  spirit 
Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  cheerfUl  thoughts. 
1  dreamt,  my  lady  came  and  found  me  dead ; 
(Strange  dream !  that  gives  a  dead  man  leave  to 

think,) 
And  breath'd  such  lifb  with  kisses  in  my  lips, 
TImt  I  reviv'd,  and  was  an  emperor. 
Ah  roe !  how  sweet  is  love  itself  posseas'd 
When  but  love's  shadows  are  so  rich  in  joy ! 

Enter  Balthazar. 

News  fVom  Verona  !~How  now,  Balfbmzar? 
Dost  thou  not  bring  me  letters  iVom  the  fHar  t 


How  doth  my  lady  ?  is  my  fitther  well  t 
How  fkres  my  Juuet?    That  I  ask  again; 
For  nothing  can  be  ill,  if  she  be  well. 

Bal,  Then  she  is  well,  and  nothing  can  be  ill, 
Her  body  sleeps  in  Capels'  monument. 
And  her  immortal  part  with  angels  lives; 
I  saw  her  laid  low  in  her  kindred's  vault. 
And  presently  took  post  to  tell  it  you : 
O  pardon  me  for  bringing  these  ill  news. 
Since  you  did  leave  it  for  my  office,  sir. 

Rom,  Is  it  even  so  ?  then,  I  defy  you,  atais! — 
Thou  know'st   my   lodging:    get  me   ink  and 

paper, 
And  hire  post-horses;  I  will  hence  to-night 

Bal,  Pardon  me,  sir,  I  will  not  leave  you  thus: 
Your  looks  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
Some  misadventure. 

•  Ihtmpt  were  heavy,  monmftil  tnnes. 

•  To  gmk  is  to  Beoff^aad^gUtkman  signUlsd  a  mlnstrsL 
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*re  IB  come  to  do  some  villainouB  shame 
•  dead  bodies :  I  will  apprehend  him. — 

[Advaneea. 
4    ly  unhallowM  toil,  vile  Montague ; 
ngeance  be  pursued  ftirther  than  death  1 
emned  villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee : 
. ,  and  go  with  me ;  for  thou  must  die. 
Horn,  I   must,  indeed;  and   therefore  came  I 
hither. — 
d  gentle  youth,  tempt  not  a  desperate  man, 
^f^^eace,and  leave  me;— think  upon  these  gone; 
V  ihem  afiVight  thee.^— 1  beseech  thee,  youUi, 
^p  not  another  sin  upon  my  head, 
y  urging  me  to  fury  :--0,  be  gone ! 
'y  heaven,  1  love  thee  better  tnan  myself: 
For  I  come  hither  arm'd  against  myself: 
Stay  not,  be  gone;^ive,  and  hereaiter  say^ 
A  madman^s  mercy  bade  thee  run  away. 

Par.  1  do  defy  tny  conjurations,^ 
And  do  attach  tnee  as  a  telon  here. 
Rom,  Wilt  thou  provoke  me?  then  have  at  thee, 
boy.  [They  fight. 

Page,  O  lord!   they  fight,  I  will   ^o  call  the 
watch.  [Eani  Page. 

Par.  0,1  am  slain!  [Fa/to.]— Ifthou  be  merciful. 
Open  the  tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet.  [IMes. 

Rom.  In  &ith,  I  will :— Let  me  peruse  this  &ce; — 
Mercutio^s  kinsman,  noble  county  Paris: — 
What  said  my  man,  when  mv  hetossed  soul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rode  1  I  think, 
He  told  me  Paris  should  have  married  Juliet: 
Said  lie  not  so  t  or  did  I  dream  it  so  ? 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet, 
To  think  it  was  so !— -O,  give  me  thy  hand, 
One  writ  with  me  in  sour  miftfortune's  book! 
ni  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  grave, — 
A  grave!  O,  no:  a  lantern,  slaughter'd  vouth, 
For  here  lies  Juliet,  and  her  beauty  makes 
This  vault  a  feasting  presence'  full  of  light 
Death,  lie  thou  there,  oy  a  dead  man  interr'd. 

[  Lending  Paris  m  (he  Monument 
How  oft,  when  men  are  at  the  point  of  death. 
Have  they  been  merry !  which  tlieir  keepers  call 
A  lightning  before  death ; — 0,  how  may  i 
Call  this  a  lightning  ?— O,  my  love!  my  wife ! 
Death,  that  hath  suck'd  the  honey  of  thy  breath. 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty : 
Thou  art  not  conauerM ;  oeauty^s  ensign  yet 
Is  crimson  in  thy  lips,  and  in  thy  cheeks. 
And  deatii^s  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there^ — 
Tybalt,  liest  thou  there  in  thy  bloody  sheet? 
0,  what  more  fkvor  can  I  do  to  thee, 
Than  with  that  hand  that  cut  thy  youth  in  twain, 
To  sunder  his  that  was  thine  enemy? 
Forgive  me,  cousin !— Ah,  dear  Juliet, 
Why  art  thou  yet  so  fkir?  Shall  I  believe 
That  unsubstantial  death  is  amorous; 
And  that  the  lean  abhorred  monster  keepa 
Thee  here  in  dark  to  be  his  paramour? 
For  fear  of  that,  I  will  still  sta^  with  thee ; 
And  never  from  this  palace  ordim  night 
Depart  again ;  here,  here  will  I  remain 
With  worms  that  are  thy  chambermaids ;  O,  here 
Will  I  set  up  my  everlasting  rest; 
And  shake  the  yoke  of  inauspicious  stars 
From  this  worid'Wearied  flesh.— Eyes,  look  your 

last! 
Arms,  take  your  last  embrace !  and  lips,  O  you. 
The  aoors  of  breath,  seal  with  a  righteous  kiss 
A  dateless  bargain  to  engrossing  death  !— 
Come,  bitter  conduct,^  come,  unsavory  guide ! 
Thou  desperate  pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 
The  dashing  rocks  thy  sea-sick  weary  bark ! 
Here's  to  my  love!— [JDri^ifc*.]  0,  true  apothecary ! 
Thy  drugs  are  quick.— Thus  with  a  kiss  I  die. 

[Dies. 

Enter  J  at  the  other  End  tf  the  Churchyard,  Friar 
Laurbnob,  ujith  a  Lantern,  Crow,  and  Spade. 

Fri,  Saint  Francis  be  mv  speed!  how  oft  to-night 
Have  my  old  feet  stumSled  at  graves  !—Who^s 

there? 
Who  is  it  that  consorts,  so  late,  the  dead  ? 
BaL  Here's  one,  a  friend,  and  one  that  knows 

you  welL 
FrL  Bliss  be  upon  you!    Tell  me,  good  my 
friend. 
What  torch  is  yond',  that  vainly  lends  his  light 

•  I  ref om  to  do  m  thou  eof\fureM  ma  to  do,  i.e.  to  depart. 
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To  grubs  and  eyeless  skulls?  as  I  discern, 
It  bumeth  in  the  Capels*  monument. 

BaL  It  doth  so,  holy  sir;  and  there's  my  master, 
One  that  you  love. 

FrL  Who  is  it? 

BaL  Romeo. 

Fru  How  long  hath  he  been  there  ? 

BaL  Full  half  an  hour 

Fru  Go  with  me  to  the  vault. 

BaL  I  dare  not,  sir: 

My  master  knows  not,  but  I  am  gone  hence; 
And  fearfully  did  menace  me  with  death, 
If  1  did  stay  to  look  on  his  intents. 

FrL  Stay  then,  I'll  go  alone:— Fear  comes  upon 
me: 
0,  much  I  fear  some  ill  unlucky  thing. 

BaL  As  I  did  sleep  under  this  yew-tree  here, 
I  dreamt  my  master  and  another  fought. 
And  that  my  master  slew  him. 

Fru  Romeo!  [Advafiees» 

Alack,  alack,  what  blood  is  this,  which  stains 
The  stony  entrance  of  this  sepulchre  ?— 
What  mean  these  masterless  and  gory  swords 
To  lie  discolor'd  by  this  place  of  peace  ? 

[Enters  the  Monument. 
Romeo !  0,  pale !— Who  else  ?  what,  Paris,  too  1 
And  steep'd  in  blood  ?— Ah,  what  an  unkind  hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  chance ! — 
The  lady  stirs.  [Juliet  wakes  and  stirs, 

JuL  O,  comfortable  friar !  where  is  my  lord  ? 
I  do  remember  well  where  1  should  be. 
And  there  I  am :— Where  is  my  Romeo  ? 

[Noise  within. 

FrL  I  hear  some  noise.— Lady,  come  from  that 
nest 
Of  death,  contagion,  and  unnatural  sleep; 
A  greater  Power  than  we  can  contradict 
Hath  thwarted  our  intents;  come,  come  away: 
Thy  husband  in  thy  bosom  there  lien  dead ; 
And  Paris  too:  come,  I'll  dispose  of  thee 
Among  a  sisterhood  of  holy  nuns: 
Stay  not  to  quention,  for  the  watch  is  coming ; 
Come,  go,  good  Juliet,— [Aaise  again.]  I  dare  stay 
no  longer.  [Exit. 

JuL  Go,  get  thee  hence,  for  I  will  not  away.— 
What's  here  1  a  cup,  clos'd  in  my  true  love's  hand  ? 
Poison.  I  see,  hath  oeen  his  timeless  end: — 
O  churl !  drink  all ;  and  leave  no  friendly  drop, 
To  help  me  after? — I  will  kiss  thy  lips: 
Haply,  some  poison  yet  doth  hang  on  tnem. 
To  maJce  me  die  with  a  restorative.      [Kisses  him. 
Thy  lips  are  warm ! 

1  fVateh.  [  fVUhin.]  Lead,  boy :— Which  viray  ? 

JuL  Yea,  noise  ? — ^Then  I'll  be  brief.— O  happy 
dagger !  {Snatching  Rombo's  Dagger. 

This  is  thy  sheath;  [Stabs  herse^.]  there  rust,  and 
let  me  die. 

[FeUls  on  Rombo's  Body,  and  dies. 
Enter  Watch,  with  the  Page  of  Paris. 

Page.  This  is  the  place;  there,  where  the  torch 
doth  bum. 

1  Watch.  The  ground  is  bloody;  Search  about 

the  churchyard : 
Go,  some  of  you,  whoe'er  you  find,  attach. 

[Exeunt  some* 
Pitiftil  sight!  here  lies  the  county  slain  ;— 
And  Juliet  bleeding ;  warm,  and  newly  dead. 
Who  here  hath  lain  these  two  days  buried. — 
GOj  tell  the  prince,— run  to  the  Capulets,— 
Raise  up  the  Montagues,— some  others  Hearch  ;— 

[Exeunt  other  Watchmen 
We  see  the  ground  whereon  these  woes  do  lie ; 
But  the  true  ^und  of  all  these  piteous  woes 
We  cannot  without  circumstance  descry. 

Enter  some  qfthe  Watch,  with  Balthazar. 

2  Watch.  Here's  Romeo's  man,  we  found  him  in 

the  churchyard. 
1  Watch.  Hold  him  in  safety,  till  the  prince  come 
hither. 

Enter  another  Watchman,  urith  Friar  Laurencr. 

3  Watch.  Here  is  a  friar,  that  trembles,  sighs, 

and  weeps : 
We  took  this  mattock  and  this  spade  from  him. 
As  he  was  coming  from  this  churchyard  side. 
1  Watch.  A  great  suspicion:  Stay  the  friar  too. 

Enter  the  Princb  and  Attendants. 
Prince.  What  misadventure  is  so  early  up, 
That  calls  our  person  from  our  morning's  rest  1 


HAMLET, 

PRINCE  OF  DENMARK. 


PERSONS   REPRESENTED. 


CLAUDixm,  Ktng  qf  Denmark. 

IIajclkt,  Son  to  the  former,  and  Nephew  to  the 

present  King. 
PoLONiUB,  Lord  Chamberlain* 
Horatio,  Friend  to  Hamlet 
Labrtes,  Son  to  Polonius. 
voltimasd, 
Cornelius, 
rosbncrants, 
guildbnrtern. 
Obric,  a  Courtier. 
Another  Courtier, 
A  Friest. 


] 


CourtierB, 


Marcbllus,  )     nffin..-, 
Bernardo,    }     ^^^*<*^ 


Francisco,  a  Soldier, 

Reynaldo,  Servant  to  Polonim. 

A  Captain. 

An  Ambassador. 

Ghost  (tf  Hamlets  Father, 

FoRTiNBRAS,  Prince  qf'  Norway 

Gertrude,  Queen  qf  Denmark,  and  Mciher  qf 

Hamlet 
Ophelia,  Daughter  qf  Polonius. 

LordSf  Ladies,  Officers,  Soldiers,  Flauers,  Grave- 
diggers,  Sailors,  Messengers,  and  ether  Attend* 
ants. 


SCENE,  Eliinore. 


ACT  I. 


If 


SCENE  I.— Elsinorc.     A   Pla^fbrm  b^fbre  the 

Castle. 

Francisco  on  Ms  Post.   Enter  to  Idm  Bernardo. 

Ber.  Who's  there? 

Fran.  Nay,  answer  me :  stand,  and  unfbld 

Yourself. 

Ber.  Long  live  the  king ! 

Fran,  Bernardo  1 

Ber,  He. 

Fran.  You  come  most  careftiUy  upon  your  hour. 

Ber,  >Ti8  now  struck  twelve;  get  thee  to  bed, 
Francisco. 

FYan,  For  this  relief,  much  thanks ;  'tis  bitter 
cold, 
And  I  am  sick  at  heart 

Ber,  Have  you  had  quiet  guard  1 

Ftan,  Not  a  mouse  stirring. 

Ber,  Well,  good-night 
If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellus, 
Tho  rivals'  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  haste. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Maroellub. 

Fran.  I  think,  I  hear  them.— Stand,  ho!  Who  is 
there  t 

Bar,  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar,  And  liegemen  to  the  Dane. 

Fran,  Give  you  good-night 

Mar.  0,  tarewell,  honest  soldier : 

Who  hath  relieved  you  1 

Fran,  Bernardo  hath  my  place. 

Give  you  good-night  [Exit  Francisco. 

Mar.  Holla!  Bernardo! 

Ber.  Say, 

•Vhat,  is  Horatio  there  t 

Hor,  A  piece  of  him. 

Ber,  Welcome,  Horatio;  Welcome,  good  Mar- 
cellus. 

Hor,  What  has  this  thing  appeared  again  to- 
night 1 

Ber,  I  have  seen  nothing. 

'  Piirtners. 


Mar,  Horatio  sasrs,  His  but  our  flintasy. 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him. 
Touching  this  dreaded  sight,  twice  seen  of  us ; 
Therefore  I  have  entreated  him,  along 
With  us  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night; 
That,  if  again  this  apparition  come. 
He  may  approve^  our  eyes,  and  speak  to  it 

Hor.  Tush !  tush !  'twill  not  appear. 

Ber.  Sit  down  awhile; 

And  let  us  once  again  assail  your  ears. 
That  are  so  fortifled  against  our  story. 
What  we  two  nights  have  seen. 

Hor.  Well,  sit  we  down. 

And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  speak  of  this. 

Ber.  Last  night  of  all. 
When  yon  same  star,  that's  westward  from  the  pole. 
Had  made  his  course  to  illume  that  oart  of  heaven 
Where  now  it  bums,  Marcellus,  ana  myself, 
The  bell  then  beating  one, — 

Mar,  Peace,   break  thee  off;  look,  where   it 
comes  again! 

Enter  Ghost 

Ber.ln  the  same  figure,  like  the  kin^  that's  dead. 
Mar.  Thou  art  a  scholar,  speak  to  it,  Horatio. 
Ber,  Looks  it  not  like  the  king!  mark  it  Ho- 
ratio. 
Hor,  Most  like :— it  harrows  me  with  fear,  and 

wonder. 
Ber.  It  would  be  spoke  to. 
Mar.  Speak  to  it  HoratiOb 

Hor,  What  art  thou,  that  usurp'st  this  time  oi 
night 
Together  with  that  fkir  and  warlike  form 
In  which  the  majestv  of  buried  Denmarfc 
Did  sometimes  march  1    By  heaven,  I  charge  thee, 
speak. 
Mar.  It  is  offended. 

Ber,  See !  it  stalks  away. 

Hor,  Stay,  speak:  speak, I  charge  thee,  speak. 

[i:idf  Ghost 
•  Maks  good,  or  establiih. 
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Now  for  ouraelf,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting. 

Thu8  much  the  basiAeiM  is:  We  have  here  writ 

To  Norway,  uncle  of  youne  Fortinbras, — 

Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  scarcely  hears 

Of  this  his  nephew's  purpose. — to  suppress 

His  further  gait^  herein ;  in  that  the  levies. 

The  lists,  and  full  proportions,  are  all  made 

Out  of  his  subject:— and  we  here  despatch 

Vou,  good  Cornelius,  and  you,  Voltimand, 

For  bearers  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway ; 

Giving  to  you  no  further  personal  power 

To  business  with  the  king,  more  than  the  scope 

Of  these  dilated  articles  allow. 

Farewell ;  and  let  your  haste  commend  yoar  duty. 

Cor.  Vof.  In  that,  and  all  things,  will  we  show 
our  duty. 

King,  We  doubt  it  nothing:  heartily  fiirewell. 
[Exeuni  Voltdcand  and  Corneuus. 
And  now,  Laertes,  what's  the  newt  with  you  1 
You  told  us  of  some  suit:  What  is't,  Laertes! 
You  cannot  speak  of  reason  to  the  I>Bne, 
And  lose  your  voice:  What  wouldst  thou  beg, 

Laertes, 
That  shall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking  ? 
The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart. 
The  hand  more  instrumental  to  the  mouth. 
Than  is  the  throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  fiither. 
What  wouldst  thou  have,  Laertes  1 

Laer,  My  dread  lord, 

Your  leave  and  ftvor  to  return  to  France ; 
From  whence,  though  willingly,  I  came  to  Den- 
mark, 
To  show  my  duty  in  your  coronation ; 
Yet  now  I  must  confess,  that  duty  done. 
My  thoughts  and  wishes  bend  agam  toward  France, 
And  bow  themto  your  gracious  leave  and  pardon. 

King,  Have  you  your  Other's  leave  ?  What  says 
Polonius  ? 

PoU  He  hath,  my  lord,  wrung  lh>m  me  my  slow 
leave, 
By  laborsome  petition ;  and,  at  last, 
Upon  his  will  1  seafd  my  hard  consent: 
1  do  beseech  you,  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.  Take  thy  fair  hour,  Laertes ;  time  be  thine, 
And  thy  best  graces:  spend  it  at  thy  will^/ — 
But  now,  my  c  usin  Hamlet,  and  my  son, 

Uam.  A  little  more  than  kin, and  less  than  kind. 


King.  How  is  it  that  the  clouds  still 
you" 


[Aside. 
hang  on 


Ham.  Not  so,  my  lord,  I  am  too  much  i'  the  sun. 

Queen.  Good  Hamlet,  cast  thy  nighted  color  oSE, 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  fnend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not,  for  ever,  with  thy  vailed  lids* 
Seek  for  thy  noble  fiither  in  the  dust: 
Thou  know^st  *tis  common ;  all,  that  live,  must  die, 
?aR«ing  through  nature  to  eternity. 

Ham.  Ay,  madam,  it  is  common. 

Queen,  If  it  be. 

Why  seems  it  so  particular  with  thee  ! 

Ham,  Seems,  madam!  nay,  it  is;  I  know  not 
seems. 
*Ti8  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother, 
Nor  customary  suits  of  solemn  black. 
Nor  windy  suspiration  of  forced  breath, 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye. 
Nor  the  dejected  *havior  of  the  visage. 
Together  with  all  forms,  modes,  shows  of  grief. 
That  can  denote  me  truly:  These,  indeed,  seem, 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play : 
But  1  have  that  within,  which  passeth  show; 
These,  but  the  trappings  and  the  suits  of  woe. 

King.  'Tis  sweet  and  commendable  in  your 
nature,  Hamlet, 
To  give  these  mourning  duties  to  your  fiither : 
But,  you  must  know,  your  Ather  lost  a  flither; 
That  iather  lost,  lost  his ;  and  the  survivor  bound 
In  filial  obligation,  for  some  term 
To  do  obsequious  sorrow :  But  to  pers^ver 
In  obstinate  condolement,  is  a  course 
Df  impious  stubbornness ;  tis  unmanly  grief: 
(t  Hhows  a  will  most  incorrect  to  heaven, 
^  heart  unfortified,  or  mind  impatient: 
In  understanding  simple  and  unschooi'd : 
'■'or  what,  we  know,  must  be,  and  is  as  con 
\«  any  the  most  vulgar  thing  to  sense, 
^hy  should  we,  in  our  peevish  opposition. 
Take  it  lo  heart  1    Fye !  'tis  a  lault  to  heaven, 
A  fault  against  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature, 

•  Way,  path.  »  Lowering  eyes. 


common 


To  reason  most  absurd ;  whose  common  theme 
Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  still  hath  cried. 
From  the  first  corse,  till  he  that  died  to-day. 
This  must  be  so.    We  pray  you,  throw  to  earth 
This  unprevailing  woe;  and  think  of  us 
As  of  a  rather;  for  let  the  world  take  note. 
You  are  the  most  immediate  to  our  throne; 
And,  with  no  less  nobility  of  love. 
Than  that  which  dearest  father  bears  his  8on« 
Do  I  imimrt  toward  you.    For  your  intent 
In  going  back  to  school  in  Wittenberg, 
It  is  most  retrograded^  to  our  desire : 
And,  we  beseech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 
Here,  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye. 
Our  chiefest  courtier,  cousin,  and  our  son. 

Queen.  Let  not  thy  mother  lose  her  prayers 
Hamlet: 
I  pray  thee,  stay  with  us :  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 

Hanu  I  shall  in  all  my  best  obey  you,  madam. 

King.  Why^  His  a  loving  and  a  foir  reply ; 
Be  as  ourselt  in  Denmark. — Madam,  come ; 
This  gentle  and  unforced  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  smiling  to  my  heart:  in  grace  whereof, 
No  jocund  nealth,  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day. 
But  the  great  cannon  to  the  clouds  shall  tell ; 
And  the  king's  rouse?  the  heaven  Khali  bruit"  again 
Re-speaking  earthly  thunder.    Come  away. 

[Exeunt  Kino,  QtKBN',  Lords,  ^c,  Polonius, 
and  Laertks. 

Ham.  0,  that  this  too  too  solid  flesh  would  melt, 
Thaw,  and  resolve*  itself  into  a  dew! 
Or  that  the  Everlasting  had  not  fixed 
His  canon'  *gainst  sell^iaughter!  O  God!  O  God! 
How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world! 
Fye  on*t !  O  fye !  'tis  an  unweeded  garden, 
Thatgrowstoseed:  thing6rank,andgro8sin nature. 
Possess  it  merely.    That  it  should  come  to  this ! 
But  two  months  dead !— nay,  not  so  much,  not  two: 
So  excellent  a  king ;  that  was,  to  this, 
Hyperion^  to  a  satyr:  so  loving  to  my  mothei, 
That  he  might  not  beteem^  the  winds  of  heavon 
Visit  her  face  too  roughly.    Heaven  and  earth  ! 
Must  I  remember!  wny,  she  would  hang  on  him 
As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on :  And  yet,  within  a  month,— 
Let   me   not   think  on*t  ;--Frailty,  thy  name  Is 

woman  !— 
A  little  month ;  or  ere  those  shoes  were  old. 
With  which  she  followed  my  poor  fkther's  body. 
Like  Niobe,  all  tears; — why  she,  even  she, — 

0  heaven !  a  beast,  that  wants  discourse  of  reason. 
Would  have  moum*d  longer,~married  with  my 

uncle, 
My  fhther's  brother;  but  no  more  like  my  fiither. 
Than  I  to  Hercules:  Within  a  month; 
Ere  yet  the  salt  of  most  unrighteous  tears 
Had  left  the  flushing  in  her  galled  eyes. 
She  married : — 0  most  wicked  speed,  to  post 
With  such  dexterity  to  incestuous  sheets! 
It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to,  good : 
But  break,  my  heart:  for  1  must  hold  my  tongue! 

Enter  Horatio,  Bernabdo,  and  Mabcellus. 

Hot,  Hail  to  your  lordship ! 

Hanu  lam  glad  to  see  you  well : 

HoratiOjT-or  I  do  forget  myself. 

Hot,  The  same,  my  lord,  and  your  poor  servant 
ever. 

Ham,  Sir.  my  good  friend;  Til  change  that  name 
with  you. 
And  what  make  jrou  ftom  Wittenberg,  Horatio!'^ 
Marcellusi 

Mar,  My  good  lord, 

Ham.  1  am  very  glad  to  see  yvu;  good-even, 

sir* 

But  what,  in  ^th,  make  you  from  Wittenberg! 

Hor.  A  truant  disposition,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  would  not  hear  your  enemy  say  so : 
Nor  shall  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence. 
To  make  it  truster  of  your  own  report 
Against  yourself:  I  know,  you  are  no  truant. 
But  what  is  your  affiur  in  Elsinore ! 
We'll  teach  you  to  drink  deep  ere  yon  depart. 

Hor,  My  lord,  I  caone  to  see  your  fiither's  AineniU 

Ham,  I  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me,  fellow* 
student ; 

1  think,  it  was  to  see  my  mother's  wedding. 
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Look  thou  char6cter.6  fiive  Ihy  thouichU  no  tongue, 
Nor  any  un proportioned  thought  hin  act. 
Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vuli;ar. 
The  fViends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried. 
Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hookt*  of  steel : 
But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 
Of  each  new-hatch'd,  unUedg'd  comrade.    Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel:  but,  being  in, 
Hear  it,  that  the  obposer  may  beware  of  thee. 
Give  every  man  thine  ear,  but  few  thy  voice : 
Take  each  man^s  censure,?  but  reserve  thy  judg- 
ment 
Costly  thy  habit,  as  thy  purse  can  buy, 
Bui  not  expressM  in  fancy;  rich,  not  gaudy: 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man ; 
And  they  in  Prance  of  the  best  rank  and  station, 
Are  mont  select  and  generous,^  chiefs  \n  that 
Neither  a  borrower,  nor  a  lender  be : 
For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  ft-iend ; 
And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry. 
This  above  all.— To  thine  ownself  be  true; 
And  it  must  follow,  as  the  night  the  day, 
Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man. 
Farewell;  my  blessing  season'  this  in  thee! 
Laer.  Most  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 
PoL  The  time  invites  you;  go,  your  servants 

tend.2 
Laer.  Farewell,  Ophelia;  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  said  to  you. 

Ovk,  *Tls  in  my  memory  lock*d, 

And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  Icey  of  it. 
Laer,  Farewell !  [Exit  Laertes. 

PnL  What  \nX  Ophelia,  he  hath  said  to  you  ? 
Oph.  So  please  you,  something  touching   the 

lord  Hamlet. 
PoL  Marry,  well  bethought : 
Tis  told  me,  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
GiTcn  private  time  on  you :  and  you  yourself 
Have  of  your  audience  been  most  ft-ee  and  boun- 
teous: 
W  it  be  so,  (as  so  'tis  put  on  me, 
And  that  in  way  of  caution,)  I  must  tell  you, 
xou  do  not  understand  yourself  so  clearly, 
As  it  behoves  my  daughter, and  your  honor: 
What  is  between  you  ?  give  me  up  the  truth. 

Oph,  He  hath,  my  lord,  of  late,  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  a  (lection  to  me. 

PoL  Affection  ?  Puh !  you  speak  like  a  green  girl, 
unsifted'  in  such  perilous  circumstance. 
Do  you  belifcve  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them? 
Oph.  1  do  not  know,  my  lord,  what  I  should  think. 
PoU  Marry,  I'll  teach  you;  think  youraelf  a 
baby; 
That  you  have  ta'en  these  tenders  for  true  pay. 
Which  are  not  sterling.    Tender  yourself  more 

dearly : 
Or  (not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  phrase. 
Wronging  it  thus)  you'll  tender  me  a  fool. 

Oph,  My  lord,  he  hath  imp6rtun'd  me  with  love 
In  honorable  fkshion. 
PoL  Ay,  fashion  jou  may  call  it ;  go  to,  go  to. 
Oph,  And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  speech, 
my  lord, 
tVith  almost  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven. 

PoL  Ay,springe8  to  catch  woodcocks.  I  do  know. 
When  the  blood  bums,  how  prodigal  the  soul 
Lends  the  tongue  vows :  these  blazee,  daughter, 
Giving  more  light  than  heat,— extinct  in  both, 
Even  in  their  promise,  as  it  is  a-making,— 
You  must  not  take  for  Are.    From  this  time 
Be  somewhat  scanter  of  your  maiden  presence ; 
Fet  your  entreatments^  at  a  higher  rate 


Than  to  command  a  parley.    lF*or  lord  llamlet, 
Believe  so  much  in  him,  That  he  is  young; 
And  with  a  larger  tether  may  he  walk. 
Than  may  be  given  you:  In  few,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  his  vows,  Ibr  they  are  brokers. 
Not  of  that  die  which  their  investments  show, 
But  mere  implorators^  of  unholy  suits. 
Breathing  like  sanctified  and  pious  bonds. 
The  belter  to  beguile.    This  is  fbr  all,— 
I  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  ft'om  this  time  forth. 
Have  you  so  slander  any  moment's  leisure. 
As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  lord  llamlet 
Look  to't,  I  charge  you ;  come  your  ways. 


Oph,  1  shall  obey,  my  lord. 
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SCENE  IV.—The  Platform, 
Enter  Hamlet,  Horatio,  and  Marcellits. 

Ham,  The  air  bites  shrewdly;  it  is  ver>'  cold. 

Hot,  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eagei<  air. 

Ham,  What  hour  now? 

Hor,  I  think  it  lacks  of  twelva 

Mar,  No,  it  is  struck. 

Hor,  Indeed  1  1  heard  it  not ;  it  then  draws  nea 
the  season. 
Wherein  the  spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. 

[A  Flourvth  of  Trumpets,  and  Ordnance  ahoi 
off,  within. 
What  does  this  mean,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  The  kinr  doth  wake  to-night,  and  lakea 
his  rouse,^ 
Keeps  wassel,^  and  the  swaggering  up-spring*  reels ; 
And,  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rnenish  down. 
The  kettle-drum  and  trumpet  thus  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hor,  Is  it  a  custom  ! 

Ham,  Ay,  marry,  is't : 
But  to  my  mind,  though  I  am  native  here, 
And  to  the  manner  born,— it  is  a  custom 
More  honor'd  in  the  breach,  than  the  observance. 
This  heavy-headed  revel,  east  and  west. 
Makes  us  traduced  and  tax'd  of  other  nations: 
Theyclepe>  us  drunkards, and  with  swinish  phrase 
Soil  our  addition;  and,  indeed,. it  takes 
From  ourachievements,though  perform'd  at  height, 
The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute. 
9o  oft  it  chances  in  particdlar  men, 
That  for  some  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them. 
As,  in  their  birth,  (wherein  they  arc  not  guilty. 
Since  nature  cannot  choose  his  origin,) 
By  the  o'ergrowth  of  some  complexion,* 
Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reason; 
Or,  by  some  habit,  that  too  much  o'er-leavens 
The  form  of  plausivc  manners ;— that  these  men,— 
Carrying,  I  say.  the  stamp  of  one  defect. 
Being  nature's  livery,  or  fortune's  star,— 
Their  virtues  else  (be  they  as  pure  as  grace, 
As  inflnlte  as  man  may  undergo) 
Shall  in  the  general  censure  take  corruption 
From  that  particular  fault:  The  dram  of  base 
Doth  all  the  noble  substance  often  dout,' 
To  his  own  scandal. 

Enter  Ghost. 

Hor,  Look,  my  lord,  it  comes! 

Ham,  Angels  and  ministers  of  grace  defend  us  !— 
Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health,  or  goblin  damn'd. 
Bring  with  thee  airs  fh>m  heaven,  or  blasti  from 

hell. 
Be  thy  intents  wicked,  or  charitable. 
Thou  com'st  in  such  a  questionable^  shape. 
That  I  will  speak  to  thee ;  I'll  call  thee,  Hamlet, 
King,  father,  royal  Dane :  O,  answer  me: 
Let  me  not  burst  in  ignorance !  but  tell. 
Why  thy  canoniz'd  bones,  hearsed  in  death. 
Have  burst  their  cerements !  why  the  sepulchre. 
Wherein  we  saw  thee  quietly  in-um'd. 
Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws. 
To  cast  thee  up  again !    What  may  this  mean. 
That  thou,  dead  corse,  again  in  c6mplete  steel 
Revisit'st  thus  the  glimpses  of  the  moon. 
Making  night  hideous;  and  we  fools  of  nature. 
So  horridly  to  shake  our  disposition. 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  souls? 
Say,  why  is  this  ?  wherefore?  what  should  we  do* 

nor.  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it. 
As  if  it  some  impartment  did  desire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar,  Look,  with  what  courteous  action 

It  waves  you  to  a  more  removed  ground: 
But  do  not  go  with  it 

Hor,  No,  by  no  means. 

Ham.  It  will  not  speak;  then  I  will  follow  it 

Hor.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Why,  what  should  be  the  ftert 

I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee  ;^ 
And,  for  my  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that. 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  itself? 
It  waves  me  forth  again  ^— I'll  follow  it 

Hor,  What,  if  it  tempt  you  toward  tlie  flood,  mx 
lord. 
Or  to  the  dreadAil  summit  of  the  clifl^ 
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HAMLET, 


Act  I.  ScxHi  Y 


1 


That  beetlea*  o'er  hit  base  into  the  sea ! 
j\  nd  there  assume  some  other  horrible  form, 
Which  might  deprive  your  sovereignty  of  reason, 
And  draw  you  into  madness  1  think  or  it: 
The  very  place  puUi  toys'  of  desperation 
Without  more  motive,  into  every  brain, 
That  looks  so  many  fethoms  to  the  sea. 
And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham,  It  waves  me  still  :^ 

Go  on,  ril  follow  thee. 

Mar,  You  shall  not  go,  my  lord. 

JIam,  Hold  off  your  hands. 

Hftr.  Be  rul'd,  you  shall  not  go. 

Ham,  My  fiite  cries  out. 

And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  N6mean  lion's  nerve. — 

[Ghost  beckons. 
Still  am  I  calPd ;— unhand  me,  gentlemen  ;— 

[Breakinfi^  from  them. 
By  heaven,  V\\  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets^ 

me: — 
I  say,  away ;— Go  on,  I'll  follow  thee. 

{Exeunt  Ghost  and  Hamlrt. 

Hnr.  He  waxes  desperate  with  imagination. 

Mar,  Let's  follow;  'tis  not  flt  thus  to  obey  him. 

Hnr.  Have  after  :--To  what  issue  will  this  come? 

Mar,  Something  is  rotten  in  the  state  of  Denmark. 

Hot,  Heaven  will  direct  it. 

Mar.  Nay,  let's  follow  him. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  v.— j4  more  remote  Part  qf  the  Platform. 
Re'enter  Ghost  and  Hamlit. 

Ham,  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  mc?    Speak,  111 
go  no  Ajrther. 

Ghotft.  Mark  me. 

Ham.  I  will. 

Ghost.  My  hour  is  almost  come. 

When  I  to  sulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
Must  render  up  myself. 

Ham,  Alas,  poor  ghost ! 

Ghost.  Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  serious  hearing 
To  what  I  shall  unfold. 

Ham,  Speak,  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghost.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  shalt 
hear. 

Ham,  What? 

Ghost,  I  am  thy  Other's  spirit : 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night ; 
And,  for  the  day,  confln'd  to  ikst  in  flres. 
Till  the  foul  crimes,  done  in  my  days  or  nature. 
Are  burnt  and  purged  away.  But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  secrets  of  my  prison-house, 
I  could  a  tale  unfold,  whose  lightest  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  soul ;  freeze  thy  young  blood ; 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  start  from  their, 

spheres : 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part. 
And  each  particular  hair  to  stand  on  end 
Like  quills  upon  the  fretftil  porcupine: 
But  this  eternal  blazon*  must  not  be 
To  ears  of  flesh  and  blood :— List,  list,  0  list  !— 
If  thou  didst  ever  thy  dear  ftther  love, 

Ham.  O  heaven ! 

Ghost.  Revenge  his  ibal  and  most  nnnataial 
murder. 

Ham.  Murder? 

Ghost.  Murder  most  ibul,  as  in  the  best  it  is ; 
But  this  most  Ibul,  strange,  and  unnatural. 

Ham,  Haste  me  to  know  it;  that  I,  with  wings 
as  swift 
As  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  love, 
May  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

Ghost,  I  find  thee  apt; 

And  duller  shouldst  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
That  rots  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharf, 
Wouldst  thou  not  stir  in  this.  Now,  Hamlet,  hear: 
'Tis  given  out,  that,  sleeping  in  mine  orchard, 
A  serpent  stung  me:  so  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 
Is  by  a  forged  process  of  my  death 
Rankly  abus'd;  but  know,  thou  noble  youth, 
The  serpent  that  did  sting  thy  Other's  life 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.  O,  my  prophetic  soul !  my  uncle. 

Ghost.  Ay,  that  incestuous,  that  adulterate  beast, 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,  with  traitorous  gifts, 
tO  wicked  wit,  and  gifts,  that  have  the  power 
50  to  seduce!)  won  to  his  shameftil  lust 

•  lUnfi.        1  Whims.         •  Hinders.        •  Display. 


The  will  of  my  most  seeming-virtuous  quean: 
O,  Hamlet,  what  a  fiilling-ofi'  was  there! 
From  me,  whose  love  waa  of  tluit  dignity. 
That  it  went  hand4n-hand  even  with  the  tow 
I  made  to  her  in  marriage ;  and  to  dedine 
Upon  a  wretch,  whose  natural  gifts  were  pnor 
To  those  of  mine ! 
But  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  mov'd. 
Though  lewdness  court  it  in  a  shape  of  hetna; 
So  lust,  though  to  a  radiant  angel  fink'd. 
Will  sate  itself  in  a  celestial  b^ 
And  prey  on  garbage. 
But  soft!  metliinks  I  soent  the  morning  sir: 
Brief  let  me  be :— Sleeping  within  mine  orcurd, 
My  custom  always  of  the  afternoon, 
Upon  my  secure  hour  thy  uncle  stole, 
With  juice  of  cursed  hebenon'  in  a  vial. 
And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 
The  leperous  distilment :  whose  effect 
Holds  such  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man, 
That,  swift  as  quicksilver,  it  courses  throuck 
The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body; 
And,  with  a  sudden  vigor,  it  doth  posset 
And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk. 
The  thin  and  wholesome  blood :  so  did  it  mine; 
And  a  most  instant  tetter  bark'd  about. 
Most  lazar-like,2  with  vile  nnd  loatlMome  crust, 
All  my  smootli  body. 
Thus  was  I,  sleeping,  by  a  brother's  hand. 
Of  life,  of  crown,  of  queen,  at  once  despatchM** 
Cut  on  even  in  the  blossoms  of  my  sin. 
Unhousel'd,^  disappointed,^  unaneled;^ 
No  reckoning  made,  but  sent  to  my  account 
With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  besd: 
O.  horrible  1  0,  horrible !  mart  horrible! 
If  thou  hast  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not; 
Let  not  the  royal  bed  of  Denmark  be 
A  couch  for  luxury  and  damned  incest 
But,  howsoever  thou  pursuest  this  act. 
Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  soul  contnve 
Against  thy  mother  aught;  leave  her  to  heaven. 
And  to  those  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lod^e, 
To  prick  and  stine  her.    Fare  thee  well  tt  once! 
The  fflow-worm  shows  the  matin  to  be  near, 
And  'gins  to  pale  his  ineflectual  fire : 
Adieu,  adieu,  adieu !  remember  me.  'Lnt' 

Ham.  0  all  you  host  of  heaven !  0  earth !  Wb^i 
elsel 
And  shall  I  couple  hell  ?— O  tye  .'—Hold,  hold,  nj 

heart; 
And  you,  my  sinews,  grow  not  instant  old. 
But  bear  me  stiffly  up!— Remember  thee! 
Ay,  thou  poor  ghost,  while  memory  holds  t  seat 
In  this  distracted  globe.?    Remember  thee ! 
Yea,  fVom  the  tablo  of  my  memory 
ru  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records. 
All  sawsS  of  booka,  all  forma,  all  preasurM  ptiti 
That  youth  and  observation  copied  there; 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  shall  live 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 
Unmix'd  with  baser  matter :  yos,  by  hesveo. 
O  most  pernicious  woman ! 

0  villain,  villain,  smiling,  damned  villain ! 
My  tables,^— meet  it  ia,  I  set  it  down, 

That  one  may  smile,  and  amilei,afld  be  a  rilliin; 
At  leaat,  I  am  sure,  it  may  be  so  in  Denmark: 

[WritiHi' 
SOf  uncle,  there  you  are.    Now  to  my  word ; 
It  IS,  Adieu,  adieu .'  remember  me, 

1  have  awom  L 

Hot.  [JVUhin.]  My  lord,  my  loid,— 

Mar.    fVUhm.'   Lord  Hamlet, 

Hot.  IfViihm,]  Heaven aeeure  hia. 

Ham. Sobeit 

Mar. 
Ham. 

Enter  Horatio  and  MA.toiu.oi. 
Mar.  How  is*t,  my  noble  lordt 
Hor.  What  news,  mj  lort  l 

Ham.  0  wonderAil ! 

Hor.  Good,  my  lord,  tell  iu  _ 

Ham.  S^ 

You  will  reveal  it 
Hor,  Not  I,  my  lord,  by  heaven. 
<  H«nb«M. 


^  [WUMn.]  lUo.  ho,  ho,  my  knd! 
n.  Hillo,  ho,  bo,  boy !  come,  bird,  cone. 
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Mtar.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Ham,  How  say  you,  then :  would  heart  of  man 
once  think  it  1 — 
But  you*U  be  secret, 

Hot.  Mar,  Aj,  by  heaven,  my  lord. 

Ham.  There's  ne*er  a  villain,  dwelling  in  all 
Denmark, 
Bnt  he*8  an  arrant  knave. 

Hor.  There  needs  no  ghoat,  my  lord,  come  f^om 
the  ^rave, 
To  tell  us  this. 

Ham,  Why,  right;  you  are  in  the  right; 

And  so,  without  more  circumstance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  tit,  that  we  shake  hands,  and  part : 
You, as  your  business, and  desirejshall  point  you; — 
For  every  man  hath  business,  and  desire. 
Such  as  It  is; — and,  for  my  own  poor  part, 
Look  you,  1  will  go  pray. 

Hot,  These  are  but  wild  and  whirling  words, 
my  lord. 

Ham.  I  am  sorry  they  oflfend  you,  heartily;  yes, 
Taith,  heartily. 

Hor.  There's  no  offence,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Yes,  by  Saint  Patrick,  but  there  is,  Horatio, 
And  much  offence  too.   Touching  this  vision  here, 
It  is  an  honeHt  ghost,  that  let  me  tell  you ; 
For  your  desire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
0*er-master  it  as  you  may.  And  now,  good  iViends, 
As  you  are  friends,  scholars,  and  soldiers, 
Give  me  one  poor  request. 

Hor.  What  is't,  my  lord  1 

We  will. 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  seen 
to>night 

Hor.  Mar.  My  lord,  we  will  not 

Ham,  Nay,  but  swear't. 

Hur.  "  In  faith, 

My  lord,  not  I. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord,  in  faith. 

Ham.  Upon  my  sword. 

Mar,  We  have  sworn,  my  lord,  already. 

Ham,  Indeed,  upon  my  sword,  indeed. 

Ghost,  [Beneath.]  Swear. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha,  boy!  sav'st  thou 
there,  true-penny  1 
Come  on,— you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  cellerage,^ 
Consent  to  swear. 


so?  art  thou 


Propose  the  oath,  my  lord, 
speak  oi  this  tliat  you  lui\ 


Hor. 

Ham.  Never   to 
seen, 
Swear  by  my  sword. 
Ghost.  \Beneath.\  Swear. 
Ham,  Hie  et  ubique?^    then  we'll  shift   ou 
ground  :— 
Come  hither,  gentlemen. 
And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  sword : 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

Never  to  sprak  of  this  that  you  have  heard. 
Ghost.  \jBeneatk.'\  Swear  by  his  sword. 
Ham.  Well  said,  old  mole!  canst  work  i'  tht 
earth  so  fast  ? 
A   worthy   pioneer!  —  Once  more  remove,  good 
fViends. 
Hor,  O  day  and  night,  but  this  is  wondroui 

strange ! 
Ham.  And  therefore  ac  a  stranger  give  it  welcome. 
There  are   more   things   in  heaven  and   earth, 

Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philosophy. 

But  come; 

Here,  as  before,  never,  so  help  you  mercv ! 

How  strange  or  odd  soe'er  I  bear  ravself, 

As  I,  perchance,  hercatler  shall  think  meet 

To  put  an  antic  disposition  on,— 

That  you,  at  such  times  seeing  me,  never  shall. 

With  arms  encumbered  thus,  or  this  head-shake, 

Or  by  pronouncing  of  some  doubtful  phrase. 

As,  Well^  U)€U,  we  know ,— or,  IVe  could,  an  if  we 

luoiild  ;^oT,  If  we  list  to  *p«afc;— or.  There  oe^  an 

K' they  might ;— 
r  such  ambiguous  giving  out,  to  note 
That  you  know  aught  of  me; — This  do  you  swear, 
So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  most  need  nelp  you ! 
Ghotit.  [Beneath.}  Swear. 
Ham.  Kest,  rest,  perturbed  spirit !    So,  gentle- 
men, 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  you : 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do,  to  express  his  love  and  friending  to  you, 
God  willing,  shall  not  lack.    Let  us  go  in  together; 
And  still  your  fingers  on^your  lips,  I  pray. 


The  time  is  out  of  joint  ;--0  cursed  spite ! 
That  ever  1  was  born  to  set  it  right ! 
Nay,  come,  let's  go  together. 


[Exeunt, 


ACT  11. 


SCENE  I^A  Room  in  Poloniua's  House, 
Enter  Polonius  and  Rstnaldo. 

Pol,  Give  him  this  money,  and  these  notes,  Rey- 
naldo. 

Rey.  I  will,  my  lord. 

PoU  You  shall  do  marvellous  wisely,  good  Rey- 
naldo, 
lefore  you  visit  htm,  to  make  inquiry 
Of  his  behavior. 

Rey.  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it 

P€^  Marry,  weU  said:   very  well  said.    Look 
you,  sir. 
Inquire  me  first  what  Dansker8<  are  in  Paris ; 
And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they 

keep. 
What  company,  at  what  expense;  and  finding. 
By  this  encompassment  ancl  drift  of  question, 
Tnat  they  do  know  my  son,  come  you  more  nearer 
Than  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it : 
TsJce  you,  as  'twere,  some  distant  knowledge  of 

him; 
Aa  thus,—/  know  hisfather^  and  kinfriends^ 
And,  in  par tf  him;— DO  you  mark  this,  Reynaldot 

Rey.  Ay,  very  well,  my  lord. 

Pol,  And,  in  part,  Mm  ;—but,  you  may  say,  not 
well: 
P«/,  if*  t  be  he  I  mean,  he^s  very  vHld  ; 
Addicted  so  and  so  i — and  there  put  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  please ;  marry,  none  so  rank 
As  may  dishonor  him;  take  heed  of  that: 
But,  sir,  such  wanton,  wild,  and  usual  slips, 
is  are  companions  noted  and  most  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

R€9,  Aa  gaming,  my  lord. 

t  Danes. 


PoL  Ay,  or  drinking,  fencing,  sweanng,  quai- 
reiling, 
Drabbing:— You  may  go  bo  fkr. 

Rey.  My  lord,  that  would  dishonor  him. 

Pot  'Faith,  no;  as  you  may  season  it  in  the 
charge. 
You  must  not  put  another  scandal  on  him, 
Thht  he  is  open  to  incontinency ; 
That's  not  my  meaning:  but  breathe  his  fhults  so 

quaintly. 
That  they  may  seem  the  taints  of  liberty: 
The  flash  and  outbreak  of  a  fiery  mind; 
A  savageness  in  unreclaimed  blood. 
Of  general  assault. 

Rev,  But  my  good  lord, 

Pol.  Wherefore  should  you  do  this  ? 

Rey,  Ay,  my  lord, 

I  would  know  that 

Pol.  Marry,  sir,  here's  my  drifl ; 

And,  I  believe,  it  is  a  fetch  of  warrant: 
You  laying  these  slight  sullies  on  my  son. 
As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  soiPd  i*  the  working, 
Mark  you. 

Your  party  in  converse,  him  you  would  sound, 
Having  ever  seen  in  the  prenominate*  crimes. 
The  youth  you  breathe  of,  guilty,  be  assured. 
He  closes  with  you  in  this  consequence ; 
Good  sir^  or  so ;  or  friend,  or  gentleman, — 
According  to  the  phrase,  or  the  addition. 
Of  man,  and  country. 

Rey,  Very  good,  my  lord. 

Pol  And  then,  sir,  does  he  this,— He  does — 
What  was  I  about  to  say  1— By  the  masa,  I  was 
about  to  say  something:— Where  did  I  leave? 

Rey,  At,  closes  in  the  consequence. 

•  llere  aod  evwy where.  *  Alrsady  naaiod. 
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Wher*  jn  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy, 
Gives  him  three  thousand  crowns  in  annual  fee; 
And  his  commission  to  employ  those  soldiers, 
80  levied  as  before,  against  the  Polack : 
VViih  an  entreaty,  herein  l\irther  shown, 

[Gives  a  Paper. 
That  it  might  please  you  to  give  quiet  pass 
Through  your  dominions  for  this  enterprise; 
On  such  regards  of  saiety,  and  allowance. 
As  therein  are  set  down. 

King,  It  likes  us  well: 

And,  at  oui  more  considerM  time^  we'll  read, 
Answer,  and  think  upon  this  business. 
Mean  time,  we  thank  you  for  your  well4ook  labor: 
Go  to  your  rest;  at  night  we'll  least  together: 
Most  welcome  home ! 

[Exeunt  Voltimand  and  Cornimxtb. 

PoL  This  business  is  well  ended. 

Mv  liege,  and  madam,  to  expostulate^ 
What  majesty  should  be,  what  duty  is, 
Why  day  is  day,  night,  nighty  and  time  is  time. 
Were  nothing  but  to  waste  night,  day,  and  time, 
Therelbre,— since  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit, 
And  tediousnese  the  limbs  and  outward  flourishes, 
I  will  be  brief:  Your  noble  son  is  mad : 
Mad  call  I  it :  for.  to  define  true  madness. 
What  ist,  but  to  he  nothing  else  but  mad  1 
But  let  that  go. 

Queen,  More  matter  with  less  art. 

Pol,  Madam.  I  swear  1  use  no  art  at  all. 
That  he  is  mad,  His  true :  His  true,  'tis  pity ; 
And  pity  His  'tis  true:  a  foolish  figure; 
But  farewell  it,  for  I  will  use  no  art. 
Mad  let  us  grant  him  then :  and  now  remains, 
That  we  find  out  the  cause  of  this  eflect; 
Or,  rather  say,  the  cause  of  this  defect ; 
For  this  effect,  defective,  comes  by  cause: 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 
Perpend. 

I  have  a  daughter ;  have,  while  she  is  mine ; 
Who,  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark, 
Hath  given  me  this:  Now  gather  and  surmise. 
— To  the  ceiestialf  and  my  aouPa  idol,  the  matt 

beautified  Ophelia^ 

That's  an  ill  phrase,  a  vile  phrase ;  beautified  is  a 
?ile  phrase ;  but  you  shall  hear.— Thus : 

In  her  excellent  white  botom,  these,  4rc,-^ 

QueeA,  Came  this  firom  Hamlet  to  hert 

PoL  Good  madam,  stay  awhile;  I  will  be  &ith- 
fuL— 
Doubt  thou,  the  stars  are  fire  i  [Reads. 

Doubt t  that  the  sun  doth  mooei 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar ; 
But  never  doubt,  I  love. 

O  dear  Ophelia,  /  am  ill  at  these  numbers  t  I 
have  not  art  to  reckon  my  groans  t  but  that  I  love 
thee  best,  O  most  best,  believe  it.    Adieu. 

T/Une  evermore,  most  dear  lady,  whilst 
this  machine  is  to  hitn,  HamleL 
This  in  obedience,  hath  my  daughter  shown  me: 
And  more  above,  hath  his  solicitmgs. 
As  they  fell  out  oy  time,  by  means,  and  place, 
All  ^iven  to  mine  ear. 

Ktng,  But  how  hath  she 

Receiv'd  his  love  1 

PoL  What  do  you  think  of  me  t 

King.  As  of  a  man  faithftil  and  honorable. 

PoL  I  would  fliin  prove  so.     But  what  might 
you  think. 
When  I  nad  seen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing, 
(As  I  perceiv'd  it,  I  must  tell  you  that. 
Before  my  daughter  told  me,)  what  might  yon, 
Or  my  dear  majesty  your  queen  here,  think. 
If  I  had  play*d  the  desk,  or  table-book; 
Or  given  my  heart  a  working,  mute  and  dumb ; 
Or  look'd  upon  this  love  with  idle  sight ; 
What  might  you  think  ?  no,  I  went  rounds  to  work, 
And  my  youn^  mistress  thus  did  I  bespeak : 
Lord  Hamlet  ts  a  prince  out  qfthy  sphere; 
This  must  not  be:  and  then  I  precepts  gave  her, 
That  she  should  lock  herself  from  his  resort, 
Admit  no  messengers,  receive  no  tokens. 
Which  done,  she  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice; 
And  he,  repulsed,  (a  short  tale  to  maike,) 
Pell  into  a  sadness;  then  into  a  ftst; 
Thence  to  a  watch ;  thence  into  weaikness; 
Thence  to  a  lightness ;  and,  by  this  declension, 
Into  the  madness  wherein  now  he  raves. 
And  all  w««  mourn  ibr. 


•  Discius 


•  Boandly,  withoat 


King,  Do  you  think,  'tis  this  1 

Queen.  It  may  be,  very  likely. 

PoL  Hath  there  been  such  a  time,  ( I'd  (kin  kno^ 
that,) 
That  I  have  positively  said,  ^Tis  so, 
When  it  proved  otherwise  1      ' 

King,  Not  that  I  know. 

PoL  Take  this  firom  this,  if  this  be  otherwise: 

[Pointing  to  his  Head  and  Shouidsr, 
If  circumstances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

A'tfig-.  How  may  we  try  it  ftirther' 

Pol,  You  know  sometimes  he  walks  for  houri 
together. 
Here  in  the  lobby. 

Queen.  So  he  does,  indeed. 

PoL  At  such  a  time  I'll  loose  my  daughter  to 
him: 
Be  you  and  I  behind  an  arras  then ; 
Mark  the  encounter :  il  he  love  her  not. 
And  be  not/Vom  his  reason  fallen  thereon. 
Let  me  be  nu  assistant  tor  a  state, 
But  keep  a  fiirm,  and  carters. 

King.  We  will  try  it 

Enter  Hamlet,  reading. 

Queen.  But  IooIl  where  sadly  the  ptK>r  wretch 
comes  reading. 

PoL  Away,  I  do  beseech  you^  both  away : 
I'll  board  him  presently  :--0,  give  ine  leave.— 

[Exeunt  King,  Qukbn,  and  Attendanla. 
How  does  my  good  lord  Hamlet  1 

Ham.  Well,  Kod-*a-mercy. 

PoL  Do  you  know  me,  my  lord  1 

Ham.  Excellent  well ;  you  are  a  fishmonger. 

PoL  Not  I,  ray  lord. 

Ham.  Then  1  would  you  were  so  honest  a  man. 

PoL  Honesty  my  lord  1 

Ham,  Ay,  sir;  to  be  honest,  as  this  world  goes, 
is  to  be  one  man  picked  out  often  thousand. 

PoL  That's  very  true#my  lord. 

Ham.  For  if  the  sun  breed  maggots  in  a  dead 

dog,  being  a  god,  kissing  carrion, Have  you  a 

daughter? 

PoL  1  have,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Let  her  not  walk  i'  the  sun :  conception^  is 
a  blessing ;  but  not  as  your  daughter  may  conceive,^ 
— ftiend,  look  tot. 

PoL  How  say  you  by  thati  [Aside,]  Still  harp- 
ing on  my  daughter: — yet  he  knew  me  not  at  first* 
he  said,  I  was  a  fishmonger:  He  is  fiir  gone,  far 
gone:  and,  truly  in  my  youth  1  suffered  much  ex- 
tremity for  love :  very  near  this.  I'll  speak  to  him 
again.— What  do  you  read,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words  1 

PoL  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  1 

Ham.  Between  who  ? 

PoL  I  mean  the  matter  that  you  read,  my  lord. 

Httm.  Slanders,  sir:  for  the  satirical  rogue  says 
here,  that  old  men  have  grey  beards ;  that  their  &ce^ 
are  wrinkled ;  their  eyes  purging  thick  amber,  and 

£lum-tree  gum;  and  that  they  have  a  plentitUl 
ick  of  wit,  together  with  most  weak  hams:  All  of 
which,  sir,  though  I  most  powerfully  and  potently 
believe,  yet  I  hold  it  not  honesty  to  have  it  thus 
set  down ;  for  yourself,  sir,  shall  be  as  old  as  I  am, 
if,  like  a  crab,  you  could  go  backward. 

PoL  Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there's  method 
in  it  [Aside.]  Wi\l  you  walk  out  ofthe  air,  my  lord! 

Ham.  Into  my  gravel 

PoL  Indeed,  that  is  out  o'  the  air^— How  preg- 
nant^ sometimes  his  replies  are !  a  happiness  that 
often  madness  hits  on,  which  reason  and  sanity 
could  not  so  prosperously  be  delivered  of.  I  will 
leave  him,  and  suddenly  contrive  the  means  of 
meeting  t>etween  him  and  my  daughter.— My 
honoranle  lord,  I  will  most  humbly  take  my  leave 
of  you. 

Ham,  Tou  cannot,  sir,  take  flpom  me  any 
that  I  will  more  willingly  part  withal ;  except 
life,  except  my  life,  except  my  liie. 

PoL  Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.  These  tedious  old  fools  I 

Enter  RosntcRAKTZ  and  GuaniKSTBRH. 

PoL  You  go  to  seek  the  lord  Hamlet ;  there  he  n. 
Bos.  God  save  you,  sir !  [Tb  Polonictb. 

[Exit  PoLONitnt 

•  Underitandlng.        •  B«  pregnant        •  Bsady,  apt 
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~at  each  ear  a  hearer:  that  Rreat  baby,  vou 
there,  is  not  yet  out  of  his  swaddling-clouts. 

Roa.  Happily,  he's  the  second  time  come  to  them ; 
for  they  say  an  old  man  is  twice  a  child. 

Ham.  1  will  prophesy,  he  comes  to  tell  me  of 
the  players ;  mark  it^— You  say  right,  air:  o'  Mon- 
day morning ;  'twas  then,  indeed. 

PoL  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Hetm,  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you :  When 
Bo«cius  was  an  actor  in  Rome, 

PoL  The  actors  are  come  hither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Buz,  buz ! 

PoL  Upon  my  honor, 

Ham.  Then  came  each  actor  on  Ai»  088^ 

Pot,  The  best  actors  in  the  world,  either  for 
tragedy,  comedy,  history,  pastoral,  pastoral-comi- 
cal, liistohcal-pastoral,  [tragical-historical^tragical- 
eomical-histoncal-pastoral)]  scone  individable,  or 
poem  unlimited :  Seneca  cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor 
Plautus  too  light.  For  the  law  of  writ^  ana  the 
liberty,  these  are  the  only  men. 

Ham.  O  JepMhahy  judge  qf  laraet,  —  what  a 
treasure  hadst  thou ! 

Pol,  What  a  treasure  had  he,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  Why—Otie  fair  daughter^  and  no  more^ 
The  which  he  loved  poitsmg  welt, 

Pol,  Still  on  my  daughter.  [Aside, 

Ham.  Am  1  not  in  the  right,  old  Jephthah  1 

PoL  If  you  call  me  Jei)hthah,  my  lord,  I  have  a 
daughter,  that  1  love  passing  well. 

Ham.  Nay,  that  follows  not. 

Pol.  What  follows  then,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Why,  As  by  lot^  God  wot^  and  then  you 
know,  //  came  to  paasy  As  most  like  it  u«m,— The 
first  row  of  the  pious  chanson^  will  show  you 
more :  for  look,  my  abridgment  comes. 

Enter  j'imr  or  Jive  Players. 

You  are  welcome,  masters ;  welcome  all :— I  am 
glad  to  see  thee  well: — welcome,  good  friends: — 
O.  old  friend !  Why,  thy  face  is  valanced^  since  I 
aaw  thee  last;  Com'st  thou  to  beard  mc  in  Den- 
mark 1  —  What !  my  young  lady  and  mistress ! 
ByV  lady,  your  ladyship  is  nearer  to  heaven  than 
when  I  saw  you  last  by  tiie  altitude  of  a  chopine.' 
Pray  God,  your  voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent 
gold,  be  not  cracked  within  the  ring.— Masters, you 
are  all  welcome.  We'll  e'en  to  it  like  French  fal- 
coners, tiy  at  any  thing  we  see:  We'll  have  a 
speech  straiglit :  Come,  give  us  a  taste  of  your 
quality  ;  come,  a  passionate  speech. 

1  Play.  What  siieech,  my  lord  1 

Ham,  I  heard  thee  speak  me  a  speech  once, — 
but  it  was  never  acted; — or,  if  it  was,  not  above 
once;  lor  the  play,  I  remember,  pleased  not  the 
miiiiun;  'twas  caviare^  to  the  general  .-^  but  it 
was  (as  1  received  it  and  others,  wnose  judgments, 
in  such  matters,  cried  in  the  top<  of  mine)  an  ex- 
cellent play ;  well  digested  in  the  scenes,  set  down 
vmh  as  much  modesty  as  cunning.  I  remember, 
one  said,  tiiere  were  no  salads  in  the  lines,  to  make 
the  matter  savory;  nor  no  matter  in  the  phrase, 
that  might  indite^  the  author  of  aflection;*  but 
called  it  an  honest  method,  as  wholesome  as  sweet, 
and  by  very  much  more  handsome  than  fine.  One 
speech  in  it  I  chiefly  loved :  'twas  Eneas'  tale  to 
Dido ;  and  thereabout  of  it  especially,  where  he 
speaks  of  Priam's  slaughter:  If  it  live  in  your  me- 
mory, begin  at  this  line )  let  me  see,  let  me  see  :— 

The  rugged  Pyrrhus^  Itke  the  Hyrcanian  Iteatt,-' 
His  not  so;  it  begins  with  Pyrrhus. 
The  rugged  PyrrhuSy—hCy  whose  sable  arms. 
Black  an  his  purpose,  did  the  nighi  resemble 
When  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horse^ 
Hath  now  this  dread  and  black  complexion  smeared 
With  heraldry  more  dismal;  head  to  foot 
Ninv  is  he  total  gules i^  horridly  trick  d^ 
With  blood  (f  fathers,  mothers,  daughters^  sonsj 
Baked  and  impasted  tvilh  the  parchvtg  streets. 
That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  a  damned  light 
To  their  UirtCs  murder :  Roasted  in  wrath,  andfre. 
And  thus  o'^er'sized  with  coagulate  gore, 
With  eyes  tike  carbuncles,  the  hellish  Pyrrhus 
Old  grandsire  Priam  seeles ,— So  proceed  you. 

PoL  *Fore  God,  my  lord,  well  spoken ;  with  good 
iccent,  and  good  discretion. 

« Writing.  •  Ghristms^carolfl.  •  Friagvd. 

■  Clnff.         •  An  Italian  dl»b  made  •f  the  ross of  flshea. 
•  Multituda.  4  AboT*.  •  Convict. 

9  AAectatioB.     «  Red,  a  term  in  heraldry.     •  fihuonod. 


1  Play.  Anon  he  Jinds  him. 

Striking  too  short  at  Oreeks ;  his  antique  swotd. 
Rebellious  to  his  arm,  ties  where  U  falls,  ^ 
Repugnant  to  command:  Unequal  rrurtcKa, 
Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives;  in  rage^  strikes  U"..<, 
But  with  the  whiff  and  wind  of  h\s  fell  sword 
The  unnerved  falher  falls.    Then  senseless  Ilium 
Seeminr  to  feel  this  blow,  with  flaming  top 
Stoops  to  his  base ;  and  with  a  hideous  crash 
Tatces  prisoner  Pyrrhus'  ear;  for,  to .'  his  sword. 
Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  /lead 
Of  reverend  Priam,  seem'^d  f  the  air  to  stick : 
So,  as  a  painted  tyrant,  Pyrrhus  stood ; 
And,  tike  a  neutral  to  his  wUl  and  matter^ 
Did  nothing. 

But,  m$  we  qften  tee,  against  some  storm, 
A  silence  in  the  heavens,  the  rack^  stand  still. 
The  bold  winds  speechless,  and  the  trrb  below 
As  hush  as  death :  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 
Doth  rend  the  region :  so,  ajter  Pyrrhus*  pause, 
A  roused  vengeance  sets  him  new  a-work; 
And  never  did  the  Ci/clops*  hammers  fall 
On  Mars^s  armor,  /urged  for  proof  eteme^ 
With  less  remorse  than  Pyrrhus'*  Bleeding  sword 
NffW  falls  on  Priam.— 

Out,  out,  t/ufu  strumpet.  Fortune .'   All  you  gods. 
In  general  synttd,  take  away  her  power; 
Break  all  l/ie  spokes  and  fellies  Jntm  her  wheel. 
And  bowl  the  round  nave  doom  the  hill  qf  heavtfu. 
As  low  as  to  tfu  fiends  ! 

PoL  This  is  too  long. 

Ham,  It  shall  to  the  barber's  with  your  beaid 
— Pr'ythee,  say  on :— He's  for  a  jig,  or  a  tale  of 
bawdry,  or  he  sleep*:— Say  on :  come  to  Hecuba. 

1  Play.  But  who,  ati  ujoe  /  had  seen  the  moble(fi 
queen 

Ham,  The  mobled  queen  ? 

PoL  That's  good ;  mobled  queen  is  good. 

1  Play.  Run  bartfoot  up  and  down,  threatening 
the  flames 
With  bisson^  rheum;  a  clout  upon  that  head 
Where  late  the  diadem  stood;  and,  for  a  robe, 
About  her  lank  and  all  o^erteemed  loins, 
A  blanket,  in  the  alarm  t^'fear  caught  up  ; 
Who  this  had  seen,  with  tongue  iti  vnwm  sttcp^d, 
^Gainst  fortune'^s  state  wtmld  treason  have  pro 

nounced: 
But  if  the  giHis  themselves  did  see  her  then, 
What  she  saw  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  npifrt 
In  mincing  with  his  sword  her  husband^s  limbs  i 
The  instant  burst  qf  clamor  that  she  tnade, 
(Unless  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  alL) 
Would  have  made  milc¥  the  burning  eye  of  tieaven. 
And  passion  in  the  gods. 

Pol.  Look  whether  he  has  not  turn*d  his  color, 
and  has  tears  in's  eyes.— Pr*y  thee,  no  more. 

Ham*  *Tis  well:  I'll  have  thee  sneak  out  the 
rest  of  this  soon.  Good  my  lord,  will  you  see  the 
players  well  bestowed  ?  Do  you  hear,  let  them  be 
welt  used;  for  they  are  the  abstract,  and  brief 
chronicles,  of  the  time :  Alter  your  death  you  were 
better  have  a  bad  epitaph,  than  their  ill  report  while 
you  live. 

PoL  My  lord,  I  will  use  them  according  to  their 
desert. 

Ham.  Odd's  bodikin,  man,  much  better:  Use 
every  man  alter  his  desert,  and  who  shall  'scape 
whipping]  Use  them  after  your  own  honor  and 
dignity :  The  less  they  dei>erve,  the  more  merit  it 
in  your  bounty.    Take  them  in. 

PoL  Come,  sirs. 

[£jcil  PoLOKius,  with  some  qf  the  Players. 

Ham.  Follow  him,  friends:  we'll  hear  a  play  to- 
morrow.—Dost  thou  hear  me,  old  friend ;  can  you 
play  the  murder  of  Gonzago  i 

1  Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham,  We^ll  have  it  to-morrow  night.  You  could, 
for  a  need,  study  a  speech  of  some  dozen  or  six- 
teen lines,  which  I  would  set  down,  and  insert  in't  * 
could  you  not  ? 

1  Play,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Very  well.— Follow  that  lord;  and  look 
mock  him  not.  [fijpt  Player.]  My  good  friends, 
Rob.  and  Guil.j  1 11  leave  you  tiii  night:  you 
are  welcome  to  Elsinore. 

Ros.  Good  my  lord ! 

[Exeunt  RoBBMCRAMn  and  GuTLDnrsriBii. 

Ham.  Ay,  so,  God  b0  wi    you.*— Now  1  aiD 
alone. 
•  Light  douds.    >£tenud.     •  Muffled.    >  Blind.    AMilkj 
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The  uncli«cover*d  country,  fVom  whose  bourn) 
No  traveller  returns,— puzzles  the  will ; 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have. 
Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of! 
Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all ; 
And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 
Is  Ricklied  o*er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought ; 
And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment, 
With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  awry, 
And  lose  the  name  of  action.— Soil  you,  now ! 
The  fair  Ophelia:— Nymnh,  in  thy  orisons^ 
Be  all  my  sins  remember  d. 

Oph*  Good  my  lord, 

How  does  vour  honor  for  this  manv  a  day  1 

I*am.  I  humbly  thank  you ;  well. 

Oph,  My  lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  yours. 
That  I  have  longed  long  to  ro-deliver; 
1  pray  you,  now  receive  them. 

Jiam.  No,  not  I : 

I  never  gave  you  aught 

Oph*  My  honor*d  lord,  you  know  right  well,  you 
did; 
And,  with  them,  words  of  so  sweet  breath  coroposM 
As  made  the  things  more  rich :  their  perfUme  lost, 
Take  thet^e  again;  for  to  the  noble  mmd. 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Ha.  ha !  are  you  honest! 

Oph.  My  lord  1 

jfam.  Are  you  fliir? 

Oph.  What  means  your  lordship  t 

num.  That  if  you  be  honest  and  fair,  you  should 
iidmit  no  discourse  to  your  beauty. 

Oph.  Could  beauty,  my  lord,  have  better  com- 
merce than  with  honesty  f 

Ham.  Ay,  truly ;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will 
sooner  transform  honesty  from  what  it  is  to  abawd, 
than  the  force  of  honesty  can  translate  beauty  into 
his  likeness;  this  was  some  time  a  paradox,  but 
now  the  time  gives  it  proof.    I  uid  love  you  once. 

2 ph.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  made  me  believe  so. 
am.  You  should  not  have  believed  me:  for 
virtue  cannot  so  inoculate  our  old  stock,  but  we 
•hall  relish  of  it:  I  lov*d  you  not. 

Oph.  I  was  the  more  deceived. 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery :  Why  wouldst  thou 
be  a  bieeder  of  smners  ?  I  am  myself  indifferent 
honest;  but  yet  I  could  accuse  me  of  such  things, 
that  it  were  better  my  mother  had  not  borne  me:  I 
am  very  proud,  revengeful  ambitious;  with  more 
oflenceK  at  my  beck,  than  I  have  thoughts  to  put 
them  in,  imagination  to  give  them  shape,  or  time  to 
act  them  in :  What  should  such  fellows  as  I  do 
crawling  between  earth  and  heaven  1  We  are  arrant 
knaves,  all;  believe  none  of  us:  Go  thy  ways  to  a 
nunnery.    Where's  your  father  1 

Oph.  At  home,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  the  doors  be  shut  upon  him;  that  he 
may  piny  the  fool  nowhere  but  in  *8  own  house. 
Farewell. 

Oph.  O,  help  him,  you  sweet  heavens! 

Hum.  If  thou  dost  marry,  1*11  give  thee  this  plague 
for  thy  dowry :  Be  thou  as  chaste  as  ice,  as  pure  as 
snow,  thou  snalt  not  escape  calumny.  Get  thee  to 
a  nunnery;  farewell:  Or,if  thou  wilt  needs  marry, 
marry  a  fool ;  for  wise  men  know  well  enough, 
what  monsters  you  make  of  them.  To  a  nunnery, 
go;  and  quickly  too.    Farewell. 

Sph.  Heavenly  powers,  restore  him! 
am.  I  have  heard  of  your  paintings  too.  well 
enough ;  God  hath  given  you  one  face,  ana  you 
make  yourselves  another :  you  jig,  you  amble,  and 
you  lisp,  and  nick-name  God*s  creatures,  and  make 
your  wantonness  your  ignorance:  Go  to;  I'll  no 
more  oft;  it  hath  made  me  mad.  I  say,  we  will 
have  no  more  marriages :  those  that  are  married 
already,  all  but  one,  shall  live ;  the  rest  shall  keep 
as  they  are.    To  a  nunnery,  go. 

[Exit  Hamlkt. 
Oph.  O.  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  o*erthrown ! 
The  courtier's,  soldier's,  scholar's,  eye,  tongue, 

sword: 
The  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fair  state. 
The  glass  of  fashion,  and  the  mould  of  form, 
The  observed  of  all  observers !  ouite,  quite  down ! 
And  I.  of  ladies  most  deject  ana  wretched. 
That  suckM  the  honey  of  his  music  vows. 
Now  see  that  noble  and  most  sovereign  reason. 
Like-  sweet  behs  jangled,  out  of  tune  and  harsh; 


■  Boandary  limits. 


•  Prayers. 


That  unmatch'd  form  and  feature  or  tilown  yoiitii 

Blasted  with  ecstasy  :3  O,  woe  is  me ! 

To  have  seen  what  I  have  seen,  see  what  I  set.  i 

Re-enter  Kino  and  Polonius.  y 

Kinff,  Love !  his  aflections  do  not  that  way  tena 
Nor  what  he  spake,  though  it  lackM  form  a  httle^ 
Was  not  like  madness.    There's  something  in  his 

soul, 
0*er  which  his  melancholy  sits  on  brood ; 
And,  I  do  doubt,  the  hatch,  and  the  disclose. 
Will  be  some  danger:  Which  for  to  prevent, 
I  have,  in  quick  determination, 
Thus  set  it  down ;  He  shall  with  speed  to  England, 
For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  tribute: 
Haply,  the  seas,  and  countries  different. 
With  variable  objects,  shall  expel 
This  something-settled  matter  in  his  heart;  > 

Whereon  his  brains,  still  beating,  puts  him  thus 
From  foshion  ofhimseif.    What  think  you  onH? 

PoL  It  shall  do  well :  but  yet  1  do  believe. 
The  origin  and  commencement  of  his  grief 
Sprung  from  neglected  love.— How  now,  Orl.e.ial 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  lord  Hamlet  said ; 
We  heard  it  all.— My  lord,  do  as  you  please ; 
But,  if  you  hold  it  hi,  after  the  play. 
Let  his  queen  mother  all  alone  entreat  him 
To  show  his  grief;  let  her  be  round^  with  him; 
And  ril  be  placed,  so  please  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conference:  if  she  find  him  not. 
To  England  send  him:  or  confine  him,  where 
Your  wisdom  best  shall  think. 

King.  It  shall  be  so : 

Madness  in  great  ones  must  not  unwatcird  go. 

[Exeuni. 

8CENE  II.— ii  Hall  in  the  tame. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  certain  Players. 

Ham.  Speak  the  speech,  I  pray  you,  as  I  pro- 
nounced It  to  you,  trippingly  on  the  tongue :  but 
if  you  mouth  it,  as  many  of  our  players  do,  I  had 
as  lief  the  town-crier  spoke  my  lines.  Nor  do  not 
saw  the  air  too  much  with  your  hand,  thus;  but 
use  all  gently;  for  in  the  very  torrent,  teinpeot, 
and  (as  I  may  say)  whirlwind  of  your  passion,  you 
must  acquire  and  beget  a  tem})erance.  that  may 

give  it  smoothness.  O,  it  offends  me  to  the  soul,  to 
ear  a  robustious  periwig-pated  fellow  tear  a  pas- 
sion to  tatters,  to  very  rags,  to  split  the  ears  of  the 
groundlings;^  who,  tor  the  most  part,  are  capable 
of  nothine  but  inexplicable  dumb  shows  and  noise: 
I  would  have  such  a  fellow  whipt  for  o*er-doing 
Termagant;  it  out-herods  Herod :<  Pray  you, 
avoid  it 

1  Play.  I  warrant  your  honor. 

Ham.  Be  not  too  tame  neither,  but  let  your  own 
discretion  be  your  tutor:  suit  the  action  to  the 
word,  the  word  to  the  action;  with  this  special 
observance,  that  you  o'er-step  not  the  modesty  of 
nature :  for  any  thing  so  overaone  is  from  the  pur- 
pose of  playing,  whose  end,  both  at  the  first,  and 
now,  was,"and  is,  to  hold,  as  'twere,  the  mirror  up 
to  nature :  to  show  virtue  her  own  feature,  scorn 
her  own  image,  and  the  very  age  and  body  of  the 
time,  his  form  and  pressure.*  Now  this,  overdone, 
or  come  tardy  off,  though  it  make  the  unskilful 
laugh,  cannot  but  make  the  judicious  grieve ;  the 
censure  of  which  one,  must,  in  your  allowance,^ 
o'er-weigh  a  whole  theatre  of  others.  0,  there  be 
players,  that  I  have  seen  play, — and  heard  others 
praise,  and  that  highly,— not  to  speak  it  profanely, 
that,  neither  having  the  accent  of  Christians,  nor 
the  gait  of  Christian,  pagan,  nor  man,  have  so 
strutted,  and  bellowed,  that  I  have  thought  some 
of  nature's  journeymen  had  made  men,  and  not 
made  them  well,  they  imitated  humanity  so  abomi- 
nably* 

1  Play.  I  hope,  we  have  reformed  that  indif- 
ferently with  us. 

Ham.  O,  refbrm  it  altogether.  And  let  those, 
that  play  your  clowns,  speak  no  more  than  is  set 
down  for  them:  for  there  be  of  them,  that  will 
themselves  laugh,  to  set  on  some  quantity  of  barren 
spectators  to  laugh  too ;  though,  in  the  mean  time, 

B  Alienstton  of  mind. 

•  RefNimsnd  him  with  freedom. 

•  The  meaner  people  then  wem  to  hare  nt  In  the  pit. 

•  Herod*R  chsmcter  was  alwayi  violent 

t  Impresston,  resemblance.  <  Apprubatlon 
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Whi;re  love  ig  great,  the  littlest  doubts  are  fear; 
Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  ^^rows  there. 
P.  King.  'Faitli,  I  must  leave  thee,  love,  and 
shortly  too; 
My  opera II ti*  powers  their  functions  leave  to  do ; 
And  thou  shait  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honored,  belov'd :  and,  haply,  one  as  kind 
For  husband  shait  thou 

P.  Oueen,  O,  confound  the  rest! 

Such  love  must  needs  be  treason  in  my  breast: 
In  second  husband  let  me  be  accurst ! 
None  wed  the  second,  but  who  killM  the  Arst. 

Ham.  That^s  wormwood. 

P.  Queen,  The  instances,^  that  second  marriage 
move. 
Are  base  respNects  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love ; 
A  second  time  I  kill  my  husband  dead, 
When  second  husband  kisses  me  in  bed. 

P.  Kinf^.  1  do  believe,  you  think  what  now  you 
speak; 
But,  what  we  do  determine,  oft  we  break. 
Pur)>ose  is  but  the  slave  to  memory; 
Of  violent  birth,  but  poor  validity : 
Which  now,  like  fruit  unripe,  sticks  on  the  tree; 
But  tall,  unshaken,  when  they  mellow  be. 
Most  necessary  His,  that  we  toreet 
To  pay  ourselves  what  to  ourselves  is  debt: 
What  to  ourselves  in  passion  we  propose. 
The  passion  ending,  dotli  the  purpose  lose. 
The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy 
Their  own  enactures^  with  themselves  destroy: 
Where  joy  most  revels,  grief  dotli  most  lament; 
Grief  joys,  joy  grieves,  on  slender  accident. 
This  world  is  not  for  aye ;  nor  'tis  not  strange, 
That  even  our  loves  should  with  our  fortunes 

change ; 
For  'tis  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove. 
Whether  love  lead  fortune,  or  else  fortune  love. 
The  great  man  down,  you  mark,  his  &vorite  flies; 
The  poor  advanced  makes  fiiends  of  enemies. 
And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend : 
For  who  not  needs,  shall  never  lack  a  ftiend; 
And  who  in  want  a  hollow  fiiend  doth  try, 
Directly  seasons  him  his  enemy. 
But,  orderly  to  end  where  1  begun, — 
Our  wills,  and  fates,  do  so  contrary  run, 
That  our  devices  still  arc  overthrown ; 
Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own: 
So  think  thou  wilt  no  second  husband  wed; 
But  die  thy  thoughts,  when  thy  hrst  lord  is  dead. 

P.  Queen.   Nor  earth   to   give   me   food,  nor 
heaven  light ! 
Sport  and  repose  lock  from  me,  day  and  night! 
To  desperation  turn  my  trust  and  nope ! 
An  anchor's^  cheer  in  prison  be  my  scope ! 
Each  opposite,  that  blanks  the  fkco  of  joy. 
Meet  wn^t  I  would  have  well,  and  it  destroy ! 
Both  here,  and  hence,  pursue  me,  lasting  strife, 
If,  once  a  widow,  ever  I  be  wife ! 

Ham.  If  she  should  break  it  now, 

[ToOphklu. 

P.  King,  n'is  deeply  sworn.    Sweet,  leave  me 
here  awhile ; 
Mt  spirits  grow  dull,  and  fkin  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  sleep.  [Sleeps. 

P.  Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  bram ; 

And  never  come  mischance  between  us  twain ! 

[£xU. 

Ham.  Madam,  how  like  you  this  play  t 

Oueen.  The  lady  doth  protest  too  much,  methinks. 

Ham.  O,  but  she'll  keep  her  word. 

King.  Have  you  heard  the  argument  t  Is  there 
DO  offence  in*ti 

Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jest,  poison  in  jest ; 
DO  oflTence  i>  the  world. 

King.  What  do  you  call  the  play? 

Ham.  The  Mouse-trap t<  Marry,  how'  Tropi- 
cally. This  play  is  the  image  ol^a  murder  done 
in  Vienna:  Gonzago  is  the  duke's  name;  his  wife. 
Baptista:  you  shall  see  anon;  'tis  a  knavish  piece 
of  work:  But  what  of  thati  your  majesty,  and  we 
that  have  free  souls,  it  touches  us  not:  Lot  the 
galled  jade  wince,  our  withers  are  unwrung.— 

£nier  Lucianus. 

This  is  one  Lucianus,  nephew  to  the  king. 
Oph.  You  are  as  good  as  a  chorus,  my  lord. 

•  AcUv*    *  MotiTes.    •  DetermlnaiioDS.    •  Anchoret 

«  the  thing 

In  which  bell  catch  the  consrlenoe  of  the  kins. 
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Ham,  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  vou 
love,  if  I  could  see  the  puppets  dallying. 
Oph,  You  are  keen,  my  lord,  you  are  keen. 
Ham.  It  would  cost  you  a  groaning,  to  take  oL 
my  edge. 
Oph.  Still  better,  and  worse. 
Ham.  So  you  mistake  your  husbands. — Begin, 
murderer ;~leave  thy  damnable  &ces,  and  begin. 

Come; 

The  croaking  raven 

Doth  bellow  for  revenge. 
Luc,  Thoughts  black,  hands  apt,  drugs  fit,  and 
time  agreeing ; 
Confederate  season,  else  no  creature  seeing ; 
Thou  mixture  rank,  of  midnight  weeds  collected. 
With  Hecate's  ban^  thrice  blasted,  thrice  infected, 
Thy  natv^l  ma|^ic,  and  dire  property, 
On  wholcso:*xe  hie  usurp  immediately. 

[PcUi  •  the  Poison  into  the  SUeper^t  Ears. 
Ham.  He  poisons  him  i'  the  garden  for  his  e«^te. 
His  name's  Gonzag;  :  the  story  is  extant,  and  writ^ 
ten  in  very  choice  Itai.'tn :  You  shall  see  anon,  how 
the  murderer  gets  the  Ic^e  of  Gonzago's  wife. 
Oph,  The  king  rises. 
Ham.  What!  flighted  \nth  false  fire  1 
Queen,  How  fares  my  lo.-d  1 
PoL  Give  o'er  the  play. 
King,  Give  me  some  light :— away ! 
Pol,  Lights,  lights,  lighU ! 

[Kxeunt  all  but  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 
Ham,  Why,  let  the  strucken  deer  go  weep, 
The  hart  ungalled  play: 
For  some  must  watch,  while  some  must  sleep, 
Thus  runs  the  world  away.— 
Would  not  this,  sir,  and  a  forest  ot  feathers,  (if  the 
rest  of  my  fortunes  turn  Turk  with  me,)  with  twc 
Provencial  roses  on  my  razed*  shoes,  get  me  a  fel- 
lowship in  a  cry^  of  players,  sir  1 
Hot,  Haifa  snare. 
Ham,  A  whole  one,  I. 
For  thou  dost  know,  O  Damon  dear, 

This  realm  dismantled  was 
Of  Jove  himself;  and  now  reigns  hero 
A  very,  very— peacock. 
Hot,  You  might  have  rhymed. 
Ham.  0  good  Horatio,  I'll  take  the  ghost^s  word 
for  a  thousand  pound.    Didst  perceive  ? 
Hot,  Very  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Upon  the  talk  of  the  poisoning, 

Hot,  I  did  very  well  note  him. 
Ham,  Ah,  ah f— Come,  some  music;  come,  the 
recorders." — 

For  if  the  king  like  not  the  comedy. 

Why  then,  belike,— he  likes  it  not,  perdy.«— 

Enter  RosiMOBAim  and  GmLDiNSTERN. 
Come,  some  music. 

GuiU  Good  my  lord,  vouchsafe  me  a  word  with 
you. 

Ham.  Sir,  a  whole  history. 

GuU,  The  king,  sir, 

Ham.  Ay,  sir,  what  of  him  1 

Guil,  Is,  in  his  retirement,  marvellous  distem- 
pered. 

ifom.  With  drink,  sir  t 

GuiL  No,  my  lord,  with  choler. 

Ham,  Your  wisdom  should  show  itself  more 
richer,  to  signify  this  to  the  doctor;  for,  for  me  to 

Eut  him  to  his  purgation,  would,  perhapa,  plunge 
im  into  more  choler. 

Guil,  Good  my  lord,  put  your  discourse  into  some 
firame,  and  start  not  so  wildly  fVom  my  afiiiir. 

Ham,  I  am  tame,  sir : — pronounce. 

Guil.  The  queen,  your  mother,  in  most  great 
affliction  of  spirit,  hath  sent  me  to  you. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome. 

Guil.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  this  courtesy  is  not  of 
the  right  breed.  If  it  shall  please  you  to  make  me 
a  wholesome  answer,  I  will  do  your  mother's  com- 
mandment: if  not,  your  pardon,  and  my  return, 
shall  be  the  end  of  my  business. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  cannot. 

GuU.  What,  my  lord  1 

Ham,  Make  you  a  wholesome  answer;  my  wit's 
diseased :  But,  sir,  such  answer  as  I  can  make,  you 
shall  command ;  or.  rather,  as  you  say,  my  mother  - 
therefore  no  more,  but  to  the  matter:  My  mother, 
you  say, 


•  Curae.  •  SUshed. 

•  A  kind  of  Ante. 


«  Pack,  companj. 
•  PBorDieu. 
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HAMLET, 


ActHL 


Ro8,  Then  thus  she  says;  Your  behavior  hath 
Blruck  her  int  •  amazement  and  admiration. 

Ham.  O  wonderful  son,  that  can  so  astonish  a 
mother!— But  is  there  no  sequel  at  the  heels  of 
tliis  mother^s  admiration  1  impart. 

Ros.  She  desires  to  s];)eak  with  you  in  her  closet, 
ere  you  eo  to  bed. 

liam.  We  shall  obey,  were  she  ten  times  our 
mother.    Have  you  any  further  trade  with  us  ? 

Ro».  My  lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Ham,  And  do  still,  by  these  pickers  and  stealers. 

dis- 

upon 

your 

friend. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  lack  advancement. 

Rfa.  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice 
of  the  king  himself  for  your  succession  in  Denmark  1 

Ham.  Ay,  sir,  but,  IVhUe  the  grata  grows, — the 
proverb  is  something  musty. 

Enter  the  Players,  with  Recorders, 

0,  the  recorders :— -let  me  see  one. — To  withdraw 
with  you :— Why  do  you  eo  about  to  recover  the 
wind  of  me,  as  if  you  would  drive  me  into  a  toill 

Guil.  O,  my  lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my 
love  is  too  unmannerly. 

Ham.  I  do  not  well  understand  that.  Will  you 
play  ujpon  this  pipe  1 

GuiC  My  lord,  I  cannot. 

Ham,  1  pray  you. 

(iuU.  Believe  me,  I  cannot 

Ham.  I  do  beseech  you. 

Guil.  I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  lord. 

Ham.  'Tis  as  easy  as  lying:  govern  these  ven- 
ta^esi  with  your  fingers  and  thumb,  give  it  breath 
with  your  mouth,  and  it  will  discourse  most  eloquent 
music.    Look  you,  these  are  the  stops. 

GuU.  But  these  cannot  I  command  to  any  utter- 
ance of  harmony :  I  have  not  the  skill. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing 
you  make  of  me !  Vou  would  play  upon  me ;  you 
would  seem  to  know  my  stops;  you  would  pluck 
out  the  heart  of  my  mystery ;  you  would  sound  me 
from  my  lowest  note  to  the  top  of  my  compass :  and 
there  is  much  music,  excellent  voice,  in  this  little 
organ ;  yet  cannot  you  make  it  speak.  'Sblood,  do 
you  think,  1  am  easier  to  be  played  on  than  a  pipe  1 
Call  me  what  instrument  you  will,  though  you  can 
ft-et  me,  you  cannot  play  upon  me. 

Enter  Polonius. 

God  bless  you,  sir ! 

Pol,  My  lord,  the  queen  would  speak  with  you, 
and  presently. 

Ham.  Do  you  see  yonder  cloud,  that's  almost  in 
shape  of  a  camel ! 

Pol,  By  the  mass,  and  'tis  like  a  camel  indeed. 

Ham.  Methinks.  it  is  like  a  weasel. 

Pol.  It  is  backed  like  a  weasel. 

Ham.  Or,  like  a  whale  1 

Pol.  Very  like  a  whale. 

Ham.  Then  will  I  come  to  my  mother  by  and 
by.— They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent*— I  will 
come  by  and  by. 

Pol.  I  will  say  so.  \^ExU  Polonius. 

Ham,  By   and    by   is   easily  said^ — Leave   me, 

friends.        [  Exeunt  Ro8.,  GtriL.,  Hob*,  4rc» 

'Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night; 

When  churchyards  yawn,and  hell  itself  breathes  out 

Contagion  to  this  world:  Now  could  I  drink  hot 

blood. 
And  do  such  Dusiness  as  the  bitter  day 
Would   quake   to  look  on.    Soft:  now   to  my 

mother.— 
O,  heart,  lose  not  thy  nature;  let  not  ever 
The  soul  of  Nero  enter  this  tirm  bosom : 
Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural : 
I  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none ; 
My  tongue  andsoul  in  this  be  hypocrites: 
How  in  my  words  soever  she  be  snent,' 
To  give  them  seals^  never,  my  soul,  consent !  [Exit. 

SCENE  III^^  Room  in  the  same. 

Enter  King,  RoitNCBANTZ,  and  Guildimbtbrv. 

King.  1  like  him  not;  nor  stands  it  safe  with  us. 
To  let  nis  madness  range.  Therefore,  prepare  you ; 
i  your  commission  will  forthwith  despatch, 

>  Holes.  •  Utmost  stretch.  a  Reproved. 

«  Authority  to  put  them  in  execution. 


And  he  to  England  shall  along  with  you: 
The  terms  of  our  estate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  so  near  us,  as  doth  nouriy  grow 
Out  of  his  lunes.^ 

GuU,  We  will  ourselves  pronde: 

Most  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is. 
To  keep  those  many  many  bodies  safe. 
That  live,  and  feed,  upon  your  msje»ly. 

Ros.  The  single  and  peculiar  life  is  bound, 
With  all  the  strength  and  armor  of  the  miad, 
To  keep  itself  from  'noyance ;  but  murh  more 
That  spirit,  upon  whose  weal  depend  and  rtA 
The  lives  of  many.    The  cease  of  majesty 
Dies  not  alone ;  but,  like  a  gulf,  doth  draw 
What^s  near  it,  with  it :  it  is  a  massy  wheel, 
Vix*d  on  the  sumniit  of  the  highest  mount. 
To  whose  huge  spokes  ten  thousand  leaser  thingf 
Are  mortisM  and  adjoinM ;  which,  when  it  &U^ 
Each  small  annexment,  jietty  coneequeLce, 
Attends  the  boisterous  ruin.    Never  alone 
Did  the  king  sigh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.  Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  to  this  speedy  TO}i|t; 
For  we  will  fetters  put  upon  this  fear. 
Which  now  goes  too  free-footed. 

Ros,  GuU.  Wewiahsfteus. 

[Exeunt  Rosengrantz  and  GciLDQiSTEU. 

Enter  Polontus. 
Pol,  My  lord,  he^s  going  to  his  mother^  ckisft: 
Behind  the  arras  I'll  convey  myself. 
To  hear  the  process;  Pll  warrant,  shell  tax  him 

home: 
And,  as  you  said,  and  wisely  was  it  raid, 
'Tis  meet  that  some  more  audience,  than  a  mother, 
Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  should  o-erfaear 
The  speech,  of  vantage.    Fare  you  well,iny  liegf « 
Pll  call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed, 
And  tell  you  what  I  know. 
King,  Thanks,  dear  my  tori. 

[Exit  PoLusici. 

0,  my  ofience  is  rank,  it  smells  to  heaven; 
It  hath  the  primal  eldest  curse  upon't, 

A  brother's  murder !— Pray  can  I  not. 
Though  inclination  be  as  sharp  as  will ; 
My  stronger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  intent; 
And,  like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 
I  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  be^in. 
And  both  neglect    What  if  this  cunied  hand 
Were  thicker  than  itself  with  brothef-s  blood ! 
Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  sweet  beavcos. 
To  wash  it  white  as  snow!  Whereto  serves  mocy, 
But  to  confVont  the  visage  of  oflcnce  1 
And  what's  in  prayer,  but  this  twotbid  ibrce,-> 
To  be  forestalled,  ere  we  come  to  tall. 
Or  pardon'd,  being  down  ?  Then  I'll  look  up; 
My  &ult  is  past    But,  0,  what  form  of  prayer 
Can  serve  my  turn  !  Forgive  me  my  foul  murder!- 
That  cannot  be ;  since  I  am  still  poeBefl»*d 
Of  those  eflects  for  which  I  did  the  murder, 
My  crown,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  queen. 
May  one  be  pardon'd,  and  retain  the  oOeocc ! 
In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world, 
Otfencc's  gilded  hand  may  shove  by  justice; 
And  oft  'tis  seen,  the  wicked  prize  itself 
Buys  out  the  law :  But  'tis  not  so  above : 
There  is  no  shuffling,  there  the  action  lies     , 
In  his  true  nature;  and  we  ourselves  comn^Ild, 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  fkiib^. 
To  give  in  evidence.    What  then  ?  what  rests: 
Try  what  repentance  can:  W^hat  can  it  not! 
Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 
O  wretched  state !  O  bosom,  black  as  death! 
O  limed«  soul ;  that,  struggling  to  be  free. 
Art  more  engaged !  Help,  angels,  make  assay ! 
Bow,  stubborn  knees!  and,  heart,  with  stxings  ot 

steel, 
Be  soft  as  sinews  of  the  new-bom  babe; 
All  may  be  well.  [Retires  ami  tettH* 

Enter  Haxlkt. 

Ham,  Now  might  I  do  it,  pat,  now  he  isprapaii. 
And  now  I'll  doH ;— and  so  ne  goes  to  heaven ;  . 
And  so  am  I  revenged  1  That  would  be  scannM; 
A  villain  kills  my  father ;  and.  for  thai, 

1,  his  sole  son,  do  this  same  villain  aeuU 
To  heaven. 

Why,  this  is  hire  and  salary,  not  revenge. 
He  took  my  fiither  grossly,  mil  of  bread ; 


LuDsclei. 

Caught  as  with  bird-UsM 
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With  all  his  crimes  broad  blown,  as  dush  as  May ; 
And,  how  his  audit  stands,  who  knows,  save  llea- 

vent 
But  in  our  circumstance  and  course  of  thought, 
*Ti8  heavy  with  him:  And  am  1  then  revenged, 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  soul, 
\yhen  he  is  fit  and  seasoned  for  his  passage? 
No. 

Vp,  sword;  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  hent:> 
When  he  is  drunk,  asleep ;  or  in  his  rage ; 
Or  in  the  incestuous  pleasures  of  his  bed ; 
At  gaming,  swearing ; — or  about  some  act 
That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in't. — 
Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven. 
And  that  his  soul  may  be  as  damnM,  and  black, 
As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.    My  mother  stays: 
This  physic  but  prolongs  thy  sickly  days.     [Exit. 

The  Kino  risesy  and  advances. 

King.  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain 
below: 
Words,  without  thoughts,  never  to  heaven  go. 

[ExU. 

SCENE  IV.— Another  Room  in  the  same. 
Enter  Queen  and  Polonius. 

PoL  He  will  come  straight.  Look  you,  lay  home 
to  him: 
Tell  him,  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear 

with; 
And  thatyour  grace  hath  screen'd  and  stood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.    I'll  silence  me  e'en  here. 
Pray  you,  be  round  with  him. 

Queen.  TU  warrant  you ; 

Fear  me  not :— withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming. 

[PoLONius  hides  hunself. 
Enter  Hamlet.  -y 

Hanu  Now,  mother;  what's  the  matter!     / 
Queen.  Hamlet,  thou  hast  thy  father  much  of- 
fended. 
Ham.  Mother, you  have  my  fiither  much  oflended. 
Queen,  Come,  come,  you  answer  with  an  idle 

tongue. 
Ham.  Go, go,  you  question  with  a  wicked  tongue. 
Queen,  why,  how  now,  Hamlet? 
Ham.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

Queen.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 
Ham.  No.  by  the  rood,*  not  so : 

You  are  the  queen,  your  husband's  brother's  wife; 
And — would  it  were  not  so !— you  are  my  mother. 
Queen.  Nay,  then  I'll  set  those  to  you  that  can 

speak. 
Ham.  Come,  come,  and  sit  you  down ;  you  shall 
not  budge ; 
You  go  not,  till  I  set  you  up  a  glass 
Where  you  may  see  the  inmost  part  of  you. 
Queen.  What  wilt  thou  do  ?  thou  yrilt  not  murder 
me? 
Help,  help,  ho ! 
Pol  [Behind.]  What,  ho !  help ! 
Ham.  How  now !  a  rat  ? 

.  *  [Draws. 

Dead,  for  a  ducat,  dead. 

^rHAMLBT  makes  a  pass  through  the  Arras. 
Pot.  [Behind.]  O,  I  am  slain. 

[Falis  and  dies. 
Queen.  O  me,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 
Hctm,  Nay,  I  know  not: 

la  it  the  king? 

( Lifts  ujD  the  Arras,  and  draws  forth  Polonips. 
Queen.  0,  what  a  rash  and  bloody  deed  is  this ! 
Ham.  A  bloody  deed  I— almost  as  bad,  good  mo- 
ther, 
As  kill  a  king,  and  marry  with  his  brother. 
Queen.  As  kill  a  king  I 

Ham.  Ay,  lady,  'twas  my  word.— 

Thou  wretched,  rash,  intruding  fool,  fiirewell ! 

.     .        -       .      ,  [7>>P0L0NIU8. 

I  took  thee  for  thy  better:  take  thy  fortune: 
Thou  flnd'st,  to  be  too  busy,  is  some  danger.— 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands:  Peace;  sit  you  down. 
And  let  me  wnng  your  heart :  for  so  I  snail. 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  stuflT: 
If  damned  custom  have  not  braz'd  It  so. 
That  it  be  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense. 
Queen.  What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar^t  wag 
thy  tongue 
f§,  noise  so  rude  against  me  ? 

•  Hold.  i.  e.  parposs  •  OroM. 


Ham.  Such  an  act, 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blush  of  modesty; 
Calls  virtue,  hypocrite;  takes  off  the  roee 
From  the  lair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love. 
And  sets  a  blister  there ;  makes  marriage  vows 
As  false  as  dicers'  oaths:  O,  such  a  deea 
As  IVom  the  body  of  contraction'  plucks 
The  very  soul ;  and  sweet  religion  makes 
A  rhapsody  of  words :  Heaven's  ftu;e  doth  glow; 
Yea.  this  solidity  and  compound  mass. 
With  tristful'  visage,  as  against  the  doom, 
Is  thought-sick  at  the  act. 

Queen.  Ah  me,  what  act, 

That  roars  so  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  index?' 

Ham.  Look  here,  upon  this  picture,  and  on  thia; 
The  counterfeit  presentment  of  two  brothors. 
See,  what  a  grace  was  seated  on  this  brow : 
Hyperion  V  curls ;  the  front  of  Jove  himself; 
An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command; 
A  station^  like  the  herald  Mercurv, 
New-lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  nill; 
A  combination,  and  a  form,  indeed^ 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal. 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man : 
This  was  your  husband.— Look  you  now,  what 

follows : 
Here  is  your  husband ;  like  a  mildew 'd  ear. 
Blasting  his  wholesome  brother.    Have  you  eyes? 
Could  you  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed. 
And  batten^  on  this  moor?  Ha!  have  you  eyes? 
You  cannot  call  it,  love :  for,  at  your  age. 
The  he)r<day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it's  humble, 
And  waits  upon  the  iudgment ;  And  what  judgment 
Would  step  from  this  to  this?    Sense,^  sure,  you 

have. 
Else,  could  yoo  not  have  motion :  But,  sure,  that 

sense 
Is  apoplexM :  for  madness  would  not  err; 
Nor  sense  to  ecstasy^  was  ne'er  so  thrall'd, 
But  it  reserv'd  some  quantity  of  choice. 
To  serve  in  such  a  difference.    What  devil  wast, 
That  thus  hath  oozen'd  you  at  hoodman-blind  ?> 
Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  sight. 
Ears  without  hands  or  eyes,  smelling  sans'  all, 
Or  but  a  sickly  part  of  one  true  sense 
Could  not  so  mope.2 

O  shame !  where  is  thy  blush  ?  Rebellious  hell. 
If  thou  canst  mutine  in  a  matron's  bones, 
To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax. 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire :  proclaim  no  shame, 
When  the  compulsive  ardor  gives  the  charge; 
Since  firost  itself  as  actively  doth  bum. 
And  reason  panders  will. 

Queen.  0  Hamlet, speak  no  more; 

Thou  tum'st  mine  eyes  into  my  very  soul ; 
And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots, 
As  will  not  leave  their  tinct? 

Ham.  Nay.  but  to  live 

In  the  rank  sweat  of  an  enseamed^oed : 
Stew'd  in  corruption ;  honeying  and  making  love 
Over  the  nasty  sty ; 

Queen.  0,  speak  to  me  no  more; 

These  words,  like  daggers,  enter  in  mine  ears : 
No  more,  sweet  HamleL 

Ham.  A  murderer,  and  a  villaiu: 

A  slave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tythe 
Of  your  precedent  lord :--a  vice*  of  kings: 
A  cutpurse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule ; 
That  trom  a  shelf  the  precious  diadem  stole. 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket! 

Queen.  No  more. 

Enter  GhosL 
Ham.  A  King 

Of  shreds  and  patches :— 
Save  me,  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wings, 
You  heavenly  guards !— What  would  your  graciouf 

Queen.  Alas !  he's  mad. 

Ham.  Do  y;ou  not  come  your  tardy  son  to  chide 
That,  laps'd  in  time  and  passion,  lets  go  bv 
The  important  acting  of  your  dread  cominand? 
O.say! 

Ghost.  Do  not  forget:  This  visitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almost  blunted  pirpose. 

•  Marriage  oootract.  •  SorrowtaL 
a  Index  of  oontents  prefixed  to  a  book. 

«  Apollo's.  •  Tbe  set  of  standlog. 
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OVr  whom  hii  very  madnew.  like  some  ore, 

Among  a  mineral^  of  metals  base, 

Shows  itself  pure;  he  wpcps  for  what  is  done. 

King,  O,  Gertrude,  come  away ! 
The  sun  no  sooner  shall  the  mountains  touch, 
Riit  we  will  ship  him  hence:  and  this  vile  deed 
We  must,  with  all  our  majesty  and  skill, 
Both   countenance  and  excuse. —  Ho!   Guilden- 
stern ! 

Enter  Rosbkcrantz  and  GuiLDtxaTERif. 

Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  some  flirther  aid: 
Hamlet  in  madness  hath  Polonius  slain. 
And  from  his  mother^s closet  hath  he  dragged  him: 
Go  seek  him  out:  speak  fair,  and  bring  the  body 
Into  the  chapel.    I  pray  you  haste  in  this. 

[Exeunt  Ro8.  and  GuiL. 
Come,  Gertrude,  we'll  call  up  our  wisest  iHends; 
And  let  them  know  both  what  we  mean  to  do, 
And  what  s  untimely  done:  so,  haply,  slander, — 
Whose  whisper  o*er  the  world's  diameter. 
As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank,^ 
Transports  his  poison*d  shot,— may  mist  our  name, 
And  hit  the  woundless  air.--0  come  away  ! 
My  soul  is  Aill  of  discord,  and  dismay.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE  Ih— Another  Room  in  the  same. 
Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham, Safely   stowed,  — [Ros.   $re.  toitkuu 

Hamlet!  lord  Hamlet!]    But  sofl!— what  noisel 
who  calls  on  Hamlet  ?    0,  here  they  come. 

Enter  Rossncrantz  and  Guildenstern. 

Rot.  What  have  you  done,  my  lord,  with  the 
dead  body  t 

Ham.  Compounded  it  with  dust,  whereto  'tis  kin. 

Ros.  Tell  us  where  'tis;  that  we  may  take  it 
thence. 
And  bear  it  to  the  chnpel.  ^ 

Ham.  Do  not  believe  iu 

Ros.  Believe  wliati 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  vour  counsel,  and  not 
mine  own.  Besides,  to  be  demanded  of  a  sponge — 
what  replication  should  be  made  by  the  son  of  a 
kingi 

Ran.  Take  you  me  for  a  sponge,  mv  lord  t 

Ham.  Ay,  sir;  that  soaks  up  the  King's  counte- 
nance, his  rewards  his  authorities.  But  such  otticers 
do  the  king  best  service  in  the  end :  He  keeps  them, 
like  an  ape,  in  the  comer  of  his  iaw ;  fintt  mouthed, 
to  t>e  la«t  swallowed:  When  he  needs  what  you 
have  gleaned,  it  is  but  squeezing  you,  and,  sponge, 
yon  shall  be  dry  again. 

Rfut,  I  understand  you  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  or  it:  a  knavish  speech  sleeps 
.n  a  foolish  ear. 

Ros.  My  lord,  you  must  tell  us  where  the  body 
IS,  and  go  with  us  to  the  king. 

Ham.  The  body  is  with  the  king,  but  the  king  is 
not  with  the  body.    The  king  is  a  thing 

Guil.  A  thmg,  my  lord  1 

Ham.  Of  nothing :  bring  me  to  him.  Hide,  fox, 
«nd  all  after.3  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  Ul.—Another  Room  in  the  same. 

Enter  Kino,  attended. 

King.  I  have  sent  to  seek  him,  and  to  find  the 
body. 
How  dangerous  is  it,  that  this  man  goes  loose! 
Yet  must  not  we  put  the  strong  law  on  him: 
He's  lov'd  of  the  distracted  multitude. 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  eyes; 
And,  where  'tis  so.  the  offender's  scourge  is  weigh'd. 
But  never  the  offence.    To  bear  all  smooth  and 

even, 
This  sudden  sending  him  away  must  seem 
Deliberate  pause:  Diseases,  desperate  g^own. 
By  desperate  appliance  are  relievM, 

Enter  Rosbncrantz. 

3r  not  at  all.— How  now  t  what  hath  befiillen  t 
Ro8.  Where  the  dead  body  is  bestow'd,  my  lord, 

We  cannot  get  from  him. 
King.  But  where  is  he  t 

Ro8.  Without,  my  lord ;  guarded,  to  know  your 

pleasure. 
King  Bring  him  before  us. 
Ros.  Ho.  Guildenstern  7  bring  in  my  lord. 

■  MliM.  s  MariL  a  A  sport  amoog  ehUdran. 


Enter  Hamlet  and  GmLDENSTERN. 

King.  Now,  Hamlet,  where'a  Polonius  1 

Ham.  At  supper. 

King.  At  supper t    Where! 

Ham,  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten 
a  certain  convocation  of  politic  worms  are  e*en  at 
him.  Your  worm  is  your  only  emperor  for  diet: 
we  &t  all  creatures  else,  to  fot  us :  and  we  fat  our- 
selves for  maggots:  Your  fat  king,  and  your  lean 
beggar,  is  but  variable  service ;  two  dishes,  but  to 
one  table ;  that's  the  end. 

King*  Alas,  alas ! 

Ham.  A  man  may  fish  with  the  worm  that  hath 
eat  of  a  king;  and  eat  of  the  fish  that  bath  fed  of 
that  worm. 

King.  What  dost  thou  mean  by  this  t 

Ham.  Nothing,  but  to  show  you  bow  a  king 
may  go  a  progress  throuj^h  the  guts  of  a  beggai 

King,  Where  is  Polonius  t 

Ham.  In  heaven ;  send  thither  to  see :  if  your 
messenger  find  him  not  there,  seek  him  i  the  other 
place  yourself.  But,  indeed,  if  you  find  him  not 
within  this  month,  you  shall  nose  him  as  you  go 
up  the  stairs  into  the  lobby. 

King.  Go  seek  him  there.  [To some  Attendants* 

Ham.  He  will  stay  till  you  come. 

[Exeunt  Attendants. 

King.  Hamlet,  this  deed,  for  thine   especial 
safety,— 
Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  hast  done,— must  send  thee 

hence 
With  fiery  quickness :  Therefore,  prepare  thyself; 
The  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help. 
The  associates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 

Ham.  For  England ! 

King.  Ay,  Hamlet. 

Herni,  Good. 

King.  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'st  our  purposes. 

Ham,  I  see  a  cherub,  that  sees  them. — But, 
come,  for  England !— Farewell,  dear  mother. 

King,  Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  mother :  Father  and  mother  is  man  and 
wife;  man  and  wife  is  one  flesh;  and  so,  my  mother. 
Come,  for  England  !-^  [Exit. 

King.  Follow  him  at  foot :  tempt  him  with  speed 
aboard: 
Delay  it  not.  111  have  him  hence  to-night: 
Away;  for  every  thing  is  seafd  and  done 
That  else  leans  on  the  aflbir :  Pray  you,  make  haste. 

[Exeunt  Roe.  and  Guil. 
And,  England,  if  my  love  thou  hold'st  af  aught, 
(As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  sense; 
Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danish  sword,  and  thy  free  awe 
Pays  homage  to  us,)  thou  may'st  not  coldly  set* 
Our  sovereign  proce.8s;  which  imports  at  full. 
By  letters  conjuring  to  that  effect. 
The  present  death  of  Hamlet    Do  it,  England ; 
For  like  the  hectic  in  my  blood  he  rages. 
And  thou  must  cure  me:  Till  I  know  His  done, 
Howe'er  ray  haps,  my  joys  will  ne'er  begin.  [ExU, 

SCENE  IV.— vl  Plain  in  Denmark. 
Enter  Fortinbras,  and  ForeeSt  marching. 

For.  Go,  captain,  firom  me  greet  the  Danish  king; 
Tell  him,  that,  by  his  licence,  Fortinbras 
Craves  the  conveyance  of  a  promised  march 
Over  his  kingdom.    You  know  the  rendezvous. 
If  that  his  majesty  would  aught  with  us. 
We  shall  express  our  duty  in  his  eye,* 
And  let  him  know  so. 

Cap.  I  will  doH,  my  lord. 

For.  Go  softly  on. 

[Exeunt  Fortinbras  and  Forces. 
Enter  Hamlbt,  Robbnorantz,  Gitildeksteiin,  4^ 

Ham,  Good  sir,  whose  powers  ore  these  ! 

Cap.  They  arc  of  Norway,  sir. 

Ham,  How  purposM,  sir, 

I  pray  you  1 

Cap,  Against  some  part  of  Poland. 

Ham.  Who 

Commands  them,  sir? 

Cap,  The  nephew  to  old  Norway,  Fortinbras. 

«  YaliM,  sstlmsts.  • 
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Will  nothing  stick  our  prnon  to  arraign 
!n  ear  and  ear.    O  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 
Like  to  a  murdering  piece,  in  many  places 
Gives  me  nuperHuous  death  !         [A  Noise  toithin. 
Queetu  •    Alack!  what  noi^e  is  thist 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

King.  Attend. 
Where  are  my  Switzers?  Let  them  guard  the  door: 
What  is  the  matter  1 

Gent,  Save  yourself,  my  lord ; 

The  ocean,  overpeering  of  his  list,* 
Eats  not  the  flatM  with  more  impetuous  haste, 
Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head. 
O'erbeare  your  officers  !  The  rabble  call  him  lord; 
And,  ait  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquity  forgot,  custom  not  known. 
The  ratiliers  and  props  of  every  word. 
They  cry.  Choose  we ;  Laertes  s/uttl  be  king  ! 
Caps.  hand^.  and  tonguen,  applaud  it  to  the  clouds, 
Laertes  shall  be  king^  fMertes  king  / 

Queen.  How  cheerfully  on  the  false  trail«  they 
try* 
O,  this  iii  counter.'  you  false  Danish  dogs. 

King.  The  doors  are  broke.  [Noise  wUhin. 

Enter  LjiERTE&,amted;  D^ne»  following* 

Laer,  Where  is  this  king?— Sirs,  stand  you  all 
without. 

Dan.  No,  let*s  come  in. 

Laer.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave. 

Dan.  We  will,  we  will. 

[  They  retire  without  the  door. 

Laer.  I  thank  you:  — keep  the  door.     O  thou 
vile  king. 
Give  me  my  father. 

Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer,  That  drop  of  blood,  that's  calm,  proclaims 
me  bastard; 
Cries,  cuckold, to  my  father;  brands  the  harlot 
Evrn  nere,  l>etween  the  chaste  unsmirched^  brow 
Of  my  true  mother. 

King.  What  is  the  cause,  Laertes, 

That  tliy  rebellion  looks  so  giant-like  ? — 
Let  him  go,  (iortrude;  do  not  fear  our  person; 
There's  such  divinity  doth  hed^e  a  king. 
That  ireastm  ran  but  peep  to  what  it  would. 
Acts  little  of  his  will.— Tell  me,  Laertes, 
Why  thou  art  thus  incens'd ;— Let  him  go,  Ger- 
trude ; — 
Speak,  man. 

Laer.  Where  is  my  father? 

King.  Dead. 

Qtte^n.  But  not  by  him. 

King.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Lair.  Il(»w  came  he  dead?  I'll  not  be  juggled 
with: 
To  hell,  allegiance  !  vows,  to  the  blackest  devil ! 
Conscienc*',  and  grace,  to  the  profoundest  pit ! 
I  dare  damnation :  To  this  pomt  I  stand,— 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence. 
Let  come  what  comes;  only  I'll  be  revenged 
Most  thoroughly  for  my  lather. 

King.  Who  shall  stay  you  ? 

Laer.  My  will ;  not  all  the  world's : 
And.  for  my  means,  I'll  husband  them  so  well, 
They  shall  go  far  with  little. 

Ktng.  Good  Laertes, 

If  you  desire  to  know  the  certainty 
Of  your  dear  father's  death,  is't  writ  in  your  re- 
venge, 
Tha  t.  sweephtake.  you  will  draw  both  friend  and  foe, 
Winner  and  loser  i 

Jf^er.  None  but  his  enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them  theni 

Laer.  To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  I'll  ope  my 
arms; 
And.  like  the  kind  life-rendVing  pelican, 
lie  past  them  with  my  blood. 

King.  Why,  now  you  tpemk 

Z.ike  a  good  child  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltless  of  your  father's  death, 
/  i.d  am  most  sensibly  in  grief  for  it, 
It  shall  as  level  to  your  judgment  'pear. 
As  day  does  to  your  eye. 

Danes.  [  IVUhin.]  Let  her  come  in. 

Laer.  How  now  f  what  noise  is  that! 

•  Bounds.  •  Scent. 

«  llonndi  mn  eoQDier  wbeo  they  trace  the  scent  'laek* 

•  Clean,  undeflled. 


Enter  Ofbkujl.  faniastieally  dressed  with  IStraws 

and  Flowers. 

O  heat,  dry  up  my  brains !  tears  seven  times  salt 
Burn  out  the  sense  and  virtue  of  mine  eye  !— 
By  heaven,  thy  madness  shall  be  paid  with  weig.*)U 
Till  our  scale  turn  the  beam.    O  rose  of  May ! 
Dear  maid,  kind  sister,  sweet  Ophelia ! 
O  heavens!  is't  possible,  a  young  maid's  wits 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life? 
Nature  is  fine*  in  love :  and,  where  'tis  fine. 
It  sends  some  precious  instance  of  itself 
After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Oph.  They  bore  him  bar^'aeed  on  the  bierg 
Hey  no  nrnwy^  nonny  hey  nonny: 
And  in  his  grave  raitCd  many  a  tear  /- 

Fare  you  well,  my  dove ! 

Laer,  Hadst  thou  thy  wits,  and  didst  persuade 
revenge. 
It  could  not  move  me  thus. 

Oph.  You  must  sing,  Down-a-down^  an  you  eaJ4 
hint  a-^iown-a.  O,  how  the  wheel'  becomes  it !  it 
is  the  false  steward,  that  stole  his  master's  daughter. 

Laer.  This  nothmg's  more  than  matter. 

Oph.  There's  rosemary,  that's  for  remembrance; 
pray  you,  love,  remember:  and  there  is  pansics, 
that's  for  thoughts. 

Laer.  A  document  in  madness ;  thoughts  and 
remembrance  lifted. 

Oph.  There's  fennel  for  you,  and  columbines: — 
there's  rue  for  you :  and  here's  some  for  me : — 
we  may  call  it,  herb  of  grace 


,       y< 

may  wear  your  rue  with  a  ditlerence.^i— There's 


Sundays  —  you 
a 
daisy: — 1  would  give  you  some  violets;  but  thej 
withered  all,  when  my  father  died:— They  say,  h« 
made  a  good  end, 

For  bonny  sujeet  Robin  is  all  my  joyi— 


[Sings. 


Laer.  Thought  and  affliction,  passion,  hell  itselA 
She  turns  to  favor,  and  to  prettiness. 

Oph.  And  will  he  not  come  again?  [Sings 

And  will  he  twt  come  again  ? 
NOf  no.  he  is  dead^ 
Go  to  thy  death'bedy 
He  never  will  come  again. 

His  beard  was  as  white  as  snow, 

Alljlaxen  was  his  ptdl: 
He  is  gone,  he  w  gone. 
And  we  cast  away  moan; 

God  'fl  mercy  on  his  soul ! 

And  of  all  Christian  souls !  I  pray  God.    God  be 
wi'  you  I  [Eocit  Ophjclia. 

Laer.  Do  you  see  this,  O  God ! 

A'in^.  Laertes,  I  must  commune  with  your  grief. 
Or  you  deny  me  right.    Go  but  apart. 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wisest  fViends  you  will. 
And  they  shall  hear  and  judge  'twixt  you  and  me . 
If  by  direct  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  touch'd,  we  will  our  kingdom  give. 
Our  crown,  our  lite,  and  all  that  we  call  ours. 
To  you  in  satisfaction;  but,  if  not. 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us. 
And  we  shall  jointly  labor  with  your  soul 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer,  Let  this  be  so; 

His  means  of  death,  his  obscure  fbneral,— 
No  trophy,  sword,  nor  hatchment,  o'er  his  bonea, 
No  noble  rite,  nor  formal  ostentation,— 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  heaven  to  earth, 
That  I  must  call't  in  question. 

King,  So  you  shall. 

And  where  the  offence  Is,  let  the  great  axe  fall. 
I  pray  you,  go  with  me.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  \Ij— Another  Room  in  the  same,. 
Enter  Horatio  and  a  Servant. 

Hot,  What  are  they,  that  would  speak  with  me ! 

Serv,  Sailors,  sir; 

They  lay,  they  have  letters  for  you. 

Hot.  Let  them  come  in  :— 

[Exit  Servai.  t. 
I  do  not  know  fh>m  what  part  of  the  world 
I  should  be  greeted,  if  not  from  lord  Hamlet. 


•  Artfbl. 

•  t.  c  By  its  Sandsy 
■lerely  rue,  i.  e.  sorrow. 


*  The  burden, 
"herb  of  grace;"  mine  Is 
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HAMLET, 


Act  it.  Scbki  VIL 


Enter  Sailors. 

1  S(HL    God  bless  you,  sir. 

Hur.  Let  him  bless  thee  too. 

1  SaiL  He  shall,  sir,  anH  please  him.  There's  a 
letter  for  you,  sir;  it  comes  from  the  ambassador 
that  was  bound  for  England ;  if  your  name  be  Ho- 
ratio, as  I  am  let  to  know  it  is. 

Hor.  [Reads.]  Horatio,  when  thnu  shalt  have 
overlooked  thia^gwe  these  feltowa  some  means  to  the 
king;  they  have  letters  for  him.  Ere  we  were  two 
days  old  afsea,  a  pirate  qf'very  warlike  appointment 
gnve  us  chase :  finding  ourselves  too  slow  qfsail^  we 
put  on  a  compelled  valor  g  and  in  the  grapple,  I 
boarded  them:  on  the  instant Jhey  got  clear  qf'  our 
ship;  so  I  alone  became  their  prisoner.  They 
have  dealt  with  me  like  thieves  qf  mercy ;  but  they 
knew  what  they  did;  I  am  to  ana goftd  turn  for 
them.  Let  the  king  have  the  letters  1  have  sent, 
and  repair  thou  to  me  with  as  much  haste  as  thou 
wouldst  fiy  death.  I  have  words  to  speak  in  thine 
ear  unit  make  thee  dumb;  yet  are  fhey  much  too 
light  for  the  bore  qf  the  matter.  These  good  fel- 
lows will  bring  thee  where  Tarn.  Rosencrantz and 
GuilUenstem  hold  their  course  for  England ;  qf 
them  I  have  much  to  tell  thee.   FarewelL 

He  that  thou  knowest  thuie,  Hamlet 

Come.  I  will  give  you  way  for  these  your  letters ; 
And  do*t  the  speedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 
To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.    [Exeunt. 

SCENE  Vlh— Another  Room  in  the  same. 
Enter  Kino  and  Laertes. 

King.  Now  must  your  conscience  my  acquittance 
seal, 
And  you  must  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend ; 
Sith  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowine:  ear. 
That  he,  which  hath  your  noble  lather  slain, 
Pursued  my  life. 

Txier.  It  well  appears:— but  tell  me, 

Why  you  proceeded  not  against  these  feats, 
So  crimcful  and  so  capital  in  nature, 
Afl  by  your  safety,  greatness,  wisdom,alI  thingselse. 
You  mainly  were  siirr'd  up. 

King.  O,  for  two  special  reasons : 

Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  seem  much  unsinew'd. 
But  yet  to  me  they  are  strong.    The  queen  his 

mother 
Lives  almost  by  his  looks;  nnd  for  myself, 
(My  virtue,  or  my;plague,  be  it  either  which,] 
She  is  8o  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  soul. 
That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  sphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her.    The  other  motive, 
Why  to  a  public  count  I  might  not  go. 
Is.  the  great  love  the  general  gender*  bear  him ; 
Who,  dipping  all  his  taults  in  their  affection, 
Work  like  the  spring  that  tumeth  wood  to  stone. 
Convert  his  gy  vea^  to  graces ;  so  that  my  arrows, 
Too  slightly  timber*d  for  so  loud  a  wind, 
Would  nave  reverted  to  my  bow  again, 
And  not  where  1  had  aim'd  them. 

Laer.  And  so  have  1  a  noble  father  lost ; 
A  sister  driven  into  desperate  terms ; 
Whose  worth,  if  praises  may  go  back  again, 
Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 
For  her  perlipctions : — But  my  revenge  will  come. 

King.  Break  not  your  sleeps  for  that:  you  must 
not  think. 
That  we  arc  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  dull. 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  danger. 
And  think  it  pastime.  You  shortly  shall  hear  more: 
I  lovM  your  lather,  and  we  love  ourself ; 
And  that.  I  hope,  will  teach  you  to  imagine, — 
How  now?  what  news  1 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Letters,  my  lord,  IVom  Hamlet: 

This  to  your  majesty ;  this  to  the  queen. 

King.  From  Hamlet !  who  brought  them? 

Mess.  Sailors,  my  lord,  they  say :  I  saw  them  not ; 
They  were  given  me  by  Claudio,  he  received  them 
Of  him  that  brought  tnem. 

King.  Laertes,  you  shall  hear  them : — 

Leave  us.  [Exit  Messenger. 

[Reads.]  High  and  mighty ^you shall  know,! am 
set  naked  on  your  kingdom.  To-morrow  shall  I  best 
leave  to  see  your  kingly  eyes;  when  I  shall  first, 
asking  your  pardon  thereunto,  recount  the  occasion 
vfmy  sudden  and  more  strange  return.     Hamlet. 

•  Coa.mon  pvople.  *  Chaina. 


What  should  this  mean?    Are  all  the  rest  corm 

back? 
Or  is  it  some  abuse,  and  no  such  thing? 

Laer,  Know  you  the  hand  ? 

Kinjg.  'Tis  Ham  let's  character.  Nekedr- 

And,  m  a  postcript  here,  he  saya,  alone: 
Can  you  advise  me  ? 

Laer.  I  am  lost  in  it,  my  lord.   But  let  buo 
come; 
It  warms  the  very  sickness  in  my  heart. 
That  1  shall  live  and  tell  him  to  nis  teeth, 
Tkus  diddest  thou. 

King.  If  it  be  so,  Laertes,— 

As  how  should  it  be  so  ?  how  otherwise?— 
Will  you  be  rul'd  by  me  ? 

Laer,  Ay,  my  lord; 

So  you.  will  not  o'er-rule  me  to  a  peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace.    If  he  be  now  '»• 
turn'd,— 
As  checking^  at  his  voyage,  and  that  he  meani 
No  more  to  undertake  it,— I  will  work  him 
To  an  exploit^  now  ripe  in  my  device, 
Under  the  which  he  snail  not  choose  but  fall : 
And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  shall  breathe; 
But  even  his  mother  shall  uncharge  the  practice, 
And  call  it  accident. 

Laer.  My  lord.  I  wtU  be  rulM: 

The  rather,  if  you  could  devise  it  so. 
That  I  might  be  the  organ. 

King.  It  fiills  right. 

You  have  been  talkM  of  since  your  travel  macb. 
And  that  in  Hamlefs  hearing,  for  a  qualitjr^ 
Wherein,  they  say.  you  shine:  your  sum  or  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  such  envy  from  him, 
As  did  that  one^  and  that,  in  my  regard, 
Of  the  unworthiest  sieere.* 

Laer.  What  part  is  that,  my  ionl  i 

King.  A  very  riband  in  the  cap  of  youth, 
Yet  needful  too ;  for  youth  no  less  become* 
The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears. 
Than  settled  age  his  sables  and  his  weeds. 
Importing  health  and  graveness.—  Two  monU» 

since. 
Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normand>,— 
I  have  seen  myself,  and  ser\'M  against,  the  Frf orh 
And  they  can  well  on  horseback:  but  this  pUant 
Had  witchcraft  inH;  he  grew  unto  his  seat; 
And  to  such  wonderous  doine  brought  his  how, 
As  he  had  been  incorps*d  and  demi*«atorM 
With  the  brave  beast:  so  far  he  topped  my  thought, 
That  I,  in  forgery  of  shapes  and  tncks. 
Come  short  of  wnat  he  did. 

Laer,  A  Norman,  wast  ? 

King.  A  Norman. 

Laer.  Upon  my  life,  Lamord. 

King.  The  very  «in^. 

Laer.  I  know  him  well :  he  is  the  brooch*  ia^* 
And  gem  of  all  the  nation. 

King.  He  made  confession  of  you ; 
And  gave  you  such  a  masterly  report. 
For  art  and  exercise  in  your  defence. 
And  for  your  rapier  most  especial. 
That  he  cried  out,  Hwould  be  a  sight  indeed. 
If  one  could  match  you:  the  scrimcnP  of  their 

nation, 
He  swore,  had  neither  motion,  guard,  nor  eye, 
If  you  oppos'd  them :  Sir,  this  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  ho  envenom  with  his  envy, 
That  he  could  notliing  do,  but  wish  and  beg 
Your  sudden  coming  o^cr,  to  play  with  you. 
Now,  out  of  this, ,, 

Laer.  What  out  of  this,  my  km! ! 

King.  Laertes,  was  your  father  dear  to  you ' 
Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  sorrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart? 

Lear.  Why  ask  you  this? 

King.  Not  that  I  think,  you  did  not  love  jov 
father; 
But  that  I  know,  love  is  begun  by  time: 
And  that  I  see,  in  passages  of  proof,* 
Time  Qualifies  the  spark  and  fire  of  it 
There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love 
A  kind  of  wick,  or  snuff,  that  will  abate  it* 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodness  still; 
For  goodness,  growing  to  a  pleurisy, 
Dies  in  his  own  too-much :  That  we  would  do. 
We  should  do  when  we  would;  for  this  wawu 
changes, 


•  Otjeeting  ta 

•  FoDoen. 


«  S^at  plaes. 
•  DaUj 
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And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many. 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents ; 
And  then  this  ahoulit  is  like  a  spendthrttl  sigh. 
That  hurts  by  easing.  But,  to  the  quick  o'  the  ulcer: 
Hamlet  comes  back;  What  would  you  undertake. 
To  show  yourself  indeed  your  father^s  son 
More  than  in  words  1 

Laer,  To  cut  his  throat  i'  the  church. 

King.  No  place,  indeed,  should  murder  sanctuar- 
izc: 
Revenge  should   have  no   bounds.     But,  good 

Laertes, 
Will  you  do  this :  keep  close  within  your  chamber  t 
Hamlet,  return^,  shall  know  you  are  come  home : 
We'll  put  on  those  shall  praise  your  excellence, 
And  set  a  double  varnish  on  the  fome 
The  Frenchman  gave  you;  bring  you,  in  fine,  to- 
gether, 
And  wager  o'er  your  heads:  he,  being  remiss, 
Most  generous,  and  free  tVom  all  contriving, 
Will  not  peruse  the  foils ;  so  that,  with  ease, 
Or  with  a  little  shuffling,  you  may  choose 
A  sword  unbnted,'  and,  m  a  pass  of  practice. 
Requite  him  tor  your  lather. 

Laer.  IwiUdoH: 

And,  lor  the  purpose,  IMl  anoint  my  sword. 
I  bought  an  unction  of  a  mountebank, 
So  mortal,  that,  but  dip  a  knife  in  it. 
Where  it  draws  blood,  no  cataplasm  so  rare, 
Collected  from  all  simples  that  have  virtue 
Under  the  moon,  can  save  the  thing  from  death 
That  is  but  scratched  withal:  IMl  touch  my  point 
Witi)  this  contagion ;  that,  if  I  gall  him  shghtly, 
It  may  be  death. 

King,  Let*s  ftirther  think  of  this ; 

Weijih,  what  convenience,  both  of  time  and  means, 
IVIay  IH  us  to  our  shape:  if  this  should  fail, 
And  tliat  our  dritl  look  through  our  bad  perform- 
ance, 
*Twcre  better  not  essayed:  therefore  this  project 
Should  have  a  back,  or  second,  that  might  hold, 
1  f  this  should  blast  in  proof.^    Sott ; — let  me  see : 
We'll  make  a  solemn  wager  on  your  cunnings,^ — 
1  ha't: 
When  on  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry. 


(As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end,) 
And  that  he  calls  for  drink,  Pll  have  preferred  him 
A  chalice  for  the  nonce  ;;8  whereon  but  sipping. 
If  he  by  chance  escape  your  venom'd  stucK,^ 
Our  purpose  may  hold  there.  But  stay,  what  noij«e  1 

Enter  Qcsin. 

How  now,  sweet  queen  t 

Queen.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel, 
So  fast  they  follow : — Your  sister's  drown'd,  L^erteii. 

Laer.  Drown'd !  O,  where  1 

Queen.  There  is  a  willow  grows  ascaunt  th« 
brook. 
That  shows  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glassy  stream ; 
Therewith  fantastic  garlands  did  she  make 
Of  crow-flowers,  nettles,  daisies,  and  long  pur])Ic8, 
That  Iit>eral^  shepherds  give  a  grosser  name. 
But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  men's  fingers  call 

them: 
There,  on  the  pendent  boughs  her  coronet  weeds 
Clambering  to  hang,  an  envious  sliver  broke; 
When  down  her  weedy  trophies,  and  herself. 
Fell  in  the  weeping  brook.    Her  clothes  spread 

wide; 
And,  mermaid-like,  a  while  they  bore  her  up : 
Which  time  she  chanted  snatches  of  old  tunes; 
As  one  incapable^^  of  her  own  distress, 
Or  like  a  creature  native  and  indued 
Unto  that  element:  but  long  it  cx>uld  not  be. 
Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink, 
Pull'd  the  poor  wretch  fVom  oer  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  death. 

Laer.  Alas !  then,  she  is  drown'd  1 

Queen.  Drown'd,  drown'd. 

Laer,  Too  much  of  water  hast  thou,  poor  Ophelia, 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears :  But  ye 
It  is  our  trick ;  nature  her  custom  holds, 
Let  shame  say  what  it  will :  when  these  are  gone 
The  woman  will  be  out.— Adieu,  my  lord  ! 
I  have  a  speech  of  fire,  that  fain  would  blaze^ 
But  that  this  foUy  drowns  it.  lExif 

King.  Let's  follow,  Gertrude : 

How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage ! 
Now  fear  I,  this  will  give  it  start  again ; 
Tlieretbre,  let's  follow.  [Exeunt 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L— i4  Churchyard, 

Enter  two  Clowns,  wUh  Spades^  4*c* 

1  CUt,  Is  she  to  be  buried  in  Christian  burial, 
that  wiltXiUy  seeks  her  own  salvation  1 

2  do,  I  tell  thee,  she  is;  therefore  make  her 
^rave  strai'^hiH  the  crowner  hath  set  on  her,  and 
iinds  it  Christian  burial. 

1  Clo.  How  can  that  be,  unless  she  drowned  her- 
self in  her  own  defence  1 

2  Clo.  Why,  'tis  found  so. 

1  Clo,  It  must  be  8e  uffendendos  it  cannot  be  else, 
j'^'or  here  lies  the  point :  If  1  drown  myself  wit- 
tingly, it  argues  an  act:  and  an  act  hath  three 
branches;  it  is,  to  act,  to  do,  and  to  perform :  Argal, 
«he  drowned  herself  wittingly. 

2  (To.  Nay,  but  hear  you,  goodman  delvcr. 

1  <  'lu.  Give  me  leave.  Here  lies  the  water ;  good : 
here  stands  the  man ;  good :  If  the  man  §o  to  this 
water,  and  drown  himself,  it  is,  will  he,  mil  he,  he 
goes;  mark  you  that:  butif  the  water  come  to  him, 
«nd  drown  him,  he  drowns  not  himself:  Argal,  he, 
that  is  not  guilty  of  his  own  death,  shortens  not 
his  own  lite. 

2  Clo.  But  is  this  law  t 

1  CUk  Ay,  marry,  is't;  crowner's  quest  law. 

2  CUt.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on't?  If  this  had 
not  been  a  gentlewoman,  she  should  have  been 
buried  out  of  Christian  burial. 

1  Clo.  Why,  there  thou  say'st:  And  the  more 
oity,  that  great  folks  shall  have  countenance  in  this 
^orld  to  drown  or  hang  themselves,  more  than  their 
9Ten^  Christian.  Come,  my  spade.  There  is  no 
ancient  gentlemen  but  gardeners,  ditchers,  and 
grave-makers ;  they  hold  up  Adam's  profession. 

I  Not  blant«d  as  fblls  are. 

s  As  fire-arms  sometimes  burst  in  proring  their  strength. 


m  MUltt 
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2  Clo*  Was  he  a  gentleman  ? 

1  CU).  He  was  the  first  that  ever  bore  arms. 

2  Clo,  Why,  he  had  none. 

1  CU).  What,  art  a  heathen  t  How  dost  thou  im- 
derstand  tlie  Scripture  1  The  Scripture  says,  Adam 
digged:  Could  be  dig  without  arms!  I'll  put 
another  question  to  thee:  if  thou  answerest  mc  not 
to  the  purpose,  confess  thyself 

2  CU),  Go  to. 

1  CU).  What  Is  he,  that  builds  stronger  than 
either  the  mason,  the  shipwright,  or  the  car* 
pcnterl 

2  Clo.  The  gallows-maker;  for  that  fVame  out- 
lives a  thousand  tenants. 

1  Clo,  1  like  thy  wit  well,  in  good  fkith ;  the 
gallows  does  well:  But  how  does  it  wcUl  it  does 
well  to  those  that  do  ill:  now  thou  dost  ill,  to  say, 
the  gallows  is  built  stronger  than  the  church; 
argal,  the  gallows  may  do  well  to  thee.  To't  again ; 
come. 

2  Cln,  Who  builds  stronger  than  a  mason,  a 
shipwright,  or  a  carpenter  1 

1  CU).  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 

2  Clo.  Marry,  now  1  can  tell. 

1  CU).  Tot 

2  Clo.  Mass,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Hamlkt  and  Horatio,  at  a  distance, 

1  CU),  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it ;  foi 
your  dull  ass  will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating 
and,  when  you  are  asked  this  question  next,  say,  a 

§  rave-maker:  the  houses  that  he  makes,  last  til) 
oomsday.    Go,  get  thee  to  Yaughan,  and  fetch  me 
astoupofliquor. 

[Exit  3  Clown. 

'Tbrast 
•  Inseoslbla. 


•  A  cap  t>r  the  parpose. 

•  Lloentloiis. 
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Knttr  Priesta,  ^c^  in  Procession i  the  Corpse  of 
Ophelia,  Lairtes,  and  Mourners^  following  i 
King,  Queen,  Iheir  Trains,  ^e. 

The  queen,  the  courtiers :  Who  is  this  thev  follow  t 
And  with  such  maimed  rites!  This  doth  oetoken, 
The  corpse  they  follow  did  with  desperate  hand 
Fordo'  its  own  life.    'Twas  of  some  estate : 
Couch  we  a  while,  and  mark. 

[Retiring  with  HoRATto. 

Laer.  What  ceremony  else  \ 

Hcmi,  That  is  Laertes, 

A  very  noble  youth :  Mark. 

Laer,  What  ceremony  elsel 

1  Priest.  Her  obsequies  have  been  as  fiir  enlarged 
As  we  have  warranty:  Her  death  wasdoubtAiI; 
And,  but  that  great  command  oVrswaysthe  order, 
She  f-hould  in  ground  unsanctit^ed  have  lodgM 
Till  the  las*  trumpet;  for  "charitable  prayers, 
Shards  3  ninbi,  and  pebbles,  should  be  thrown  on 

her; 
Yet  here  nhe  is  allowM  her  virgin  crants,^ 
Her  maiden  strewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  bell  and  burial. 

Larr.  Must  there  no  more  be  donel 

1  Priest.  No  more  be  done ! 

We  should  profkne  the  service  of  the  dead, 
To  sing  a  requiem.^  and  such  rest  to  her 
A>«  TO  peace-partea  souls. 

Laer,  Lay  her  i'  the  earth  ;— 

And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  tlesh 
May  violets  sjiring !— I  tell  thee,  churlish  priest, 
A  minist'ring  angel  shall  my  sister  be, 
AVhen  thou  liest  howling. 

Ham.  What !  the  feir  Ophelia ! 

Queen,  Sweets  to  the  sweet :  Farewell ! 

[Scattering  Flowers, 
I  hoped,  thou  shouldst  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife; 
1  thought,  thy  bride-bed  to  have  dcck'd,  sweet  maid, 
And  not  have  strew'd  thy  grave. 

Laer,  O.  treble  woe 

Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  cursed  head, 
Whose  wicked  deed  thy  most  ingenious  sense 
I>ei>rived  thee  of! — Hold  off  the  earth  a  while, 
Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms : 

[  Leaps  into  the  grave. 
Now  pile  your  dust  upon  the  quick«  and  dead; 
Till  of  this  flat  n  mountain  you  have  made 
Too'ertojn  old  Pelion,  or  the  skyish  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

ham.  [Adiyincing.]  What  is  he  whose  grief 
Bears  such  an  emphasis  1  whose  phrase  of  sorrow 
Conjures  the  wand'ring  stars,  and  makes  them 

stand 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearers?  this  is  1, 
Hamlet  the  Dane.  [Leaps  into  the  grave. 

Laer.  The  devii  take  thy  soul ! 

[Grappling  with  him. 

Nam.  Thou  pray'st  not  well. 
I  pr'ythee,  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat; 
For,  though  I  am  not  splenetive  and  rash, 
Vet  have  I  in  me  something  dangerous. 
Which,  let  thy  wisdom  fear:  hold  off  tny  hand. 

King.  Pluck  them  asunder. 

Queen,  Hamlet!  Hamlet! 

All.  Gentlemen, 

Hot,  Good  my  lord,  be  quiet. 

[The  Attendants  part  them,  and  they  come 
out  of  the  lirave. 

i/am.  Why,  1  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme. 
Until  my  eyelids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Queen.  O  my  son,  what  thence  ? 

Ham.  I  lovM  Ophelia :  forty  thousand  brothers 
Could  not,  with  all  their  quantity  of  love. 
Make  up  my  sum.-— What  will  thou  do  for  her! 

King,  O,  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 

Queen.  For  love  of  God,  forbear  him. 

Ham.  'Zounds,  show  me  what  thou*lt  do: 
WouPt  weep?  wouPt  fight  1  wouPt  fest]  wonPt 

tear  thyself? 
W«»uPt  drink  up  Esil  ?''  eat  a  crocodile? 
I'll  dot  —Dost  thou  come  here  to  whine? 
To  outface  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave  ? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  so  will  I : 
And,  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us ;  till  our  ground, 

•  Undo,  deMtroj.      a  Broken  pots  or  tiles.       «  Garlands. 
»  A  mass  for  the  dosd.  •  LiTlng. 

lEtMl  Is  vinegar;  but  Mr.  Stevens  conjectures  the  word 
«bould  be  Weitd, a  rlverirbich  fiilb  into  the  Baltic  Ooeao. 


Singeing  his  pate  against  the  burning  zone. 
Make  Ossa  like  a  wart !  Nay,  an  thoul't  mouth. 
I'll  rant  as  well  aa  thou. 

Queen^  This  is  mere  madnuM. 

And  thus  a  while  the  fit  will  work  on  him ; 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove, 
When  that  her  golden  couplets  are  diaclos'd,^ 
His  silence  will  sit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you,  sir; 

What  is  the  reason  that  you  use  me  tlius  ? 
I  lov'd  you  ever:  But  it  is  no  matter; 
Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may, 
The  cat  will  mew,  and  dog  will  have  his  day.  [Exit 

King.  1   pray   thee,  good  Horatio,  wait  upon 

him.-—  [Exit  Horapio 

Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  last  night^s  speech ; 

[To  Laeutes. 
W'll  put  the  matter  to  the  present  push. — 
Good  Gertrude,  set  some  watch  over  your  son. — 
This  grave  shall  have  a  living  monument: 
An  hour  of  quiet  shortly  shall  we  see; 
Till  then,  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  ll.'-A  Hall  in  the  Castle, 
Enter  HiJiLET  and  Horatio. 

Ham,  So  much  for  this,  sir :  now,  shall  you  see 
the  other;— 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumstaoce  1 

Hor,  Remember  it,  my  lord? 

Ham,  Sir,in  my  heart  there  wasa  kind  of  fighting. 
That  would  not  let  me  sleep:  methought,  1  lay 
Worse  than  the  mutines^  in  the  bilboes.'    Rashly, 
And  prais'd  be  rashness  for  it,— Let  us  know. 
Our  indiscretion  sometimes  serves  us  well. 
When  our  deep  plots  do  pall;'^  and  that  should 

teach  us, 
There's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends. 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will. 

Htfr,  That  is  most  certain. 

Ham,  Up  from  my  cabin. 
My  sea-gown  scarl^d  about  me,  in  the  dark 
GropM  I  to  find  out  them  :  had  my  desire; 
Finger'd  their  packet;  and,  in  fine,  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again :  making  so  bold. 
My  fears  forgetting  manners,  to  unseal 
Their  grand  commission ;  where  I  found,  Horatio, 
A  royal  knavery ;  an  exact  command, — 
Larded  with  many  several  sorts  of  reasons. 
Importing  Denmark^s  health,  and  England's  too. 
With,  ho!  such  bugs^  and  goblins  in  my  life, — 
That  on  the  supervise,  no  leisure  bated. 
No,  not  to  stay  the  grinding  of  the  axe. 
My  head  should  be  struck  otll 

Hot,  IsH  possible  ? 

Ham,  Here's  the  commission;  read  it  at  more 
leisure. 
But  wilt  thou  hear  now  how  I  did  proceed? 

Hor,  Ay,  'beseech  you. 

Ham,  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  villanics, 
Or*  1  could  make  a  prologue  to  my  brains. 
They  had  begun  the  play ;— 1  sat  me  down; 
Devis'd  a  new  commission ;  wrote  it  feir : 
I  once  did  hold  it,  as  our  statists^  do. 
A  baseness  to  write  fair,  and  labor  a  much 
How  to  Ibrget  that  learning;  but,  sir,  now 
It  did  me  yeoman's  service :  Wilt  thou  know 
The  effect  of  what  I  wrote? 

tior.  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Ham,  An  earnest  conjuration  from  the  King, — 
As  England  was  his  fiiithful  tributary; 
As  love  between  them  like  the  palm  might  flourish ; 
As  peace  should  still  her  wheaten  garland  wear, 
Ana  stand  a  comma<(  'tween  their  amities; 
And  many  such  like  as's  of  great  charge,— 
That,  on  the  view  and  knowing  of  these  contents. 
Without  debatement  fUrther,  more  or  less, 
He  should  the  bearers  put  to  sudden  death. 
Not  shriving^  time  allowed. 

Hor,  How  was  this  seal'd  ? 

Ham,  Why, even  in  that  was  heaven  ordinant : 
I  had  my  fether's  signet  in  my  purse, 
Which  was  the  model  of  that  Danish  seal: 
Folded  the  writ  up  in  the  form  of  the  other; 
Subscribed  it;  gave't  the  impression;  placed  il 

safely. 
The  changehng  never  known :  Now  the  next  day 

•  Hatched.  •  Mutineers. 

•  Fetters  and  handcuffs  brought  flrom  Bilboa  in  Spain 

•  Ftiil.  a  Bugbears.  « Belbre. 

•  Statesmen.       •  A  note  of  eonnectlon.      «  ConftsslB|^ 
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Ham.  In  happy  time. 

Lord.  The  queen  desires  you  to  u^e  some  gentle 
entertainment  to  Laertes,  before  you  &11  to  play. 

Ham.  She  well  instructs  me.  [Exit  Lord. 

liur.  You  Will  lose  this  wager,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  do  not  think  so;  since  he  went  into 
France.  1  have  been  in  continual  practice;  I  shall 
vrin  at  the  odds.  But  thou  wouldst  not  think,  how 
ill  all's  here  about  my  heart :  but  it  is  no  matter. 

Hur.  Nay,  good  my  lord, 

Ham.  It  is  but  foolery;  but  it  is  such  a  kind  of 
gmin-giving,^  as  would,  perhaps,  trouble  a  woman. 

Hnr.  If  your  mind  dislike  any  thing,  obey  it:  I 
ipvill  forestall  their  repair  hither,  and  say,  you  are 
not  flt. 

Ham.  Not  a  whit;  we  defy  augury;  there  is  a 
special  providence  in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow.  If  it  t>e 
now,  *tis  not  to  come ;  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it  will 
be  now;  if  it  be  not  now,  yet  it  will  come:  the 
readiness  is  all :  Since  no  man,  of  aught  he  leaves, 
knows,  what  i8*t  to  leave  betimes !    Let  be. 

£fUer  K»o,  Quiin,  Larrtes,  Lords,  Osbic,  and 
Attendants,  tuUh  F&Ua,  ^-c 

King.  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this  hand 
from  me. 

[The  KiVG  puts  the  Hand  qf  Labbtis 
into  that  qf  Hamlet. 
Ham*  Give  me  your  pardon,  sir:  I  have  done 
you  wrong ; 
But  paroon  it,  as  you  are  a  gentleman. 
This  preKence**  knows,  and  you  must  needs  have 

heard. 
How  I  am  punished  with  a  sore  distraction. 
'What  I  have  done. 

That  might  your  nature,  honor,  and  exception. 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  maaness. 
\Vas*t  Hamlet  wronged  Laertes  1    Never  Hamlet ; 
If  Hamlet  from  bim^elf  be  ta*en  away, 
And,  when  he*s  not  himself,  does  wrong  Laertes, 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it. 
Who  does  it,  then  ?    His  madness  :  If  *t  be  so, 
Hamlet  is  of  the  faction  that  is  wrong'd; 
H  is  madness  is  poor  Hamlet*s  enemy. 
SiT^  in  this  audience. 
Let  my  disclaiming  fW>m  a  purpos'd  evil 
Free  me  so  lar  in  your  most  generous  thoughts, 
That  1  have  shot  my  arrow  o*er  the  house. 
And  hurt  my  brother. 

Luer.  I  am  satisfied  in  nature. 

Whose  motive,  in  this  case,  should  stir  me  most 
To  my  revenge :  but  in  my  terms  of  honor 
I  i«tand  aloof;  and  will  no  reconcilement. 
Till  by  some  elder  masters  of  known  honor, 
1  have  a  voice  and  precedent  of  peace. 
To  keep  my  name  ungorM  r^  But  till  that  time, 
1  do  receive  your  offer'd  love  like  love. 
And  will  not  wrong  it. 

Ham.  I  embrace  it  fVeely ; 

And  will  this  brother's  wager  frankly  play.— 
Give  us  the  foils ;  come  on. 

Laer.  Come,  one  for  me. 

Ham,  V\\  be  your  foil,  Laertes ;  in  mine  igno- 
rance 
your  skill  shall,  like  a  star  i'  the  darkest  night, 
8tlck  fiery  off  indeed. 

Laer,  You  mock  me,  sir. 

Ham.  No,  by  this  hand. 

King.  Give  them  the  foils,  young  Osricw— Cousin 
Hamlet, 
Yon  know  the  wager  1 

Ham,  Very  well,  my  lord ; 

Vour  grace  hath  laid  the  odds  o'  the  weaker  side. 

King.  I  do  not  fear  it:— 1  have  seen  you  both:— 
But  since  he*s  better'd,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Lfler.  This  is  too  heavy,  let  me  see  another. 

Ham.  This  likes  me  well:  These  foils  have  all 
a  length  ?  [  They  prepare  to  play, 

Oxr.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  stoupsi  of  wine  upon  that 
table : — 
If  Hamlet  give  the  first  or  second  hit. 
Or  quit  in  answer  of  the  third  exchange, 
Let  all  the  battlemenU  their  ordnance  tire, 
The  king  shall  drink  to  Hamlet*s  better  breath ; 
And  in  the  cup  an  union'  shall  he  throw. 


« M icgivhif. 
•  Un«roaDded. 


•  Ths  king  and  qoeeo'ii  presence. 

*  Large  Jogs. 


Richer  than  that  which  four  successive  kings 

In   Denmark's  crown  have  worn;  Give  me  the 

cups; 
And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  speak, 
The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without. 
The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heaven  to  earth, 
Now  the  King  drinks  to  Hamlet.— Come,  begin  ;— 
And  you,  the  judges,  bear  a  wary  « ye. 

Ham.  Come  on,  sir. 

Laer.  Come  my  lord   [They  play 

Ham,  One. 

Laer,  No. 

Ham,  Judgment. 

Osr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit. 

Laer,  Well,— again. 

Kitig,  Stay,  give  me  drink:  Hamlet,  this  pearl 
is  thine ; 
Here's  to  thy  health.— Give  him  the  cup. 

[Trumpets  sound  f  and  Cannot 
shot  off  within. 

Ham.  V\\  play  this  bout  first,  set  it  by  a  while. 
Come^— Another  hit ;  What  say  you  1   [They  play, 

Laer,  A  touch,  a  touch,  1  do  confess. 

King.  Our  son  shall  win. 

Queen.  He's  fat,  and  scant  of  breath.— 

Here,  Hamlet,  take  my  napkin,  rub  thy  brows: 
The  queen  carouses  to  thy  fortune,  Hamlet. 

Ham,  Good  madam, 

King,  Gertrude,  do  not  dnnk. 

Queeti.  I  will,  my  lord;— I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

King,  It  is  the  poison *d  cup ;  it  is  too  late.  [Aside. 

Ham.  I  dare  not  drink  yet,  madam;  by-and-bv. 

Qtteen.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

Laer.  My  lord,  1*11  hit  bim  now. 

King.  I  do  not  think  it. 

Laer,  And  yet  it  is  almost  against  my  conscience 

[Aside. 

Ham.  Come,  for  the  third,  Laertes :  You  do  bu* 
dally; 
I  pray  you,  pass  with  your  best  violence; 
I  am  aieard,  you  make  a  wanton^  of  me. 

Laer,  Say  you  so?  come  on.  [They  play 

Osr.  Nothing  neither  way. 

Laer,  Have  at  you  now. 
[Labrtes  wounds  Hamlet;  then^  in  scuffling, 
they  change  Rapiers^  and  Hamlet  wounds 
Laertes. 

King,  Part  them ;  they  are  incens'd. 

Ham.  Nay,  come  again.  [The  Qvke^  fails. 

Osr,  Look  to  the  queen  there,  ho 

Hor.  They  bleed  on  both  sides :— How  is  it,  m% 
lordl 

Osr.  How  is't,  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  Why,  as  a  woodcock  to  my  own  springe, 
Osric; 
I  am  justly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 

Ham.  How  does  the  queen  1 

King.  She  swoons  fo  see  them  bleef* 

Queen.  No,  no,  the  drink,  tie  drink, — O  my 
dear  Hamlet  !— 
The  drink,  the  drink ;— I  am  poison'd !  [Dies 

Ham.  O  villany !  —  Ho !  let  the  door  be  locked  : 
Treachery !  seek  it  out.  [LAKKT^B/alts 

Laer.  It  is  here,  Hamlet:  Hamlet,  thou  art  slain : 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good. 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour's  life ; 
The  treacherous  instrument  is  in  thy  hand, 
Unbatod,-*  and  envenom'd :  the  foul  practice 
Hath  tum'd  itself  on  mo;  lo,  here  I  he. 
Never  to  rise  again :  Thy  mother's  poison'd; 
I  can  no  more;  the  king,  the  king's  to  blarao. 

Ham.  The  point 
Envenom'd  too ! — then,  venom,  to  thy  work. 

[Stales  the  XiMQ. 

Osr.  4*  Lords.  Treason !  treason  f 

King.  O,  yet  defend  me  friends,  I  am  but  hurt 

Ham.  Here,  thou  incestuous,  murdVous,  damnei* 
Dane, 
Drink  off  this  potion:— Is  thy  union  here? 
Follow  my  mother.  Tkinq  dies, 

Laer.  He  is  justly  serv'd ; 

It  is  a  poison  temper'd*  by  himself.— 
Exchange  forgiveness  with  me,  noble  Hamlet: 
Mine  and  my  father's  death  come  not  upon  thee: 
Nor  thine  on  me !  l^*^*" 

Ham.  Heaven  make  thee  firee  of  it!    I  follow 
thee. 


•  Boy. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I.— Venice.    A  Street. 

Enter  Roderigo  and  Iago. 

RhL  Tush,  never  tell  me,  I  take  it  much  un- 
kindly, 
That  thou,  Ih(^o,— who  hast  had  my  purse. 
As  if  the  strings  were  thine,— shouldst  know  of 
this. 
Iago.  'S blood,  but  you  will  not  hear  me : — 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  such  a  matter, 
Abhor  me. 

RofL  Thou  told*8t  me,  thou  didst  hold  him  in  thy 

hate. 
Iago.  Despise  me,  if  I  do  not.    Three  great  ones 
of  tiie  city, 
In  personal  suit  to  make  me  his  lieutenant, 
OA  capped'  to  him;— and,  by  the  laith  of  man, 
I  know  my  price,  I  am  worth  no  worse  a  place: 
But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purposes, 
£vades  them,  with  a  bombast  circumstance,' 
Horribly  stun^d  with  epithets  of  war; 
And,  in  conclusion,  nonsuits 
Mv  mediators ;  fur  certes,^  says  he, 
I  have  atreuiiy  chose  my  officer. 
And  what  was  he  ? 
Korsooth,  a  great  arithmetician, 
One  Michael  Casslo,  a  Florentine, 
A  tiellow  almost  damn*d  in  a  fair  wife ; 
That  never  set  a  squadron  in  the  field. 
Nor  the  division  ol  a  battle  knows 
More  than  a  spinster;  unless  the  bookish  theoric, 
Wherein  the  toged  consuls  can  propose 
As  masterly  as  he :  mere  prattle,  without  practice. 
Is  ail  his  soldiership.    But  he,  sir,  had  the  election: 
And  I, — of  whom  his  eyes  had  seen  the  proof 
At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprus ;  and  on  other  grounds 
Christian  and  heathen,— must  be  be-lee^d  and  calm'd 
Hy  debitor  and  creditor,  this  counter-caster;^ 
He,  in  good  time,  must  his  lieutenant  be. 
And  I,  (God  bless  the  mark!)  his  Moorship's  an- 
cient. 
Rod,  By  heaven,  I  rather  would  have  been  his 

hangman. 
Iago.  But  there's  no  remedy,  'tis  the  curse  of 
service; 
l*reterment  goes  by  letter,  and  aflfection. 
Not  by  the  old  gradation,  where  each  second 
Stood  heir  to  the  first.    Now,  sir,  be  judge  yourself. 
Whether  1  in  any  just  term  am  atfin'i^ 
To  love  the  Moor. 

Rod,  I  would  not  follow  him  then. 

Iago.  0,  sir,  content  you ; 
I  /bllow  him  to  serve  my  turn  upon  him : 

■  Sainted.  •  Circomloeution.  a  Certainly. 

«  It  was  am  lently  the  practice  to  reckon  np  snms  with 
•rionfcers.  •  Aelated. 


We  cannot  all  be  masters,  nor  all  masters 
Cannot  be  truly  followed.    You  shall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave, 
Tha^  doting  on  his  own  obsequious  bondage. 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  master's  ass, 
For  naught  but  provender;  and,  when  he's  old, 

cashier'd ; 
Whip  me  such  honest  knaves :  Others  there  are. 
Who,  trimm'd  in  forms  and  visages  of  duty, 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themselves ; 
And,  throwing  but  shows  of  service  on  their  lords. 
Do  well  thrive  by  them,  and  when  they  have  lined 

their  coats. 
Do  themselves  homage :  these  fellows  have  some 

soul; 
And  such  a  one  do  I  profess  mysei£ 
For,  sir, 

It  is  as  sure  as  you  are  Roderigo, 
Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  laco: 
In  following  him.  I  follow  but  myself; 
Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  I  for  love  and  duty, 
But  seeming  so,  for  my  peculiar  end : 
For  when  my  outward  action  doth  demonstrate 
The  native  act  and  figure  of  my  heart 
In  compliment  extern.  His  not  long  after 
But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve 
For  daws  to  peck  at :  1  am  not  what  I  am. 

Rod.  What  a  fUU  Ibrtune  does  the  thick-lips  owe,* 
If  he  can  carryH  thus ! 

Iago.  Call  up  her  fether. 

Rouse  him :  make  after  him,  poison  his  delight, 
Proclaim  him  in  the  streets;  incense  her  kinsmen. 
And,  though  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwell. 
Plague  him  with  flies;  though  that  his  joy  be  joy 
Yet  throw  such  changes  of  vexation  on% 
As  it  may  lose  some  color. 

Rod,  Here  is  her  father's  house ;  I'll  call  aloud. 

Iago.  Do ;  with  like  timorous  accent,  and  dire  yell. 
As  when,  by  night  and  negligence,  tne  fire 
Is  spied  in  populous  cities. 

Rod,  What  ho !  Brabantio !  signior  Brabantio,  ho! 

Iago.  Awake!   what  ho!   Brabantio!   thieves! 
thieves!  thieves! 
Look  to  your  house,  your  daughter, and  your  bags* 
Thieves!  thieves! 

Bbabantio,  above,  at  a  Window* 

Bra,  What  is  the  reason  of  this  terrible  summo*/*. ! 
What  is  the  matter  there  1 

Rod,  Signior,  is  all  your  family  within  t 

logo.  Are  your  doors  lock'd  1 

Bra,  Why  1  wherefore  ask  you  this  ? 

Ittgo.  Zounds,  sir,  you  are  robb'd ;  for  shame,  put 
on  your  gown ; 
Your  heart  is  burst,  you  have  lost  half  your  soul; 
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Hnve  sent  a  dozen  seqaent  messengera 

This  very  niKht  at  one  another's  heels ; 

And  many  or  the  consuls,  raisM,  and  met. 

Are  at  the  duke's  already:  You  have  been  hotly 

callM  for; 
When,  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found, 
The  senate  hath  sent  about  three  several  quests, 
To  search  you  out 

Oih,  'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you. 

I  will  but  spend  a  word  here  in  the  house, 
And  go  with  you.  [fi^: 

C(u,  Ancient,  what  makes  he  nerc  1 

lago.  'Faith,  he  to-night  hath  boarded  a  land 
carack ;" 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 

Cos.  I  do  not  understand. 

logo.  He's  married. 

Cta,  To  who  1 

Re-enter  Othbllo. 

Ifrgo.  Marry,  to— Come,  captain,  will  you  eo  t 

Ofh.  Have  with  you. 

Cfis,  Here  comes  another  troop  to  seek  for  you. 

Enier  Buabantto,  RonERico,  and  Officers  (f  nighty 
with  Torches  and  Weapons, 

la^.  It  is  Brabantio :— general,  be  advis'd; 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 

O/A.  Hola !  stand  there ! 

R(mU  Signior,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bra,  Down  with  him,  thief! 

{They  draw  im  both  sides. 

Iff  fro.  You,  Roderigo!  come  sir,  I  am  for  you. 

O/A.  Keep  up  your  bright  swords,  for  the  dew 
will  rust  them. — 
Good  signior,  you  shall  more  command  with  years. 
Than  with  your  weapons.  ^ 

Bra.  O  thou  foul  thief,  where  hast  thou  stow  d 
my  daughter  ? 
DamnM  a«  thou  art,  thou  hast  enchanted  her: 
For  I'll  refer  nie  to  all  things  of  sense, 
If  she  in  chains  of  magic  were  not  hound. 
Whether  a  maid — so  tender,  tuir,  and  happy; 
So  o|>])osite  to  marriaf^o.  that  she  shunnM 
The  wealthy  curled  darlings  of  our  nation, 
WomM  evrr  have,  to  incur  a  general  mock. 
Run  from  her  guardajre  to  the  sooty  Imsom 
Of  ^iich  a  thing  as  thou  :  to  fear,  not  to  delight. 
Jiidire  me  the  world,  if  'tis  not  gross  in  sense, 
Thut  (hou  liast  practis'd  on  her  with  foul  charms: 
ANus^d  her  dclicatx*  youth  with  druj^s.or  minerals, 
That  waken  motion :— ril  have  it  disputed  on; 
'Tis  probable,  and  paljuihle  to  thinking. 
I  there  tore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee, 
For  an  abuser  of  the  world,  a  practiser 
Of  art«*  inhiltited  and  out  of  warrant: — 
Lay  hold  upon  him;  if  he  do  resist, 
SuSdue  him  at  his  peril. 

Ofh.  Hold  your  hands, 

Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  rest: 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  I  should  have  known  it 
Without  a  prompter.— Where  will  you  that  I  go 
To  answer  this  your  charge  ? 

Bra.  To  prison :  till  fit  time 

Of  law,  and  course  of  direct  session. 
Call  tiiee  to  answer. 

Ofh.  What  if!  do  obey  1 

How  may  the  duke  be  therewith  satisfied ; 
Whose  messengers  are  here  about  my  side, 
I'pon  some  present  business  of  the  state, 
To  bring  me  to  him  1 

Off",  'Tis  true,  most  worthy  signior. 

The  duke*s  in  council ;  and  your  noble  self, 
I  am  sure,  is  sent  for. 

Bra.  How !  the  duke  in  council 

In  this  time  of  the  night! — Bring  him  away; 
Mine's  not  an  idle  cause :  the  duke  himself,         * 
Or  any  of  my  brothers  of  the  state. 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their  own : 
Fit  if  such  actions  may  have  passage  free, 
Bt>nd-6lave8,  and  pagans,  shall  our  statesmen  be. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— A  Council  Chamber. 

The  Duke  and  Senators,  sifting  at  a  Table  ;  Offi- 
cers attending, 

Duke,  There  is  no  composition'  in  these  news, 
That  gives  them  credit 

1  Sen,  Indeed,  they  are  dispro portion *d ; 

My  letters  say,  a  hundred  and  seven  galleys, 
«  A  rich  vessel.  •  ConBifltenoy. 
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Duke,  And  mine,  a  hundred  and  forty. 

2  Sen,  And  mine,  two  hundred' 

But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  just  account, 
(As  in  these  cases,  where  the  aim»  reports, 
'Tis  oft  with  difference,)  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  Turkish  fieet,  and  beanng  up  to  Cyprus. 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  possible  enough  to  judgment; 
I  do  not  so  secure  me  in  the  error. 
But  the  main  article  I  do  approve 
in  tiparful  sense. 

Sailor,  [  IViihin.]  What  ho !  what  ho!  what  ho! 
Enter  an  Officer,  with  a  Sailor. 

Off.  A  messenger  firom  the  galleys. 

Duke.  Now !  the  business! 

Sailor,   The   Turkish   preparation   makes   lor 
Rhodes: 
So  was  1  bid  report  here  to  the  state, 
By  signior  Angelo. 

Duke.  How  say  you  by  this  change  1 

1  Sen.  This  cannot  be 

By  no  assay  of  reason;  His  a  pageant. 
To  keep  us  in  false  gaze  :  When  we  consider 
The  imporlancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk; 
And  let  ourselves  again  but  understand. 
That,  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhodes, 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  question'  bear  it. 
For  that  it  stands  not  in  such  warlike  brace,^ 
But  altogether  lacks  the  abilities 
That  Rhodes  is  dress'd  in:— if  we  make  thought 

of  this. 
We  must  not  think,  the  Turk  is  so  unskilful. 
To  leave  that  latest  which  concerns  him  first; 
Neglecting  an  attempt  of  ease  and  gain. 
To  wake  and  wase^  a  danger  profitless. 

Duke.  Nay,  in  allcontidence,  he*snot  for  Rhodes 

C^'.  Here  is  more  news. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  The  Ottomites,  reveiend  and  gracious, 
Steering  with  due  course  toward  the  isle  of  Rhodes, 
Have  there  injointed  them  with  an  alter  tieet. 

1  Sen.  Ay.  so  I  thought:— How  many,  as  you 
guess  ? 

Mess.  Of  thirty  sail:  and  now  do  they  re-stem 
Their  backwardcourse,  bearing  with  frank  appear- 
ance 
Their  purposes  toward  Cyprus.— Signior  Montano, 
Your  trusty  and  most  valiant  servitor. 
With  his  tree  duty  recommends  you  thus, 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke.'Tii*  certain  then  tor  Cyprus. — 
Marcus  Lucches6,  is  he  not  in  town! 

1  Sen,  He's  now  in  Florence. 

Duke.  Write  from  us;  wish  him  post  post-haste: 
despatch. 

1  Sen.  Here  comes  Brabantio  and  the  valiant 
Moor. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Othello,  Iago,  Roderigo,  and 

Officers. 

Duke,  Valiant  Othello,  we  must  straight  employ 
you  « 

Agamst  the  general  enemy  Ottoman. 
I  did  not  see  you ;  welcome,  gentle  signior; 

[To  Brabantio. 
We  lack'd  your  counsel  and  your  help  to-night. 

Bra,  So  did  I  yours:   Good  your  grace,  pardon 
mc; 
Neither  my  place,  nor  aught  I  heard  of  business, 
Hath  raised  me  from  my  bed ;  nor  doth  the  genera' 

care 
Take  hold  on  me ;  for  my  particular  grief 
Is  of  so  flood-gate  and  o'erbcaring  nature. 
That  it  engluts  and  swallows  other  sorrows. 
And  it  is  still  itself. 

Duke.  Why,  what's  the  matter! 

Broi  My  daughter !  O,  my  daughter ! 

Sen.  Dead  1 

Bra,  Ay,  to  me , 

She  is  abus'd,  stolen  from  me,  and  corrupted 
By  spells  and  medicines  bought  of  mountebanks: 
For  nature  so  preposterously  to  err, 
Being  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  sense, 
Sans*  witchcraft  could  not 

Duke.  W^hoe'er  he  be,  that,  in  this  foul  pro- 
ceed ing^ 
Hath  thus  beguiTd  your  daughter  of  herseltj 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  law 
You  shall  yourself  read  in  the  bitter  letter, 

•  Conjecture.         *  Eaqr  dbpute.         •  State  of  deJbnot. 

•  Combat  «  WIthoat 
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Af>er  your  own  senne ;  yea,  though  our  proper  son 
S\ood*in  your  action.* 

Bra  Humbly  I  thank  your  ^race. 

H«To  in  the  man.  this  Moor ;  whom  now,  it  seems, 
Your  sperial  mandate,  for  the  state  affairs. 
Hath  hither  brought. 

Duke  Sf  Sen,  We  are  very  sorry  for  it 

Duke,  What,  in  your  own  part,  can  you  say  to 
thisi  [7b  Othello. 

.    Brcu  Nothing  but  this  is  so. 

0th.  Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  signiors, 
My  very  noble  and  approved  good  masters. — 
That  I  h'lve  taVn  away  this  old  man's  daughter. 
It  is  most  toir;  tme.  I  have  married  her; 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending 
Hath  this  extent,  no  more.    Rude  am  I  in  my 

speech. 
And  little  blessM  with  the  set  phrase  of  peace; 
For  since  these  arms  of  mine  had  seven  years'  pith. 
Till  now  some  nine  moons  wasted,  they  hate  used 
Their  dearest  action^  in  the  tented  field; 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  speak. 
More  than  pertains  to  featJi  of  broil  and  battle ; 
And  therefore  little  shall  I  grace  my  cause. 
In  speaking  for  myself:  Yet,  by  your  gracious  pa* 

tience, 
I  will  a  round  unvarnish'd  tale  deliver 
Of  my  whole  course  of  love ;  what  dmga,  what 

charms. 
What  conjuration,  and  what  mighty  magic 
f  For  such  proceeding  I  am  charged  withal,) 
I  won  his  daughter  with. 

Bra.  A  maiden  never  Iwld ; 

Of  spirit  so  still  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
Blush  *d  at  herself;  and  she. — in  spite  of  nature, 
Of  years,  of  country,  credit,  every  thing, — 
T«»  fall  in  love  with  what  she  fear'd  to  look  on^ 
It  is  a  judgment  maim'd,  and  most  imperfect, 
That  will  confess — pi^rfection  so  could  err 
Against  all  rules  of  nature,  and  must  be  driven 
To  find  nut  practices  of  cunning  hell. 
Why  this  should  be.    I  therefore  voiich  again. 
That  with  some  mixtures  powerful  o'er  the  blood. 
Or  with  some  dram  conjur  d  to  this  ellect. 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duke,  To  vouch  this  is  no  proof; 

Without  more  certain  and  more  overt  test,' 
Thnn  thesR  thin  habit.«,  and  poor  likelihood? 
Of  modern  seeminir,*'  do  prefer  against  him. 

1  Sen.  But  Othello,  ^n«'nk;— 
Did  you  by  indirect  and  forced  courses 
.^uhdue  and  poison  this  young  mai<i's  affections  1 
Or  came  it  by  reouest,  of  such  &ir  question 
As  soul  to  soul  anurdcth  1 

Ofh.  I  do  beseech  you, 

Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sapittary,* 
And  let  her  speak  of  me  before  her  father: 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report. 
The  trust,  the  otilce,  I  do  hold  of  you, 
Not  only  take  awsy,  hut  let  your  sentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  Iif(^ 

Duke.  Fetch  Desdemona  hither. 

0th.  Ancient,  conduct  them;  you  best  know  the 
li]acc.— [Exeunt  I  ago  and  Attendants. 
And,  till  she  come,  as  truly  a«  to  heaven 
I  do  confess  the  vices  of  my  blood. 
So  justly  to  your  ^rave  yenrs  I'll  present 
How  I  did  thrive  m  this  fair  lady^s  love. 
And  she  is  mine. 

Duke.  Say  it.  Othello. 

0th.  Her  father  lov'd  me, oft  invited  me; 
Still  question'd  me  the  story  of  my  life. 
From  year  to  year ;  the  battles,  sieges,  fortunes, 
That  1  have  pass'd. 

I  ran  it  through,  even  fVom  my  boyish  doys. 
To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it. 
Wherein  1  spoke  of  most  disastrous  chances. 
Of  moving  accidents,  by  flood  and  field ; 
Of  hair-breadth  scapes  i*  the  imminent  deadly 

breach ; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe. 
And  sold  to  slavery;  of  my  redemption  thence, 
And  portancei  in  my  travel's  history: 
Wherein  of  antrcsS  vast,  and  deserts  idle, 
Rough  quarries,  rocks,  and  hills  whose  heads  touch 
heaven, 

•  Acrusstlon.  •  Bsst  exertion. 
^  Omn  proof.                                         •  IVenk  show. 

•  Tne  stim  of  the  lictitlons  creature  so  calM. 

•  My  behavior.  •  Oives  and  dens. 


It  was  my  hint  to  speak,  such  was  the  proceis; 
And  of  the  Cannibals  that  each  other  eat. 
The  Anthropophagi,  and  men  whose  heads 
Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders.    These  thin^  ts 

hear. 
Would  Desdemona  seriously  incline: 
But  still  the  house  affiiirs  would  draw  her  tlience; 
Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  deKpttch, 
She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  my  discourse:  Which  I  ohserrinR. 
Took  once  a  pliant  hour ;  and  found  good  metm 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earnest  heart. 
That  I  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate. 
Whereof  by  parcels  she  had  something  beanl, 
But  not  intent! vely  :3  I  did  consent; 
And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears. 
When  I  did  speak  of  some  distressful  stroke. 
That  my  youth  sufftr'd.    My  story  being  done. 
She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs: 
She  8wore,-~ln  faith,  'twas  strange,  'twas  pssaof 

strange; 
*Twa8  pitiful,  twaa  wondrous  pitiful :  , 

She  wishM.  she  had  not  heard  it;  yet  she  wifh  d 
That  heaven  had  made  her  such  a  man:  abe 

thank'd  me ; 
And  bade  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  hei, 
I  should  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  non', 
And  that  would  woo  her.    Upon  this  hint,  I  spake; 
She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  pass'd; 
And  I  lov'd  her.  that  she  did  nity  them. 
This  only  is  the  witchcratl  I  nave  used: 
Here  comes  the  lady,  let  her  witness  it 

Enter  Desdemona,  Iago,  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  I  think,  this  tale  would  win  my  daughter 
too. — 
Good  Brabantio, 

Take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  best 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  use. 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Bra.  •  I  pray  yoo,  hear  her  speak; 

If  she  confess,  that  she  was  naif  the  wooer. 
Destruction  on  mv  head,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man"!— Come  hither,  gentle  mistress; 
Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  company- 
Where  most  you  owe  obedience  1 

Des.  My  noble  ftther, 

I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty : 
To  you  I  am  bound  for  life  and  education; 
My  life,  and  education,  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  respect  you;  you  are  the  lord  ofdutv. 
I  am  hitherto  your  daughter :  But  here's  m>  &«»• 

band ;  , 

And  so  much  duty  as  my  mother  show  d 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  fiither. 
So  much  1  challenge  that  I  may  profess 
Due  to  the  Moor,  my  lord. 

Bra.  God  be  with  you !— I  hate  doae.- 

Please  it  your  grace,  on  to  the  state  afliirs: 
I  had  ratlier  to  adopt  a  child,  than  get  iU— 
Come  hither.  Moor: 

I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart 
Which,  but  thou  hast  already,  witli  all  my  hf»^ 
I  would  keep  fVom  thee. — For  your  sake,  jewel. 
I  am  glad  at  soul  I  have  no  other  child; 
For  thy  escape  would  teach  mo  tyranny. 
To  ^aiig  clogs  on  them.— 1  have  done,  my  k»rd. 

Duke.  Let  me  speak  like  yourself,  and  la)  • 
sentence. 
Which,  as  a  grise,*  or  step,  may  help  these  lo^rn 
Into  your  favor. 

When  remedies  are  past,  the  griefs  are  endefl. 
By  seeing  the  worst,  which  late  on  hones depen».«' 
To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gont*. 
I*!  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mi>chief  on. 
What  cannot  be  prcserv'd  when  fortune  iakf*« 
Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 
The  robb'd,  that  smiles,  steals  8»>mething  from  t3« 

thief;  .  . 

He  robs  himself,  that  spends  a  bootless  grief. 

Bra.  So  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  beguile. 
We  lose  it  not,  so  long  as  we  can  smile. 
He  bears  the  sentence  well,  that  nothing  bears 
But  the  free  comfort  which  ttom  thence  fce  bears 
But  he  bears  both  the  sentence  and  the  sorrow. 
That,  to  pay  grief,  must  of  poor  patience  borrow. 
These  sentences,  to  tn^i,  or  to  gall. 
Being  strong  on  both  aides,  are  equitt  jal : 

•  Intention  and  attantlon  were  one* 
«  Griie,  from 
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Bui  words  are  word»;  I  never  yet  did  hear. 
That  the  bruisM  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear. 
I  humbly  beseech  vou, proceed  totheaOairsotstnte. 

Duke.  The  Turk  wilh  a  most  mi^^hty  preparation 
makeH  for  Cyprus  r—Olhello,  the  fortitude  of  the 
place  18  be«t  known  to  you :  And  though  we  have 
there  a  ftub^titute  of  most  allowed  pufticiency,  yet 
opinion,  a  sovereign  mistrens  of  eflects,  throws  a 
more  safer  voice  oh  you :  you  must  therefore  be 
content  to  slubber^  the  gloss  of  your  new  fortunes 
with  this  more  stubborn  and  boisterous  expedition. 

0/A.  The  tvrant  custom,  most  grave  senators, 
Hath  made  the  tlinty  and  steel  couch  of  war 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down:  I  do  agnize^ 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity, 
I  find  in  hardness,  and  do  undertake 
These  present  wars  against  the  Ottomites. 
Most  humbly  therefore  bendini^  to  your  state, 
I  crave  fit  disposition  for  mv  wife^ 
Due  reference  of  place,  and  exhibition? 
With  such  accommodation,  and  besort, 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke.  If  you  please, 

BeH  at  her  father's. 

Bra,  Vl\  not  have  it  so. 

0/A.  Nor  I. 

De8,  Nor  I  ^  I  would  not  there  reside, 

To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thoughts, 
By  being  m  his  eye.  Most  gracious  duke, 
To  my  untblding  lend  a  gracious  ear; 
And  let  me  tind  a  charter  in  your  voice. 
To  assist  my  sinipleness. 

Duke.  What  would  you,  Desdemona  ? 

Dejf.  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him. 
My  downright  violence  and  storm  of  fortunes 
May  trumpet  to  the  world ;  my  heart's  subdued 
Kven  to  the  very  quality  of  my  lord: 
I  saw  Othello's  visage  in  his  mmd; 
And  to  his  honors,  and  his  valiant  parts. 
Did  I  my  soul  and  fortunes  consecrate. 
So  that,  dear  lords,  if  I  be  left  behind, 
A  moth  of  j>eare,  and  he  go  to  the  war. 
The  rites,  tor  which  I  love  him,  arc  bereft  me, 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  shall  support 
By  his  dear  absence:  Let  me  go  with  him. 

Ofh.  Your  voices,  lords : — 'beseech  you,  let  her  will 
Have  a  free  way. 

Vouch  with  me,  heaven;  I  therefore  beg  it  not, 
To  please  the  palate  of  my  appetite; 
Nor  to  comply  with  heat,  the  young  afiects,^ 
In  my  distinct  and  proper  satistiiction ; 
But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind: 
And  heaven  delcnd^  your  good  souls,  that  you 

think 
I  will  your  serious  and  great  business  scant. 
For'  she  is  with  me:  No,  when  light-wing'd  toys 
Of  feather'd  Cupid  seeH  wilh  wanton  dulness 
My  speculative  and  active  instruments, 
That  my  disports  corrupt  and  taint  my  business, 
Let  housewives  make  a  skillet^  of  my  helm,^ 
And  all  indign  and  base  adversities 
Make  head  against  my  estimation ! 

Duke,  Be  it  as  you  shall  privately  determine, 
Either  for  her  stay,  or  going:  tJie  affair  crie»— 

haste, 
And  speed  must  answer  it;  you  must  hence  to- 
night. 

Des.  To-night,  my  lord  1 

Duke,  This  night 

Oth.  With  all  mv  heart. 

Duke.  At  nine  i*  the  morning  here  we'll  meet 
again. 
Othello,  leave  some  officer  behind. 
And  he  shall  our  commission  bring  to  you  ; 
With  such  things  else  of  quality  and  respect, 
As  doth  import  you. 

Ofh.  Please  your  grace,  my  ancient; 

A  man  he  is  of  honesty  and  trust : 
To  his  conveyance  I  assign  my  wife, 
With  what  else  needful  your  good  grace  shall  think 
To  be  sent  afler  me. 

Duke,  Let  it  be  so.— 

Good-night  to  every  one,— And,  noble  signior, 

[roBRABANTIO. 

K  virtue  no  deUghted  beauty  lack, 
Tour  son-in-hiw  is  fiir  more  tirir  than  black. 
I  Sen,  Adieu,  brave  Moor !  use  Desdemona  well. 


*  Obscure. 
AfTtfTtions. 

•  Blind. 


•  Acknowledge. 

•  Forbid. 

•  A  nnall  kettle. 


f  Allowance. 
*  BtNMUse. 
«  Helmet 


Bra.  Look  to  her, Moor;  have  a  quick  eye  to  i 
She  has  deceiv'd  her  lather,  and  may  thee. 

[Exeuni  Dike,  Senators,  Officeib,  ^ 

Oth,  My  lile  upon  her  faith.— Honest  lago. 
My  Desdemona  must  I  leave  to  thee: 
I  pryHhee,  let  thy  wife  attend  on  ner; 
And  bring  them  after  in  the  best  advantage. — 
Come,  Desdemona;  I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matters  and  direction. 
To  spend  with  thee :  we  must  obey  the  time. 

[Exeunt  Othello  and  Dbsdemoxa 

Hod,  lago. 

lago.  What  say^st  thou,  noble  heart? 

Ro*L  What  will  I  do,  thinkest  thou  ? 

lago.  Why,  go  to  bed,  and  sleep. 

Rod,  I  will  incontinently^  drown  myself. 

lago.  Well,  if  thou  dost,  1  shall  never  love  thee 
after  it    Why,  thou  silly  gentleman ! 

Rod.  It  is  silliness  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a  tor* 
ment :  and  then  have  we  a  prescription  to  die,  when 
death  is  our  physician. 

lago.  0  villainous!  I  have  looked  upon  the  woi Id 
for  lour  times  seven  years!  and  since  I  oould  dis- 
tinguish between  a  benefit  and  an  injury,  I  never 
found  a  man  that  knew  how  to  love  himself.  Ere 
I  would  say,  I  would  drown  myself  for  the  love  of 
a  Guinea-hen,  I  would  change  my  humanity  with 
a  baboon. 

Rod,  What  should  I  do?  I  confess  it  is  my 
shame  to  be  so  fond ;  but  it  is  not  in  virtue  to 
amend  it  ' 

lago.  Virtue?  a  flg!  'tis  in  ourselves,  that  we 
are  thus,  or  thus.  Our  bodies  are  our  gardens,  to 
the  which,  our  wills  are  gardeners :  so  that  if  we 
will  plant  nettles,  or  sow  lettuce ;  set  hyssop,  and 
weedup  thyme ;  supply  it  with  one  gender  of  lierbs, 
or  distract  it  with  many;  either  to  have  it  steril 
with  idleness,  or  manured  with  industry ;  why,  the 
power  and  corrigible  authority  of  this  lies  in  our 
wills.  If  the  balance  of  our  lives  had  not  one  scale 
of  reason  to  poise  another  of  sensuality,  the  blood 
and  baseness  of  our  natures  would  conduct  us  to 
most  preposterous  conclusions:  But  we  have  reason 
to  cool  our  raging  motions,  our  carnal  stings,  our 
unbitted^  lust;  whereof  I  take  this,  that  you  call- 
love,  to  be  a  sect^  or  scion. 

Rod.  It  cannot  be. 

lago.  It  is  merely  a  lust  of  the  blood,  and  a  per- 
mission of  the  will.  Come,  be  a  man :  Drown  thy- 
self? drown  cats  and  blind  puppies.  I  have  pro- 
fessed me  thy  friend,  and  I  confess  me  knit  to  thy 
deserving  with  cables  of  perdurable  toughness;  I 
could  never  better  stead  thee  than  now.  Put 
money  in  tiiy  purse;  follow  these  wars;  defeat  thy 
Ikvor  with  an  usurped  beard  !>*  I  say,  put  money  in 
thy  purse.  It  cannot  be,  that  Desdemona  should 
long  continue  her  love  to  the  Moor,— put  money  in 
thy  purse ;— nor  he  his  to  her :  it  was  a  violent  com- 
mencement, and  thou  shall  see  an  answerable  se- 
questration;—put  but  money  in  thy  purse.- These 
Moors  are  changeable  in  their  wills;— fill  thy  purse 
with  money :  the  food  that  to  him  now  is  as  lus- 
cious as  locusts,  shall  be  to  him  shortly  as  bitter  as 
coloquintida.  She  must  change  lor  youth :  when 
she  is  sated  with  his  body,  she  will  hnd  the  error 
of  her  choice. — She  must  have  change,  she  must: 
therefore  put  money  in  thy  purse.—If  thou  wilt 
needs  damn  thyself,  do  it  a  more  delicate  way  than 
drowning.  Make  all  the  money  tliou  canst:  If 
sanctimony,  and  a  ftail  vow  betwixt  an  erring  bar- 
barian andasupersubtle  Venetian.be  not  too  hard 
for  my  wits,  and  all  the  tribe  of  hell,  thou  shalt  en- 
joy her;  therefore  make  money.  A  pox  of  drown* 
ing  thyself!  it  is  cleun  out  of  the  way :  seek  tiiou 
rather  to  be  handed  in  compassing  thy  joy,  than  to 
be  drowned  and  go  without  her. 

R(Hi.  Wilt  thou  be  la»t  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend 
on  the  issue? 

lago.  Thou  art  sure  of  me;— Go,  make  money: 
— I  have  told  thee  often,  and  1  re-tell  thee  again 
and  again,  I  hate  the  Moor:  My  cause  is  hearted; 
thine  hath  no  less  reason:  Let  us  be  conjunctive  in 
our  revenge  against  him :  if  thou  canst  cuckold 
him,  thou  dost  thyself  a  pleasure,  and  me  a  sport 
There  are  many  events  in  the  womb  of  time,  wnicli 
will   be  delivered.    Traverse;*  go;  provide   thy 

•  Immedtstely.  ^  t  Unbridled. 
1  A  sect  is  what  the  gardeners  call  a  cutting. 

•  Change  your  countenance  with  a  fiilw  beant. 

•  An  ancient  military  word  of  command. 
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OTHELLO, 


ActD 


Wc  will  have  more  of  thia  to-morrow. 


money. 
Adieu. 

Rod,  W)keie  shall  we  meet  i'  the  morning? 

lago.  At  my  lodging. 

Ro(L  Vl\  be  with  thee  betimea. 

Jago,  (Jo  to;  farewell.    Do  you  hear,  Roderigo? 

Ro(L  What  say  you? 

lago*  No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear? 

RtHi.  1  am  changed.    IMl  sell  all  my  land. 

lago.  Go  to;  farewell;  put  money  enough  in 
your  purse.  [Kxit  Rooerigo. 

Thus  do  I  ever  make  mv  fool  my  purse : 
For  I  mine  own  gained  Knowledge  should  profane, 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  auch  a  snipe, 
But  for  my  sport  and  profit.    I  hate  the  Moor; 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  twixt  my  sheets 
Ue  has  done  my  office :  1  know  not  ii 't  be  true ; 


But  I,  for  mere  suspicion  in  that  kind, 
Will  do,  as  if  for  surety.    He  holds  me  well; 
The  better  shall  my  purpose  work  on  him. 
Cassio's  a  proper  man :  Let  me  see  now ; 
To  get  his  place,  and  to  plume  up  my  will ; 
A  double  knavery, — How  t  how  ?— Let  me  sec:- 
Allcr  some  time,  to  abuse  Othello^s  car, 
That  he  is  too  fixmiliar  with  his  wife:— 
He  hath  a  person,  and  a  smooth  dispose, 
To  be  suM]>cctcd ;  framed  to  make  women  fiiJse 
The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature. 
That  thinks  men  honest  that  but  seem  to  be  so; 
And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  the  nose. 
As  asKcs  are. 

1  have't ;— it  is  engender'd: — Hell  and  night 
Must  bring  tiiis  monstrous  birth  to  the  worldV  hst.x 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  h—A  Sea-i)ort  Town  in  Cyprus.    A 

.Platform, 

Enter  Montano  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Mon,  What  from  the  cape  can  you  discern  at  sea? 

1  Gent,  Nothing  at  all:  it  is  a  high-wrought 

flood; 
I  cannot,  Hwixt  the  heaven  and  the  main, 
Descry  a  sail. 
Mon,  Methinks,  the  wind  hath  spoke  aloud  at 

land; 
A  filler  blast  ne^er  shook  our  battlements: 
If  it  hath  ruffian *d  so  upon  the  sea. 
What  ribs  of  oak,  when  mountains  melt  on  them, 
Can  hold  the  mortise  ?  what  shall  we  hear  of  this? 

2  Gent.  A  segregation'  of  the  Turkish  fleet: 
For  do  but  stand  upon  the  foaming  shore. 
The  chiding  billow  seems  to  ]X!lt  the  clouds; 
The  wind-shaked  surge,  with  high  and  monstrous 

main, 
Seems  to  cast  water  on  the  burning  bear  * 
And  quench  the  guards  of  the  ever-fixea  pole : 
I  never  did  like  molestation  view 
On  th^  enchafcd  Hood. 

Mon,  If  that  the  Turkish  fleet 

Be  not  insheltor'd  and  embay'd,  they  are  drownM: 
It  is  iini)o»siblc  they  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

3  Gent.  News,  lords !  our  wars  are  done : 

The  desjioratc  temjiest  hath  so  baiigM  the  Turks, 
That  their  desi^nment  halts:  A  noble  ship  of  Venice 
Hath  seen  a  grievous  wreck  and  sufferance 
*n  most  part  of  their  fleet. 

a/on.  How!  is  this  true? 

«  Gent,  The  ship  is  here  put  in, 
A  Verone86;  Michael  Cassio, 
Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moor^  Othello, 
Is  come  on  shore :  The  Moor  himself 's  at  sea, 
And  is  in  full  commission  here  for  Cyprus. 

Mon.  I  am  gind  on'l ;  'tis  a  worthy  governor. 

3  Gent.  But  this  same  Cassio, — tiiough  he  speak 
of  comfort. 
Touching  the  Turkish  los8j~yet  he  looks  sadly, 
And  pra>8  the  Moor  be  sale;  for  they  were  parted 
With  foul  and  violent  tempest. 

Moti,  'Pray  heaven  he  be ; 

For  I  have  servM  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full  soldier.    Lct^s  to  the  sea-side,  ho ! 
As  well  to  see  the  vessel  that^s  come  in. 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  tor  brave  Othello; 
Even  till  we  make  the  main,  and  the  aerial  blue, 
An  indistinct  regard. 

3  Gent.  Come,  let's  do  so; 

Foi  every  minute  is  expectancy 
Of  more  arrivance. 

Enter  Cassio. 

Cos,  Thanks  to  the  valiant  of  this  warlike  isle, 
That  so  approve  the  Moor :  O,  let  the  heavens 
Give  him  oetcnce  against  the  elements. 
For  I  have  lost  him  on  a  dangerous  sea! 

Afon.  Is  he  well  shippM  ? 

Caa,  His  bark  is  stoutly  timbered,  and  his  pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approved  allowance  :> 
'  Separation. 

•  The  constellation  iMar  the  polar  star. 

•  Allowsd  aD<l  approved  axpartiieis. 


Therefore  my  hopes,  not  surfeited  to  death. 
Stand  in  bold  cure. 
[  H^Uhin,]  A  sail,  a  sail,  a  sail ! 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Caa.  What  noise  ? 

4  Gent.  The  town  is  empty;  on  the  brow  o*  the 
sea 
Stand  ranks- of  people,  and  they  cry— a  sail. 

Cu8,  My  hopes  do  siiape  iiim  for  the  governor. 

2  Gent,  They  do  discharge  their  shot  ui'  coar* 
tesy :  [Gwu  kturi. 

Our  ft-iends,  at  leasL 

Caa,  I  pray  j'ou,  sir,  go  forth, 

And  give  us  truth  who  'tis  tiiat  is  arrived. 

2  Gent.  I  shall.  [fW. 

Mon.  But,  good  lieutenant,  is  your  general  wi^ru  * 

Caa.  Most  lortunately :  he  hatli  achieved  a  oui<i 
That  paragons  description,  and  wild  tame; 
One  thai  excels  the  quirks  of  blazoning  peius 
And  in  the  essential  vesture  of  creation, 
Does  bear  all  excellency. — How  now?  who  Lu 
put  in  ? 

Re-enter  seeond  Gentleman. 

2  Gent.  'Tis  one  lugo,  ancient  to  the  gfnenl. 

Cos.    He    has  had  most  lavorable  and  li^rry 
speed : 
Tempestjf  themselves,  high  8ea8,and  howlinfrniDtU 
Thf  guttered  rocks,  and  congregated  sands.— 
Traitors  ensteep'd  to  clog  the  guiltless  keel, 
As  having  sense  of  beauty,  do  omit 
Their  niortah  natures,  letting  go  salely  by 
The  divine  Desdemona. 

Mon.  What  is  she? 

Caa,  She  that  I  spake  of,  our  great  capta:i)i 
captain. 
Left  in  the  conduct  of  the  bold  lago: 
Whose  looting  here  anticipates  our  tnoughtv, 
A  se'nniKht's  s]>ecd. — Great  Jove,  Othello  <u3r<t 
And  swell  his  sail  with  thine  own  powerAit  breait; 
Tliat  he  may  bless  this  bay  with  his  tall  ^li')v 
Make  love's  quick  pants  in  Desdemona  s  arms 
Give  renew'd  tire  to  our  extincted  spirits, 
And  bring  all  Cyprus  comtbrt! — O,  behold. 

Enter  Desoemoxa,  Emilia,  I  ago,  Rodkugo.  v^ 

Attendants. 

The  riches  of  the  ship  is  come  on  shore! 
Ye  men  of  Cyprus,  let  her  have  your  knees?- 
Hail  to  thee,  lady  !  and  the  grace  of  heaveo. 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand, 
Enwheel  thee  round ! 

Des,  I  thank  you,  valiant  Caffta* 

What  tidings  can  you  t(>ll  me  of  my  lord ! 

Caa.  He  is  not  yet  arrived ;  nor  know  I  au^nt 
But  that  he*s  well,  and  will  be  shortly  here. 

Dea.  0.  but  1  lear;^IIow  lost  you  compain  * 

Caa,  The  great  contention  of  the  sea  and  *ii^ 
Parted  our  fellowship:  But,  hark !  a  sail ! 

[Cry  withvtf  A  sail,  a  sail!  Ttken  Gun$ke(r<i< 

2  Gent,  They  give  their  greeting  to  the  ciUidrl, 
This  likewise  is  a  fVicnd. 

Caa,  See  for  the  new».— 

[Exit  Ontkman. 

Good  ancient,  you  are  welcome ;— Welcome,  miv 

tress:—  [Tv  Km:^ 

« DflBdl J,  dastrnetlT*. 
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Let  it  not  gall  yo  jr  patience,  Rood  lafco. 
That  I  oxteiid  my  manners;  His  my  breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  show  of  courtesy. 

[Kuiting  her, 

la^n.  Sir,  would  she  give  you  so  much  of  her  lips, 
A'i  or  hor  tongue  she  oft  bestows  on  me, 
\  oud  have  enough. 

J}es,  AlaH.  she  has  no  speech. 

In}:o,  In  ^ith,  too  much, 
I  f !)(!  it  still,  when  I  have  list^  to  sleep: 
Mair\,  before  your  ladyship,  I  grant, 
SL*«  jnits  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart, 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

KruiL  You  have  little  cause  to  say  so. 

Ju^o.  Come  on,  come  on ;  you  are  pictures  out 
of  doors, 
Brils  in  your  parlors,  wild  cats  in  your  kitchens, 
S.itnt«  in  your  injuries,  deviU  being  oflbnded, 
Players  in  your  housewifery,  and  housewives  in 
your  beds. 

Dfit,  O,  fye  on  thee,  slanderer! 

lasro.  Nay,  it  is  true,  or  else  I  am  a  Turk; 
V«Mi  rise  to  play,  ai id  go  to  bed  to  work. 

i.Vft/.  You  shall  iiot  write  my  praise. 

htffo.  No,  let  me  not. 

Lts,  What  wouldst  thou  write  of  mc,  if  tliou 
shouldst  praise  me? 

lago,  O,  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to*t; 
For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  critical. 

Detf.  Come  on,  assay :— There*s  one  gone  to  the 
harbor? 

1(7^:0,  Ay,  madam. 

De/i,  I  am  not  merry:  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  1  am,  by  seeming  otherwise. — 
Come,  how  wouldst  thou  praise  me? 

Ifigo.  I  am  about  it;  but,  indeed,  my  invention 
ComeN  from  my  pate,  as  birdlime  does  from  frize; 
It  plucks  out  brains  and  all:  But  my  muse  labors, 
Arui  thus  she  is  delivered. 
h  she  he  fair  and  wise,— fairness,  and  wit. 
The  one's  for  use,  the  other  useth  it 

Df^.  Well  rraisM!    How  if  she  be  black  and 
witty* 

la  go.  If  she  be  black,  and  thereto  have  a  wit, 
Slie'll  find  a  white  that  shall  her  blackness  fit 

/>.t.  Worse  and  worne. 

Kmil.  How,  if  fair  and  foolish  ? 

lafco.  She  never  yet  was  foolish  that  was  &ir; 
For  oven  her  folly  help'd  her  to  an  heir. 

Dfg.  These  are  old  fond^  paradoxes,  to  make 
fonlt;  laugh  i'  the  alehouse.  What  miserable  praise 
ha<t  thou  for  her  thal^s  foul  and  tbolish? 

logo,  There^s  none  so  toul  and  foolish  thereunto, 
But  does  toul  pranks  which  fair  and  wise  ones  do. 

De.t.  O  heavy  itrnorance!  —  thou  praiscst  the 
worKt  best  But  what  praise  eouldst  tliou  bestow 
on  a  deserving  woman  indeed?  one  that,  in  the 
authority  of  her  merit,  did  justly  put  on  tiie  vouch 
of  very  malice  itself! 

IcKO.  She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never  proud; 
Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  was  never  loud; 
Never  lacked  gold,  and  yet  went  never  gay ; 
Fl»-d  from  her  wish,  and  yet  said, — nuw  Imai/f 
Sh<«  tliat.  being  angerM,  ner  revenge  being  nigh, 
H.t(l«»  her  wrong  stay,  and  her  displeasure  fly  ; 
Six-,  that  in  wisdom  never  was  so  frail. 
Tit  rhan)(e  the  cod's  head  for  the  salmon's  tail; 
Shf  that  could  think,  and  neVr  disclose  her  mind, 
S»»i  suitors  following,  and  not  look  behind  ; 
Shi'  was  a  wight,— it'  ever  such  wight  were. — 

X>^^.  To  do  what  ? 

I''b:o.  To  suckle  fools,  and  chronicle  small  beer. 

Jkj*.  O  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion! — 

Do  not  learn  of  him,  Kniilia,  thr>ugh  he  be  thy 

hi.sbaiid. — How  sav  you,  Cassio  ?  is  he  not  a  most 

[Tolane  and  liberaf  counsellor? 

('(If.  He  speaks  home,  madam;  you  may  relish 
him  more  in  the  soldier,  than  in  the  scholar. 

/".JTo.  \Afnffe.]  He  takes  her  by  the  palm:  Ay, 
jvoll  Miia,  i^hisper:  with  as  litllea  web  as  this  will 
*  ensnare  qs  great  a  fly  as  Cassio.    Ay,  smile  upon 

iPr,  do.  I  will  gyve^  thee  in  thine  own  courtship. 
You  say  true;  'tis  so,  indeed:  if  such  tricks  as 
Niesegtripvnuoutofyourlicntenantr),  it  had  been 
'>e'tcr  youiiad  not  kissed  your  three  fingers  so  ofi, 

vhich  now  again  you  are  most  apt  to  play  the' sir 
in.*  Very  good;  well  kissed!  an  excellent  cour- 
^y]  'tis  so,  indeed.    Yet  again,  your  fingers  to 


•  T»«»rin.. 


•  Foolish. 


'  Your  good-bivediDg  and  gallantry. 


1  Shackle,  fttter. 


your  lips  ?  would  they  were  clyster-pipes,  for  you* 

sake. [Trumpet.]  The  Moor,  I  know  his  tram 

pet 

Cos,  'Tis  truly  so. 

De^.  Let's  meet  him,  and  receive  him. 

Cos.  LOy  where  he  comes ! 

Enter  Othkllo  and  Attendants. 

Oih.  0  my  lair  warrior ! 

Des,  My  dear  Othello ! 

0th.  It  gives  me  wonder  great  as  my  content. 
To  sec  you  here  before  me.    O  my  soul's  joy ! 
If  afler  every  tempest  come  such  calms. 
May  the  winds  blow  till  they  have  waken'd  deathl 
And  let  the  laboring  bark  climb  hills  of  seas, 
Olympus-high  :  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  hell's  from  heaven !  If  it  were  now  to  die, 
'Twere  now  to  be  most  happy ;  for,  I  fear. 
My  soul  hath  her  content  so  absolute. 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  late. 

I>».  The  heoveiu  forbid. 

But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  should  increajse. 
Even  as  our  days  do  grow ! 

Ofh.  Amen  to  that,  sweet  powen  !— 

I  cannot  speak  enough  of  this  content; 
It  stops  me  here;  it  is  too  much  of  joy: 
And  Uiis,  and  this,  the  greatest  discords  t>e, 

[Kiaaing  her. 
That  e'er  oar  hearts  shall  make ! 

lago.  0,  you  are  well  tuned  now ! 

But  I'll  set  down  the  pegs  that  make  this  music, 
As  honest  as  I  am.  [Aidiie, 

0th*  Come,  let's  to  the  castle. — 

News,  ftiends  ^  oar  wars  are  done,  the  Turks  ar« 

drown  d. 
How  do  our  old  acquaintance  of  this  isle  ? — 
Honey,  you  shall  be  well  dcsir'd^  in  Cyprus; 
I  have  found  great  love  amongst  them.  0  my  sweet. 
I  prattle  out  of  fashion,  and  I  dote 
In  mine  own  comforts.— I  pr'ythee,  good  lago, 
Go  to  the  bay,  and  disembark  my  coffers: 
Bring  thou  the  master  to  the  citadel ; 
He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthitiess 
Does  challenge  much  respect. — Come,  Desdemont, 
Once  more,  well  met  at  Cyprus. 

[Ejceimt  Othello,  Dksdemoma,  and 
Attendants. 

lago.  Do  thou  meet  me  presently  at  the  harbor. 
Come  hither.  If  thou  be'st  valiant  as  (they  say) 
base  men,  being  in  love,  have  then  a  nobility  in 
their  natures  more  than  is  native  to  them, — list 
me.'  The  lieutenant  to-night  watches  on  the  court 
of  guard :— First  I  must  tell  thee  this— Desde- 
mona  is  directly  in  love  with  him. 

Rod.  With  him!  why,  'tis  not  possible. 

lago.  Lay  thy  finger — thus,  and  let  thy  soul  be 
instructed.  Mark  me  with  what  violence  she  first 
loved  the  Moor,  but  for  bragging,  and  telling  her 
tantastical  lies:  And  will  she  love  him  still  for 
prating?  let  not  thy  discreet  heart  think  it  Her 
eye  must  be  fed  ;  and  what  delight  shall  she  have 
to  look  on  the  devil?  When  tlie  blood  is  made 
dull  with  the  act  of  sport,  there  should  be, — again 
to  inflame  it,  and  to  give  satiety  a  fresh  ap|>etite, — 
loveliness  in  lavor;  sympathy  in  years,  manners 
and  beauties;  all  which  the  Moor  is  defective  in; 
Now,  for  want  of  these  required  conveniences,  hei 
delicate  tenderness  will  find  itself  abused,  begin  to 
heave  the  gorge. disrelish  and  abhor  the  Moor;  very 
nature  will  instruct  her  in  it,  and  coiniM*!  her  to 
some  Recond  choice.  Now,  sir,  this  granted,  (as  it 
is  a  moht  preKiiant  and  unforced  position, )  who 
stands  so  eminently  in  the  degree  of  this  fortune, 
as  Cassio  does?  a  knave  very  voluble;  no  further 
coui^cionahle,  than  in  puttin;?  on  the  mere  form  of 
civil  and  humane  seemnig,  tor  the  better  compass- 
ing of  his  salt  and  more  hidden  loose  affection? 
why,  none;  why,  none:  A  slipp^'ry  and  subtle 
knave;  a  finder  out  of  occasions;  that  has  an  cyo 
can  stamp  and  counterfeit  advantages,  thoiieh  true 
advantage  never  present  itself:  A  devilish  Kiiavc! 
besides,  the  knave  is  handsome,  young,  and  hath 
all  those  requisites  in  him,  that  lolly  and  greer 
minds  look  atler:  A  p<'stilent  complete  knave;  and 
the  woman  hath  found  him  already. 

Rod.  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her;  she  is  Aill  of 
most  blessed  condition.'^ 


•  Much  w^IcJtod  by  luTltAtion. 

•  Qualities,  disposition  of  the  mind. 


'  Listen  to  msk 
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Jai  J,  B^psved  fie's  end !  the  wine  she  drinks  is 
made  of  gi  ipes  *  if  she  had  been  blessed,  she  would 
never  have  lo\ed  the  Moor:  Blessed  pudding! 
Didst  thou  not  see  her  paddle  with  the  palm  of  his 
hand  1  didst  not  mark  that  1 

Rod,  Yes,  tiiat  I  did ;  but  that  was  but  courtesy. 

logo.  Lechery,  by  this  hand;  an  index  and  oo- 
scure  prologue  to  the  history  of  lust  and  foul 
thoughts.    They  met  so  near  with  their  lips,  that  > 
theirbrcathsembraced  together.  Villanousthoughts,  i 
Roderigo!  when  these  mutualities  so  marshal  the  | 
way,  hard  at  hand  comes  the  master  and  main  ex-  , 
ercise,  the  incorporate  conclusion: — Pish!— But, 
sir,  be  you  ruled  by  me :  I  have  brought  you  from 
Venice.    Watch  you  to-night;  for  the  command, 
I'll  lay't  upon  you:  Cassio  knows  you  not;— I'll 
not  be  lar  from  you :  Do  you  find  some  occasion 
to  anger  Cassio,  either  by  speaking  too  loud,  or 
tainting  his  discipline;  or  from  what  other  course 
you  please,  whicn  the  time  shall  more  &vorably 
minister. 

Hod.  Well. 

lagtK  Sir,  he  is  rash,  and  very  sudden  in  choler; 
and,  haply,  with  his  truncheon  may  strike  at  you : 
Provoke  him,  that  he  may:  tor,  even  out  of  that 
will  I  cause  these  of  Cyprus  to  mutiny ;  whose  qua- 
lification shall  come  into  no  true  taste  again,  but 
by  the  displanting  of  Cassio.  So  shall  you  have  a 
snorter  journey  to  your  desires,  by  the  means  I 
shall  then  have  to  preler  them ;  and  the  impediment 
most  profitably  removed,  without  the  which  tliere 
were  no  ex))cctation  of  our  prosperity. 

Rod,  1  will  do  this,  if  I  can  bring  it  to  any  op- 
portunity. 

lago.  I  warrant  thee.  Meet  me  by  and  by  at 
the  citadel:  I  must  fetch  his  necessaries  ashore. 
Farewell. 

Rod.  Adieu.  [Exit 

lago.  That  Cassio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe  it; 
That  she  loves  him,  'tis  apt,  and  of  ^rcat  credit: 
The  Moor— howbeit  that  I  endure  him  not — 
Is  of  a  constant,  loving,  noble  nature; 
And,  I  dare  think,  he'll  prove  to  Desdemona 
A  most  dear  husband.    Now  I  do  love  her  too; 
Not  out  of  absolute  lust,  (though  peradventure, 
1  stand  accountant  for  as  great  a  sin,) 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge, 
For  that  I  do  suspect  tlie  lusty  Moor 
Hath  Icap'd  into  my  seat:  the  thought  whereof 
Doth,  like  a  poisonous  miiierul,  gnaw  my  inwards; 
And  nothing  can  or  shall  content  my  soul, 
Till  I  am  even  with  him,  wile  for  wife; 
Or,  failing  so,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 
At  least  into  a  jealousy  so  strong 
That  judgment  cannot  cure.    Which  thing  to  do,— 
If  this  i)oor  trashs  of  Venice,  whom  1  trash^ 
For  his  quick  hunting,  stand  the  putting  on, 
V\\  have  our  Michael  Cassio  on  the  hip; 
Abuse  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  rank  garb,&— 
For  I  fear  Cassio  with  my  night-cap  too; 
Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  me, 
For  making  him  egrcsiously  an  ass. 
And  practising  upon  his  peace  and  quiet 
Even  to  madness.    'Tis  here,  but  yet  conAisM : 
Knavery's  plain  face  is  never  seen,  till  used.  [£xii, 

SCENE  II.— il  Street. 
Enter  a  Herald,  with  a  Proclamation^  People 

following. 
Her.  It  is  Othello's  pleasure,  our  noble  and 
▼aliant  general,  that,  upon  certain  tidings  now  ar- 
rived, importing  the  mere*  perdition  of  the  Turkish 
fleet,  every  man  put  himself  into  triumph ;  some 
lo  dance,  some  to  make  bonfires,  each  man  to  what 
fport  and  revels  his  addiction  leads  him^  for,  be- 
sides these  beneficial  news,  it  is  the  celebration  of  his 
nuptials:  So  much  was  his  pleasure  should  be  pro- 
claimed. AH  otticeH^  are  open;  and  there  is  full 
liberty  of  feasting,  IVom  this  present  hour  of  five, 
till  the  bell  hath  told  eleven.  Heaven  blesH  the  isle 
of  Cyprus,  and  our  noble  general,  Othello.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— ^  Hall  in  the  Castle, 

Enter  Otukllo,  Dksdemona,  Cassio,  and 

Attendants. 

Oth.  Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard  to- 
night: 

•  WortbleRs  hound. 

«  The  turm  for  a  clog  pot  on  a  bound,  to  hinder  hli 
ffonnlng.  ■  In  the  groue^t  nwnnpr. 

•  Entiiv.  f  Rooms,  or  places  in  the  castla. 


Let's  teach  ourselves  that  honorable 
Not  to  out-sport  discretion. 

Cos.  lago  nath  direction  what  to  do: 
But,  notwithstanding,  with  my  pcrv>:^' 
Will  I  look  to't. 

Olh.  lago  is  most  honea^i. 

Michael, good-night:  To-morrow,  wiii( 
Let  me  have  speech  with  you.— <."oinr. 
The  purchase  made,  the  fruits  are  ti>  ti 

J' 
That  profit's  yet  to  come  'twixt  me  ar 
Good-flight.    [Exeunt  Oth.,  Des.,  an  i 

Enter  Iago. 

Cos.  Welcome,  lago:  We  must  to  the^ 

lago.  Not  this  hour,  lieutenant;  Hn 
o'clock:  Our  general  cast*^  us    thus  e-J 
love  of  his  Desdemona ;  whom  let  us  l 
blame;  he  hath  not  3'et  made  wautoil 
with  her:  and  she  is  sport  for  Jove. 

Ca8.  She's  a  most  exquisite  lad  v. 

logo.  And,  I'll  warrant  her,  full  of  gari 

Ctu.  Indeed,  she  is  a  most   fresh  sij' 
creature. 

lugo.  What  an  eye  she  has !  methini^ 
a  parley  of  provocation. 

Cos,  An  inviting  eye;  and  yet  metiJ 
modest. 

Iago,  And,  when  she  speaks,  is  it  do: 
to  love  1 

Cat.  She  is,  indeed,  perfection. 

Iago.  Well,  happiness  to   their  ^ft^^ 
lieutenant,  I  have  a  stoup  of  wine ;  and  U 
out  are  a  brace  of  Cyprus  gallants,  that  *^i 
have  a  measure  to  the  health  of  the  bteriij 

Catt.  Not  to-ni|^ht,  good  la^o;  I  ha^r 
and  unhappy  brains  for  drinking :  1  could 
courtesy  would  invent  some  otlier  cusidili 
tainment. 

Iago.  0,  they  are  our  ftiends ;  but  one 
drink  lor  you. 

Cos.  I  have  drunk  but  one  cup  to-nixht.t 
was  cratlily  qualified^  too,  and,  behold,  vi) 
vation  it  makes  here:  I  am  unfortunate  ir 
firmity,  and  dare  not  task  my  weaJkneas 
more. 

lagiK  What,  man !  'tis  a  night  of  re^rt 
gallants  desire  it. 

Cos,  Where  are  they  1  ' 

lugo.  Here  at  the  door;  I  pray  vou.  rall''^''' 

Cas.  ril  do't ;  but  it  dislikes  me".      [£>V  ■  i 

logo.  If  I  can  fasten  but  one  cup  u}«<in  t" 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-ni^ht  a!.  ' 
He'll  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  oficMicre 
As  my  young  mistress'  dog.    Now,  ray  sKt ' 

RoderiKO, 
Whom  love  has  turn'd  almost  the  wrong  sii(< 

ward, 
To  Desdemona  hath  to-night  carous'd 
Potations  pottle  deep ;  and  he^s  to  u,-vtrh . 
Three  lads  of  Cyprus,— noble  swelling  spints. 
That  hold  their  honors  in  a  wury  distance. 
The  very  elements  of  this  warlike  isle.— 
Have  I  to-night  fiuster'd  with  (lowing  cups. 
And  they  watch  too.    Now,  'mongst  this  dod 

drunkards. 
Am  I  to  put  our  Cassio  in  some  aefton 
That  may  oficnd  the  isle:— But  here  they  com 
If  consequence  do  but  approve  my  dream. 
My  boat  sails  lYeely,  both  with  wmd  and  stm 

Reenter  Cassio,  with  him  Montaxo,  and 
Gentlemen. 
Cas,  *Fore  heaven,  they  have  given  me  a  ro 
already. 

Mon,  Good  faith,  a  little  one;  not  past  a  j 
as  I  am  a  soldier. 
logo.  Some  wine,  ho ! 

And  let  me  the  eanakin  clink,  clink;  [Si 
And  let  me  the  eanakin  clink: 

A  SftHirr\n  a  man  ;  ^ 

A  life^H  but  a  fpan  ; 
Why  theny  let  a  autdier  drink. 

Some  wine,  boys !  [  Wme  Ar  mgH 

Cat.  'Fore  heaven,  an  excellent  song. 
lago,  I  learned  it  in  England,  where  (uid<' 

th^  are  most  potent  in  potting :  your  Di  n»'.  > 

German,  and  your  swag-nel lied  Ho.i«*Qdci>-Dri 

ho!— are  nothing  to  your  English. 

•  DiKuiisaed.  •  Slylj  mixe<l  witb  «tU 

*  A  little  more  than  enongh. 
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your  Englishmui  ao  expert  in  his  drink- 


,     /hy,  he  drinks  you,  with  facility,  your 
■^'  '  "        darunk;  he  sweats  not  to  overthrow  your 

J  .     .    he  gives  your  Hollander  a  vomit,  ere  the 

► '"  -  *   '  le  can  be  tilled. 
,'.,*■    o  the  health  of  our  general. 

...  am  for  it,  lieutenant;  and  Til  do  you 

'-♦.  -«■  .. 

,,_.,..    D  sweet  England ! 

J,    .  ■    '  9tK  Stephen  was  a  worthy  peer^^ 
"  \       ■  Ww  breeches  a  at  him  but  a  crown  t 
^•'^  •  e  held  them  nxpenee  all  ton  dear, 

•  h,    n     iVUk  that  he  calCd  the  tailur—luwn.* 

e  was  a  wifcht  of'  hi/^h  retutwrff 
And  thou  art  but  qflow  degree: 
•  *     Vi*  pride  thai  pull*  the  eountrv  downy 
Then  take  thuie  auUl  cloak  aoout  thee. 
"    '      *ine,  ho! 
^'  -  V    .    Why,  this  is  a  more  exquisite  long  than  the 

»4'   1.''' 

t  A  1:^"  .  Will  you  hear  it  again  ? 

No ;  for  I  hold  him  to  he  unworthy  of  his 
••^^-  that  does  those    things.— Well,— Heaven's 
all ;  and  there  be  souls  that  must  be  saved, 
k".  X     ere  be  souls  must  not  be  saved. 
I.  U*s  true,  ^ood  lieutenant. 
o  \»ii.^  .  For  mine  own  part, — nooflfenceto  the  gene- 
any  man  of  auaJity,— I  hope  to  be  saved. 

•  -*   '    9.  And  so  do  I  too,  lieutenant. 

■•  Ay,  but,  by  your  leave,  not  before  me;  the 

mant  is  to  be  saved  before  the  aneient.    Let^s 

no  more  of  this;  Iet*s  to  our  sflaim.— Forgive 

ir  sins!— Gentlemen,  let^s  look  to  our  busi- 

Do  not  think,  gentlemen,  I  am  drunk;  this 

f  ancient; — this  is  my  right  hand,  and  this  is 

,      .'  elt  hand:— I  am  not  drunk  now;  I  can  stand 

enough,  and  speak  well  enough. 
.  -,■  s  L  Excellent  well. 

18.  Why,  very  well,  then:  you  must  not  think 
.     .    I  that  1  am  drunk.  [Exit, 

'on.  To  the  platform,  masters;  come,  lef s  set 
^*atch. 
ttio.  You  see  this  fellow  that  is  gone  before ; — 

•  is  a  Holdier,  fit  to  stand  by  Cswar 

d  ifi vo  direction ;  and  do  But  see  his  vice ; 
'  '  ■  i)  to  his  virtue  a  just  eauinox, 

e  one  as  long  as  the  other:  ^lisjpity  of  him. 

•sir.  the  trust  Othello  puts  him  m, 

<>onie  oi\iii  time  of  his  infirmity 
ill  shake  thiM  island. 

Mf'tt.  But  is  he  often  thus! 

h  Ko,  'Tis  evermore  the  prologue  to  his  sleep: 
eNI  watch  the  horologe  a  double  set,* 
drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 
Mon.  It  were  well 

he  t^cncral  were  put  in  mind  of  it. 
erhaiw  he  sees  it  not;  or  his  i^^ood  nature 
t'\7ph  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Cassio, 
tnd  looks  not  on  his  evils :  Is  not  this  true  t 

Knter  Rodkrigo. 

lagn.  How  now,  Roderigo  ?  [Aiide, 

[  pray  you,  after  the  lieutenant;  go. 

[Exit  Rodkrigo. 

Mrnu  And  'tis  great  pity,  that  the  noble  Moor 
Fhonld  hazard  such  a  place,  as  his  own  second, 
Wiih  one  of  an  ingrafp  infirmity: 
It  were  an  honest  action,  to  say 
So  to  tiie  Moor. 

lagn.  Not  I,  for  this  fkir  island : 

]  do  love  Cassio  well;  and  would  do  much 
To  cure  him  of  this  evil.    But  hark !  what  noise  ? 

[Cry  u/i/Ai/J.— Help!  help! 

Re-enter  Cassio,  driving  in  Rodkrigo. 

CnJ(.  You  rogue !  you  rascal ! 

Mttn,  Whafs  the  matter,  lieutenant  1 

(Va*.  a  knave!— teach  me  my  dijty? 
ril  l>cat  the  knove  into  a  Iwijr^cn'  bottle. 

Ro'L  Beat  me! 

Ca.'i.  Dost  thou  prate,  rogne  ? 

[Strikintf  RoDRnir.o. 

Mon.  Nay.  good  lirntcnant;  [Siayifig  him. 

I  pr;»y  you,  sir,  hold  your  hand. 

tVi.*.  Let  me  go,  air, 

Or  ril  knocK  vou  o'er  the  mazzard. 

Mfm  Come,  come,  you're  drunk. 

•  Drinic  M  much  ••  you  do.  •  A  worthy  fellow.  «  Clown. 

•  W  bils  the  clock  rtrlkwi  tworoundn.  or  fonr-snd-twenty 
knur*.  •  Boot«d,  setUinL         «  A  wjcker'd  bottlSb 


Cas,  Drunk!  [Thtyfighi 

lago.  Away,  I  say!  go  out,  and  cry— ti  mutiny. 

[Ande  to  Rod.,  who  goes  out 
Nay,  good  lieutenant,— alas,  gentlemen, — 
HeIp,lio!— Lieutenant,— sir,— Montano,— sir, — 
Help,  masters !— Here's  a  goodly  watch,  iiidoed ! 

[Bell  ring*. 
Who's  that  that  rings  the  bell  ?— Diablo,  ho ! 
The  town  will  rise:  God's  will,  lieutenant!  hold 
You  will  be  shamed  for  ever. 

Enter  Othello  and  Attendants, 

Oth,  What  is  the  matter  here 

Mon.  I  bleed  still,  I  am  hurt  to  the  death ;— ha 
dies. 

0/A.  Hold,  for  your  lives. 

lago.  Hold,   hold,   lieutenant,  sir,  Montano,— 
gentlemen, — 
Have  you  fcrgot  all  sense  of  place  and  duty! 
Hold,  hold!  the  general  si)eaks  to  you;  hold,  for 
shame ! 

Oth,  Why.  how  now,  ho !  from  whence  arisetb 
thist 
Are  we  turn'd  Turks;  and  to  ourselves  do  that, 
Which  heaven  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites? 
For  Christian  shame,  put  hy  this  barbarous  brawl 
He  that  stirs  next  to  carve  lor  his  own  rage. 
Holds  his  soul  light;  he  dies  upon  his  motion. — 
Silence  that  dread f\il  bell,  it  frights  the  isle 
From  her  propriety.- What  is  tlie  matter,  masters  ^ 
Honest  lago,  that  lookVt  dead  with  grieving. 
Speak,  who  began  tins  1  on  \hy  love,  1  charge  thee. 

lagit,  I  do  not   know ;— friends  all  but  now, 
even  now, 
In  quarter,  and  in  terms  like  bride  and  groom 
Divesting  them  for  bed :  and  then,  but  now, 
f  As  if  some  planet  had  unwilled  men.) 
Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other's  breast. 
In  opposition  bloody.    I  cannot  speak 
Any  oet^inntng  to  this  peevish  odds; 
And  'would  in  action  glorious  I  had  lost 
These  legs,  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it! 

Oth,  How  comes  it,  Michael,  you  are  thus  forgot? 

Cas,  I  pray  yoti  pardon  me,  1  cannot  si)eak. 

Oth.  Wortny  Montano,  you  were  wont  be  civil; 
The  gravity  and  stillncKs  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  of  wisest  censure;  What^s  the  matter. 
That  you  unlace  your  reputiition  thus, 
And  K})end  your  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  rught  brawler?  give  me  answer  tx>  it. 

M(m,  Worthy  Othello.  I  am  hurt  to  danger; 
Your  officer,  la::o,  can  inform  you — 
While  I  spare  speech,  which  something  now  oflends 

me — 
Of  all  that  I  do  know:  nor  know  I  aught 
By  me  thatV  said  or  done  amiss  this  night; 
Unless  solf-charity  be  sometime  a  vice; 
And  to  defend  ourselves  it  oc  a  sin. 
When  violence  assails  us. 

Oth,  Now,  by  heaven, 

My  blood  begins  my  safer  guides  to  rule ; 
And  paNsion,  having  my  best  judgment  collied,* 
Assays  to  lead  the  way :  If  once  I  stir. 
Or  do  but  lill  this  arm,  the  best  of  you 
Shall  sink  in  my  rebuke.    Give  ine  to  know 
How  this  foul  rout  began,  who  set  it  on ; 
And  he  that  is  approv\l»  in  thiR  offence. 
Though  he  had  twinnM  with  me,  both  at  a  birth. 
Shall  lose  me.— What!  in  a  town  of  war. 
Yet  wild,  the  people's  hearts  brimfbl  of  fear. 
To  manage  private  and  domestic  quarrel. 
In  night,  and  on  the  court  and  guard  of  safety ! 
'Tis  monstrous.— lago.  who  began  it  1 

Mon,  If  partially  atVin'd,'  or  leagued  in  office. 
Thou  dost  deliver  more  or  less  than  trutli. 
Thou  art  no  soldier. 

logo.  Touch  mc  not  so  near: 

I  had  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my  mouth, 
Than  it  should  do  offence  to  Michael  Cassio; 
Yet,  I  persuade  myself,  to  Kpeak  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wroriu  him.— Thus  it  is,  general. 
Montano  and  myself  being  in  »pt»ech. 
There  comes  a  fellow, crying  out  lor  help: 
And  Cn.>i.sio  toUowiui:  him  with  deierminM  sw(ird« 
To  execute  upon  him :  Sir,  this  gentleman 
Steps  in  to  Cassio,  and  entreats  his  pause; 
Myj«elf  the  crying  fellow  did  pursue. 
Lest,  by  his  clamor,  (as  it  so  fell  out,) 

■  Dftrkened.  •  Convicted  by  prooC 

*  Kelated  bj  nearness  of  offloe. 
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OTHELLO, 


Act  n.  Scene  III. 


The  town  mi^i  t  iiifl  in  fright:  he,  swifl  of  foot, 
Outran  my  purpose ;  and  I  retumM  the  rather 
For  that  Jhoard  the  c\ink  and  fall  of  swords, 
And  Cas8io  high  in  oath ;  which;  till  to-night, 
I  neVr  might  say  before:  when  I  came  back, 
(For  this  was  brief,)  I  found  them  close  together, 
At  blow,  and  thrust;  even  as  again  they  were, 
When  you  yourself  did  part  them. 
More  of  this  matter  can  I  not  reiwrt:— 
But  men  are  men ;  the  best  sometimes  forget:— 
Though  Cassio  did  some  little  wrong  to  him, — 
As  men  in  rage  strike  those  that  wish  them  best, — 
Yet,  surely.  Cassio,  I  believe,  rcceivM, 
From  him  that  tied,  some  stmiige  indignity. 
Which  patience  could  not  pass. 

Ofh.  I  know,  lago, 

Thy  honesty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter. 
Making  it  light  to  Casaio : — Cassio,  I  love  thee: 
But  never  more  be  otHcer  of  mine. — 

Knler  Desdemona,  attended. 

Look,  if  mv  gentle  love  be  not  raisM  up;— 
Vl\  make  tnee  an  example. 

Dejt,  What's  the  matter,  dear? 

Otk,  AlPs  well  now,  sweeting ;  Come  away  to  bod. 
Sir,  for  your  hurts, 
Myself  will  be  your  surgeon :  Lead  him  off. 

[To  MoNTANO,  who  is  led  qff", 
lago,  look  with  care  about  the  town ; 
And  silence  those  whom  this  vile  brawl  distracted.— 
Come,  Desdemona ;  His  the  soldiers'  life^ 
To  have  their  balmy  slumbers  waked  with  strife. 
[Exeunt  all  hut  I  ago  and  Cassio. 

Ingo,  What,  are  you  hurt,  lieutenant? 

Co.*.  Ay,  post  all  surgery. 

lago.  Marry,  heaven  forbid ! 

Cujt.  Reputation,  reputation,  reputation!  0,  I 
have  lost  my  reputation!  I  have  lost  the  immortal 
part,  sir,  of  myself,  and  what  remains  is  bestial. — 
My  reputation,  lago.  my  reputation. 

la^o.  As  I  am  ah  honest  man,  I  thought  you  had 
received  some  bodily  wound;  there  is  more  offence 
in  that,  than  in  reputation.  Reputation  is  an  idle 
and  most  laisc  imposition ;  oft  got  without  merit, 
and  lost  witliout  deserving :  You  nave  lost  no  repu- 
tation at  all,  unless  you  repute  yourself  such  a  loser. 
What,  man !  there  are  ways  to  recover  the  general 
again:  You  are  but  now  cast  in  his  mood,^  a 
punishment  more  in  policy  than  in  malice;  even 
so  as  one  would  beat  his  offenceless  dog,  to  affright 
an  imperious  lion :  sue  to  him  again,  and  he's  yours. 

Cas,  I  will  rather  aue  to  be  despised,  than  to 
deceive  so  good  a  commander,  with  so  slight,  bo 
drunken,  anci  so  indiscreet  an  officer.  Drunk?  and 
speak  parrot  ?^  and  squabble  ?  swagger  ?  swear  ?  and 
discourse  Aistian  with  one's  own  shadow? — O  thou 
invisible  spirit  of  wine,  if  thou  hast  no  name  tQ^l>e 
known  by,  let  us  call  thee — devil ! 

lago.  What  was  he  that  you  followed  with  your 
sword  ?    What  had  he  done  to  you  ? 

Cas.  I  know  not. 

logo.  Is  it  possible  ? 

Cas.  1  remember  a  mass  of  things,  but  nothing 
distinctly ;  a  uuarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore.— O, 
that  men  should  put  an  enemy  in  their  mouths,  to 
Bt^ol  away  their  brains !  that  we  should,  with  ioy, 
revel,  pleasure,  and  applause,  transtbrm  ourselves 
into  beasts ! 

lago.  Why,  but  you  are  now  w^ell  enough:  How 
came  you  thus  recovered  ? 

Cuit.  It  hath  pleased  the  devil,  drunkenness,  to 
give  place  to  the  devil, wrath:  one  uiipcrfcctness 
shows  me  another,  to  make  me  frankly  despise  my- 
self. 

laf^o.  Come,  you  are  too  severe  a  moralcr:  As 
the  time,  the  place,  and  the  condition  of  this  coun* 
try  stands,  1  could  heartily  wish  this  had  not  be- 
fallen; but' since  it  is  as  it  is,  mend  it  for  your  own 
good. 

Cos,  I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again;  he  shall 
tell  me,  I  am  a  drunkard!  Had  I  as  many  mouths 
as  Hydra,8uch  an  answer  would  stop  them  all.  To 
be  now  a  sensible  man,  by-and-by  a  fool,  and  pre- 
sently a  beast !  0  strange !— Every  inordinate  cup 
is  unblessed,  and  the  ingredient  is  a  devil. 

lago.  Come,  come,  good  wine  is  a  good  familiar 
vreature,  if  it  be  well  used;  exclaim  no  more 
*  lllsmlssed  In  bis  tkni;w.  ■  Talk  idly. 


against  i  L  And,  good  lieutenant,  I  think,  yoa  thiiik 
I  love  you. 

Cos.  I  have  well  approved  it,  sir.— I  drunk! 

lago.  You,  or  any  man  living,  may  be  druDk  it 
some  time,  man.  I'll  tell  you  what  you  ffaaP  t\(\ 
Our  general's  wife  is  now  the  general :— 1  d«\  »aT 
so  in  this  respect,  lor  that  he  hath  dcvoU*«i  ai^t 
given  up  himsell  to  the  contemplation, mirk.%ij 
denotement  of  her  parts  and  graces:  — ruLi»«s 
yourself  freely  to  her;  importune  her;  Rhe'l!  U!p 
to  put  you  in  your  place  atn^in:  she  is  of  <o  m^. 
so  Kind,  tio  apt,  so  blessed  a  dL<;position.  tha:  >he 
holds  it  a  vice  in  her  goodness,  not  to  do  inurt 
than  she  is  requested:  This  broken  joint, brtwrm 
you  and  her  husband,  entreat  her  to  spiinter ;  ft:i4 
my  fortunes  against  any  \tt.y*  worth  namme.  Hi^ 
crack  of  your  love  shall  grow  stronger  than  it  wsi 
before. 

Can.  You  advise  me  well. 

lago.  I  protest  in  the  sincerity  of  lore, and  horn st 
kindness. 

Cos.  I  think  it  fVeely ;  and,  betimes  in  the  moin* 
ing,  I  will  beseech  the  virtuous  Desdemona  u>  uo« 
dertake  for  me :  I  am  desperate  of  my  fortuies  if 
they  check  me  here. 

lago.  You  are  in  the  right  Good-nigbt,  lieu- 
tenant; I  must  to  the  watch. 

Cos.  Good-night,  honest  lago.        [Exit  Cassia 

lago.  And  whafs  he  then,  that  says,— i  pUy  ihe 
villain  ] 
When  this  advice  is  tree,  I  give,  and  hooest, 
Probal  to  tliinking,  and  (indeed)  the  counie 
To  win  the  Moor  again  I  For,  tis  most  easy 
The  inclining  Desdemona  to  subdue 
In  any  honest  suit:  she's  framed  as  Axiitful^ 
As  the  free  elements.    And  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor,  were't  to  renounce  his  baptism. 
Ail  seals  and  symbols  of  redeemed  sin,— 
His  soul  is  so  enfetter'd  to  her  love. 
That  she  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  she  li«t, 
Even  as  her  appetite  shall  play  the  god 
With  his  weak  hinction.   How  am  I  then  a  rillaij), 
To  counsel  Cassio  to  this  pNarallel^  course. 
Directly  to  his  good  ?    Divinity  of  hell ! 
When  devils  with  tJieir  blackest  sins  put  on. 
They  do  suggest  at  Hrst  with  heavenly  shows, 
As  I  do  now:  For  while  this  honest  tool 
Plies  Desdemona  to  repair  his  fortunes. 
And  she  for  him  pleads  strongly  to  the  Moor, 
Vl\  pour  this  pestilence  into  his  ear,— 
Tliat  she  repels*'  him  for  her  love  of  him; 
And,  by  how  much  she  strives  to  do  him  good, 
She  shall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor. 
So  will  I  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch ; 
And  out  of  her  own  goodness  make  the  net 
That  shall  enmesh  them  all.— How  now,  Roderi^o; 

Knter  Roderigo. 

Rod.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chase,  not  like  i 
hound  that  hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  the  en.  Mj 
money  is  almost  spent ;  I  have  been  to-iiij:h^  f^* 
ceediiigly  well  cudgelled ;  and,  1  think,  the  i^- >f 
will  be — I  shall  have  so  much  experience  for  c-y 
pains:  and  so,  with  no  money  at  ali, and  a  li:^ 
more  wit,  return  to  Venice. 

lago.  How  poor  are  they,  that  have  not  {> 
ticnce  f— 
What  wound  did  over  heal,  but  by  degrees  ? 
Thou  kuow'st  wo  work  by  wit,  and  notbywilcbciw 
And  wit  deponds  on  dilatory  time. 
Does't  not  go  well  ?  Cassio  hath  beaten  thee. 
And  thou,  by  that  small  hurt,  hath cashicr'aCaj^J*)- 
Though  other  things  grow  lair  against  tlie  sun. 
Yet  fruits  that  biosMom  first,  will  first  be  riiH*: 
Content  thyself  a  while.— By  the  mass,'li»  nK»nuJi5 
PleuKure,  and  action,  make  the  houni  NN'msltort.— 
Retire  thee;  go  where  thou  art  billeted: 
Away,  I  say;  thou  shalt  know  more  hcreaftrr: 
Nay,  get  thee  gone.  [Exit  Rod.]  Two  ihaiss  tn 

to  be  done, — 
My  wife  must  move  for  Cassio  to  her  inistre«, 
I'll  set  her  on : 

Myself,  the  while,  to  draw  the  Moor  apart, 
And  bring  him  jump**  when  he  may  Cassio  torn 
Soliciting  his  wile:— Ay,  that's  the  way;     , 
Dull  not  device  by  coldness  and  delay,    [luewu 

*  Ik»t  or  wager.  •  Llboral,  bt>unt4fuL         •  *•"*"■ 

^  Kocalls.  •  Just  at  Xtm  tiow 


Act  III.  ?CEN«III. 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE  l,—B(fore  the  Castle. 

Enter  Cassio  tmd  some  Musicians. 

Cat,  Masters,  play  liere,  I  will  content  your  pains, 

Something  that's  brief;  and  bid— good-morrow, 

general.  [Music 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  Why.  masters,  have  your  instruments  been 
at  NapleH,  that  they  speak  i' the  nose  thus  { 

1  Mus,  How, sir, how?  . 

CUf.  Are  these,  1  pray  you,  called  wind  instru- 
ments J 

1  Mus»  Ay»  marry,  are  they,  sir. 

Clo,  O,  thereby  haings  a  tail. 

1  Mus.  Whereby  hangs  a  tale,  sir  ? 

(7//.  Marry,  sir,  by  many  a  wind  instrument  that 
I  know.  But,  masters,  here's  money  tor  you ;  and 
the  gencTdi  so  hkes  your  music,  that  he  desires  you, 
of  ail  loves,  to  make  no  more  noise  with  iU 

1  Mus.  Well,  sir,  wo  will  not. 

Clo.  If  you  have  any  music  that  may  not  be 
heard,  to't  again:  but,  as  they  say,  to  hear  music, 
the  general  does  not  greatly  care. 

1  Mus.  We  have  none  such,  sir. 

Clo,  Then  put  up  your  pipes  in  your  bag,  for  I'll 
away:  Go;  vanish  into  air;  away. 

[Exeunt  Musicians. 

C(ts.  Dost  thou  hear,  my  honest  friend  1 

Ch,  No,  I  hear  not  your  honest  friend ;  I  hear  you. 

C'OA.  Pr'ythee,  keep  up  thy  quilleU.»  There's  a 
poor  piece  of  gold  lor  thee :  if  the  gentlewoman 
that  attends  the  general's  wile  be  stirring,  tell  her 
there's  one  Cassio  entreats  her  a  little  favor  of 
speech:  Wilt  thou  do  this] 

Clo.  She  is  stirring,  sir;  If  she  will  stir  hither,  I 
shall  seem  to  notify  unto  her.  [Exit. 

Enter  I  ago. 

Cos.  Do,  good  my  friend.— In  happy  time,  lago. 

logo.  You  have  not  been  a-bed  theni 

Coji.  Why,  no ;  the  day  had  broke 
Before  we  parted.    I  have  made  bold,  lago. 
To  send  in  to  your  wife :  My  suit  to  her 
Is,  that  she  will  to  virtuous  Desdemona 
Procure  me  some  access. 

lago.  I'll  send  her  to  you  presently ; 

And  I'll  devise  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converse  and  business 
May  be  more  free.  [Exit. 

CV/A.  I  humbly  thank  you  for't.    I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honest. 

Enter  Emilia. 

Emit.  Good-morrow,  good   lieutenant:   I   am 
sorry 
For  your  displeasure;  but  all  will  soon  be  well. 
The  general  and  his  wile  are  talking  of  it; 
And  she  speaks  for  you  stoutly:  The  Moor  replies, 
Tliat  ho,  you  hurt,  is  of  great  fume  in  Cyprus, 
And  great  aflinity;  and  tliat,  in  wholesome  wis- 
dom. 
He  might  not  but  refuse  you:  but,  he  protests,  he 

loves  you ; 
And  needs  no  other  suitor,  but  his  likings, 
To  take  the  saPst  occasion  by  the  front. 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

Cof*.  Yet,  I  beseech  you,— 

If  ytMi  think  fit,  or  that  it  may  be  done. 
Give  n»c  advantage  of  some  brief  discourse 
With  Desdemona  alone. 

E>n  it.  Pray  you,  come  in ; 

I  will  i  estow  you,  where  you  snail  have  time 
To  speak  your  bosom  freely. 

Cus.  1  am  much  bound  to  you. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— i4  Room  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  Othello,  I  ago,  and  Gentlemen. 

0th.  These  letters  give,  lago,  to  the  pilot ; 
And,  by  him,  do  my  duties  to  the  state : 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  works ; 
ilc pair  thrro  to  me. 

logo  Well,  my  good  lord,  I'll  dot. 

•  Nice  distinctions. 


0th.  This  fortification,  gentlemen,  —  shall  wa 

see'tl 
Oent.  We'll  wait  upon  your  lordship.   [Exeun* 

SCENE  lll.—Bffore  the  Castle. 
Enter  D£Sdemoxa,  Cassio,  and  Emilia. 

Des.  Be  thou  assur'd,  good  Cassio,  I  will  do 
All  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf. 

Emit.  Good  madam,  do ;  I  know  it  grieves  mr 
husband 
As  if  the  case  were  his. 

Des.  O,  that's  an  honest  fellow.— Do  not  doubt, 
Cassio, 
But  I  will  have  my  lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Cos.  Bounteous  madam. 

Whatever  shall  iMJcome  of  Michael  Ca.ssio, 
He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  servant. 

Des.  O,  sir,  I  thank  you :  You  do  love  my  lord : 
You  have  known  him  long;  and,  be  you  well 

assur'd. 
He  shall  in  strangeness  stand  no  furtlier  oft 
Than  in  a  politic  distance. 

Cos.  Ay,  but,  lady, 

That  policy  may  either  last  so  long. 
Or  feed  upon  such  nice  and  waterish  diet, 
Or  breed  itself  so  out  of  circumstance. 
That,  I  being  absent,  and  my  place  supplied, 
My  general  will  forget  my  love  and  service. 

Des.  Donot  doubt  that;  before  Emilia  here, 
1  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place ;  assure  thee, 
If  I  do  vow  a  friendship,  1*11  jwrform  it 
To  the  last  article :  my  lord  shall  never  rest ; 
ril  watch  him  tame,'  and  talk  him  out  of  patience; 
His  bed  shall  seem  a  school,  his  board  a  shrill ; 
I'll  intermingle  every  thing  he  does 
With  Cas>jio*8  suit :  Therefore  be  merry,  Cassio ; 
For  thy  solicitor  shall  rather  die. 
Than  give  thy  cause  away. 

Enter  Otoello  and  I  ago,  at  a  distance. 

Emit.  Madam,  here  comes 

My  lord. 

Cos.        Madam,  1 11  take  my  leave. 

Des.  Why,  stay. 

And  hear  me  speak. 

Cos.  Madam,  not  now;  I  am  very  ill  at  ease, 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purposes. 

De.H.  Well,  well. 

Do  your  discretion.  [Exit  Cassio. 

lugo.  Ha !  I  like  not  that. 

O/A.  What  dost  thou  say  I 

logo.  Nothing,  my  lord:  or  if— I  know  not  what, 

0th.  Was  not  that  Cassio,  parted  frommy  wilet 

lugo.  Cassio.  my  lord  ?  No,  sure,  I  cannot  think  it. 
That  he  would  steal  away  so  gwlty-likc. 
Seeing  you  coming. 

0th,  I  do  believe  *twas  he. 

Des.  How  now,  my  lord  I 
I  lune  been  talking  with  a  suitor  here, 
A  man  that  languishes  in  your  displeasure. 

0th.  VV^ho  is't,  you  mean  ] 

Des.  Why,  your  lieutenant  Cassio.     Good  my 
lord, 
If  1  have  any  grace,  or  j)ower  to  move  you. 
His  present  reconciliation  take: 
For,  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you, 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judijment  in  an  honest  face: 
I  pr*ythee,  call  him  back. 

Ofh.  Went  he  hence  now! 

Des.  Ay,  sooth;  so  humbled, 
Thai  he  hath  lell  part  ol  his  grief  with  me; 
I  sillier  with  him.    Good  love,  call  him  back. 

0th.  Not  now,  sweet  Desdemona;  some  othei 
time. 

Des.  But  shairt  be  shortly? 

0th.  The  sooner,  sweet,  for  you. 

Des.  Shalft  bo  to-night  at  supi>er? 

Oth.  No,  not  to-nighu 

Des.  To-morrow  dinner  then  1 
Oth.  I  shall  not  dine  at  home  * 

I  meet  the  captains  at  tlie  citadel. 

'  Hawks  are  tamed  by  keeping  them  from  tloep. 
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Why  then,  to-morrow  night;  or  Tuesday 
morn ; 
Or  Tuesday  noon,or  ni^ht;  or  Wednesday  mom;— 
1  pray  theo,  name  the  time;  but  let  it  not 
rl\cf<»d  three  days:  in  faith  he's  penitent; 
And  >ct  his  trespass,  in  our  common  reason, 
(Save  that,  they  say,  the  wars  must  make  ex- 
amples 
Out  ot' their  best,2)  is  not  almost  a  fault 
To  incur  a  private  check :  When  shall  he  cornel 
Tell  mo,  Othello.    I  wonder  in  my  soul. 
What  you  could  ask  me,  that  I  should  deny. 
Or  stand  so  mammering^  un.    What!    Michael 

Cassio, 
That  came  a-wooing  with  you;  and  many  a  time, 
When  I  have  ny^oVe  of  you  dispraisingly. 
Hath  ta'en  your  part;  to  have  so  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in !    Trust  me,  I  could  do  much — 
0th.  Pr*ythec,  no  more:  let  him  come  when  he 
will; 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Des,  Why,  this  is  not  a  boon ; 

'Tis  as  I  should  entreat  you  wear  your  gloves, 
Or  feed  on  nourif^hing  dishes,  or  keep  you  warm. 
Or  sue  to  you  to  do  peculiar  profit 
To  your  own  person:  Nay,  when  I  have  a  suit, 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed, 
It  shall  be  t\ill  of  pc»ise^  and  difficulty, 
And  learful  to  be  granted. 

Otk.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing : 

Whereon,  I  do  beseech  thee,  grant  me  this, 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  myself. 
Dv!*.  Shall  I  deny  youl  no:  Farewell, my  lord, 
Otk.  Farewell,  my  Desdemona:  I  will  come  to 

thee  straight. 
Dt8.  Emilia,  come: — Be  it  as  your  fancies  teach 

Whate  er  you  be,  I  am  obedient. 

[Exit,  with  Emilia. 

Ofh.  Excellent  wretch !  Perdition  catch  my  soul. 
But  I  do  love  thee !  and  when  I  love  thee  not. 
Chaos  is  r(mie  again. 

lafco.  My  noble  lord, 

Oth.  What  dost  thou  sny,  lago  1 

lago.  Did  Michael  Cassio,  when  you  wbo*d  my 
lady. 
Know  (W  your  love; 

Oth.  lit'  did,  from  first  to  last:  Why  dost  thou 

Hsk? 

Icen.  But  for  a  satisfaction  of  my  thought; 
No  ti  rlher  harm. 

Ofh.  Why  of  thy  thought,  lago  t 

[(!};(>.  1  did  not  think  he  liud  been  acquainted 
with  her. 

Oth.  O,  >  OS ;  II nd  went  between  us  very  od. 

Idf^o.  In'deedl 

Oth.  Indeed!  ny,  indeed  :—DiscernVt  thou  aught 
ill  that ! 
Is  he  not  honest  1 

lof^a.  Honest,  my  lord  ! 

Ofh.  Ay,  honest 

Ii/f^o.  My  lord,  for  aught  I  know, 

Ofh.  What  dost  thou  think  ] 

lof^n. .  Think,  my  lord  T 

Ofh.  Think,  my  lord ! 

By  heaven,  he  echoes  me, 
Ati  if  there  were  some  monster  in  his  thought 
Too  hidetuiK  to  be  shown. — Thou  dost  mean  some- 
thing: 
I  heard  thee  say  but  now.— Thou  lik*dst  not  that. 
When  Cassio  loft  my  wife:  What  didst  not  likel 
And,  wlirn  I  told  thee— he  was  of  my  counsel 
In  my  uhole  course  of  wooing,  thou  cryMst,  In- 

deed  ? 
And  didst  contract  and  purse  thy  brow  together, 
As  if  thou  then  had.nt  shut  up  in  thy  brain 
Some  horrible  conceit:  If  thou  dost  love  me. 
Show  m«»  thy  ihou^ht. 

h:i;ii.  My  lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 

Ofh.  I  think  thou  dost : 

Ai'd.-  for  I  know  thou  nrt  full  of  love  and  honesty. 
And  wciuh'st  thy  words  before  thou  ^iv'st  them 

t»r<alh, — 
TluTt  H'rr  IIh's*'  >'toi>sof  thine  friuht  me  the  more: 
F(»r  such  lhiuu*(,  in  a  false  disloyal  knavf. 
Are  tricks  of  custom ;  but,  in  a  man  that's  just. 
They  are  close  denotements,  working  from  the 

heart. 
That  pa>6ion  cannot  rule. 

•  Ikwt  men.  •  IlMltatlng.  «  Weight 


lago.  For  Michael  Caj'-io,- 

I  dare  be  sworn,  I  think  that  be  is  honest 

Oth.  I  think  so  too. 

In^o,  Men  should  be  whst  they  n^m ; 

Or.  those  that  be  not, 'would  they  might  uoemnoiw' 

Oth.  Certain,  men  should  be  what  thev  ^mq. 

laro.  Wbv  lii^n 

I  think  that  Cassio  is  an  honest  man. 

Oth.  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  thi.-*: 
I  pray  thee,  speak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinkinn^ 
As  thoo  dost  ruminate;  and  give  thy  «or!4  ot 

though  tit 
The  worst  of  words. 

lago.  Good  my  lord,  pardon  ror; 

Though  I  am  bound  to  every  act  of  duty, 
I  am  hot  bound  to  that  all  slaves  are  ixw  ta 
Utter  my  thoughts  ?    Why,  say,  they  are  tile  aiMl 

titlse, — 
As  Where's  that  palace,  whereinto  foul  thines 
Sometimes  intrude  not?  Whoha8abrea»tsopQrf, 
But  some  uncleanly  apprehensions 
Keep  leets,^  and  law-days,  and  in  aession  sit 
With  meditations  lawful  1 

Oth.  Thou  dost  conspire  against  thy  friend,  laso. 
If  thou  but  thinkVt  him  wrong'd,  and  mak'st  hi«»r 
A  stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

lago.  I  do  beseech  to'i,— 

Though  I.  perchance,  am  vicious  in  my  gue^s. 
As  I  confess,  it  is  my  nature's  placue 
To  spy  into  abuses;  and,  oft,  my  jealousy 
Shapes  ikults  that  are  not, — I  entreat  you  then. 
From  one  that  so  imperfectly  conjecL»«.* 
You  take  no  notice;  nor  build  yourself  a  troubto 
Out  of  his  scattering  and  unsure  observance: 
It  were  not  tor  your  quiet,  nor  your  good. 
Nor  for  my  mantiood.  honesty,  or  wisdom. 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts.  ^ 

Oth.  What  dost  thou  mrtti : 

lago.  Good  name,  in  man,  and  woman,  dear  mv 
lord. 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls: 
Who  steals  my  purse,  steals  trash:  'tis somrthinc, 

nothiiii;; 
'Twas  mine,  *tis  his,  and  has  been  slate  to  thou- 
sands ; 
But  he  that  tilches  from  me  my  gooil  name, 
Robs  me  of  that,  which  not  enriches  him. 
And  makes  me  |)oor  indeed. 

Oth.  By  heaven.  I'll  know  thy  thought 

lugn.  \  ou  cannot,  if  iny  heart  were  lo  your  hind; 
Nor  shall  not,  whilst  'tis  in  inv  custody. 

Ofh.  Ha! 

Id  go.  0,  l>ewar«'.  my  lord,  of  jealou<y; 

It  is  the  green-eyed  nmnKtir,  which  doth  iiitHk 
The  meat  it  leeds  on:  That  cuckold  lives*  in  dI.s^i 
Who,  certain  of  his  fate,  loves  not  his  wroiisef ; 
But,  (),  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  oVr.         ^ 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts;  suspects,  yet strongl)  lo**** 

Oth.  O  misery  ! 

lago.  Poor,  and  content,  is  rich, and  rich  enough; 
But  riches,  finelcss,"  is  as  poor  as  winter 
To  him  that  ever  feans  he  shall  be  ponr:~ 
Good  heaven,  the  souls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealousy. 

Oth.  Why,  why  i«  this? 

Think'st  thou,  Td  make  a  life  of  jealousy, 
To  follow  still  the  changes  of  the  moon 
Witii  fresh  suspicions?  No:  to  be  once  in  dooM, 
Is — once  to  be  resolved:  Exchange  me  for*|;o«U 
When  I  shall  turn  the  business  of  my  aoul 
To  such  exsufllicate  and  blown  aurmiser 
Matching  thy  inference.    'Tis  not  to  make  mc 

jealous. 
To  say,— -niy  wife  is  fiiir,  feeds  well,  loves  com* 

pa'ny. 
Is  free  of  speech,  sings,  plays,  and  dances  nc'l; 
Where  virtue  \»y  these  are  more  virtuous: 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 
The  smallest  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt 
For  she  had  eyes,  and  chose  me :  No,  Ujjo: 
I'll  see.  before  1  dout>t;  when  1  doubt,  pn**?: 
And,  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  '\i^r- 
Awny  at  once  with  h»ve.  <tr  jealousy. 

lago,  I  am  glad  of  this,  lor  now  I  shall  li'^* 
reason 
To  show  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  spirit:  there f(»re, as  1  am  tiound. 
Receive  it  iVom  me :— 1  speak  not  yet  of  pnwt 

•  Courts  of  inquiry.  •  Coiv«^'«i^ 

^  Kudl«8m  unoouiMled. 
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Look  to  your  wife ;  observe  her  well  witli  Coasio; 

Wear  your  eye — thus,  not  jealous,  nor  secure: 

1  would  not  nave  your  free  and  noble  nature, 

Out  ofself-bounty,  be  abused  ;  look  to*t: 

I  know  our  country  dUposilion  well: 

In  Venice,  they  do  let  heaven  see  the  pranks 

They  dure  not  show  their  husbands;  their  best 

conscience 
Is— not  to  leave  undone,  hut  keep  unknown. 

Oih.  Dost  thou  say  sol 

lago.  She  fjid  deceive  her  father,  marrying  you; 
And  wh«n  she  seeni^d  to  shake,  and  tear  your 

looks, 
She  lov'd  them  mosL 

Offu  And  so  she  did. 

loKO,  Why,  go  to,  then ; 

hhe  thatfi'o  young,  could  give  out  such  a  seeming, 
Ta  seei*  her  father's  eves  up  close  as  oak, — 
He  tiiought  *twas  wilcncrafl:— But  1  am  much  to 

blame ; 
I  humbly  do  beseech  you  of  your  pardon, 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

Oth.  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

lago.  I  see  this  hath  a  little  dashM  your  spirits. 

Oth,  Not  a  jot,  not  a  joL 

Iti^t.  Trust  me,  I  fear  it  has. 

I  hop4*,  you  will  consider  what  is  spoke 
Ctmiea  from^  my  love:— But,  1  do  see,  j'ou  are 

mov'd : — 
I  am  to  pray  you,  not  to  strain  my  speech 
To  grosser  issues.^  nor  to  larger  reach. 
Than  to  suspicion. 

Ofh,  1  will  noU 

lago.  Should  you  do  so,  my  lord. 

My  speech  should  fall  into  such  vile  success 
As  my  thoughts  aim  not  at.    Cassio  s  my  worthy 

friend : — 
My  lord,  1  see  you  are  mov'd. 

Oth.  No,  not  much  mov*d  :— 

I  do  not  think  but  De»dcmonu*s  honest. 

Jagiu  Loii^  live  she  so!   and  long  live  you  to 
tliiiik  Ko! 

Oih,  And  ypt,  how  nature,  erring  from  itself,— 

Jugo,   Ay,  there's  the  point:— As,— to  be  bold 
with  you, — 
Not  to  atlect  many  proposed  matches, 
Of  her  own  clime,  com])lrxion,  and  degree; 
Whi'relo,  we  see,  in  all  things  nature  tends: 
Foil!  one  may  smell,  in  such,  a  will  most  rank. 
Foul  disimJiiortion,  thoughts  unnaturul. — 
Hut,  puriloii  me:  1  do  not.  in  position, 
l>i«wi,ctl>  Hjieak  of  her:  thou»;h  I  may  fear, 
IhT  will,  rtcoiiir);;  to  her  brllcr  ju«ltiinoiit. 
May  (all  to  match  you  witli  her  country  Ibrms, 
And  (haj)pily)  repent. 

Oth.  Farewell,  farewell : 

If  more  thou  dost  i)erceive,  lei  me  know  more; 
Set  on  thy  wile  to  observe:  Leave  me,  lago. 

IiiKv.  Aly  lord,  1  take  mv  leave.  [Going, 

Oth,  Why  did  1  marry!— This  honest  creature, 
doubtless. 
Sees  and  knows  more,  much  more,  than  he  unfolds. 

lugo.  My  lord,  1  would,  I  might  entreat  your 
honor 
To  scan  this  thing  no  Airther;  leave  it  to  time: 
And  though  it  be  tit  that  Cassio  have  his  place, 
( For^  sure,  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability,) 
Vet  if  you  please  to  hold  him  otta  while, 
You  shall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  means: 
Note,  if  your  lady  strain  his  entertainment* 
With  any  strong  or  vehement  opportunity; 
Much  will  be  seen  in  that.    In  the  mean  time, 
Let  me  be  thouglit  too  busy  in  my  fears, 
(As  worthy  cause  1  have,  to  fear— I  am,) 
And  hold  ner  tree,  I  do  beseech  your  h'onor* 

Oih.  Fear  not  my  government. 

logo,  I  «)iice  nioie  lake  my  leave.  [Exit, 

Oih.  This  fellow's  of  exceeding  honesty. 
And  knows  all  qualities,  with  a  learned  spirit, 
Of  human  dealiiij^s:  If  I  do  prove  Iter  ha^gard,^ 
Though    that    her  jostej*^  were   my  dear   heart- 
strings, 
I  <i  wliiKlle  her  otIVand  let  her  down  the  wind. 
To  prey  at  loituiie.    Haply,  lor  I  am  black; 

■  An  exprf'SRion  from  (hlcoDry :  to  seel  a  hnwk  is  to  new 
ap  biR  t^ytflidi*.  •  Cuuclusions. 

•  (*rw«<«  ^>ird  bis  rcadmtsfton  to  his  ofl)ct>. 

•  A  »ipecies  of  hawk ;  also  a  teru  of  rfproach  applied  to 
a  wantuD. 

•  Straps  of  leather  bj  which  a  bawk  is  held  on  the  fist 


And  have  not  those  soft  parts  of  conversation 
That  chamberers  have:— Or,  for  I  am  declined 
Into  tlie  vale  of  yeai-s ;— vet  that's  not  much; 
She's  gone;  I  am  abused ;  and  my  relief 
Must  be — to  loath  her.    O  curse  of  marriage, 
That  we  can  call  these  delicate  creatures  ours. 
And  not  their  appetites!  1  had  rather  be  a  toaa. 
And  live  upon  tJie  vapor  of  a  dungeon. 
Than  keep  a  corner  in  the  thing  1  love 
For  others'  uses.    Yet,  His  the  plague  of  great  onef*: 
Prerogativ'd  are  they,  less  ihan  liie  base; 
'Tis  destiny  unshunnable,  like  death ; 
Hven  then  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us. 
When  we  do  quicken.'*    Desdemona  comes: 

Enter  Desdkmona  and  Emilia. 

If  she  be  talse,  O,  then  heaven  mocks  itself!— 
I'll  not  believe  iL 

Des,  How  now,  my  dear  Othello  1 
Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  islanders 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  presence. 

0/A.  I  am  to  blame. 

De$,  Why  is  your  speech  so  faint  ?  are  you  no 
Weill 

Oth,  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead  here. 

Dts,  'Faith,  that's  with  watching;  'twill  awav 
again; 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hour 
It  will  be  weU. 

0/A.  Your  napkin  is  too  little ; 

[He  puts  the  HuudkerchieJ'  from  him^  ana 
\t  drops. 
Let  it  alone.    Come,  1*11  go  in  with  you. 

Des,  1  am  very  sorry  that  you  arc  not  well. 

[kjceunt  Oth.  and  De8 

Emit.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  napkin ; 
This  was  her  hrst  remembrance  from  the  Moor: 
My  wayward  husband  hath  a  hundred  times 
Woo'd  me  to  steal  it;  but  she  so  loves  the  token, 
(l-'or  he  conjur'd  her,  she  would  ever  keep  it,) 
That  hhe  reserves  il  evermore  al>out  her. 
To  kiss  and  talk  to.    I'll  have  the  work  ta*en  out, 
And  give  It  lago: 

W^hal  he'll  do  with  it,  heaven  knows,  not  I; 
I  notliing,  but  to  please  his  lantusy. 

Enter  I  ago. 

lago.  How  now!  what  do  you  here  alone? 

Emit,  Do  not  you  chide;  i  ha\ea  thing  tor  you. 

logo,  A  thing  Ibr  me  ? — it  is  a  common  thing, — 

Emit,  Ha! 

lago.  To  have  a  foolish  wife. 

EniU.  O,  IS  that  all !  What  will  you  give  me  now 
For  that  same  hundkercliief ! 

lago.  What  handkerchief  ? 

Emil.  What  handkerchief? 
Why,  that  tlie  Moor  tirst  gave  to  Desdemona; 
That  which  so  oilen  you  did  bid  me  steal. 

lugo.  Hast  stolen  it  from  her  \ 

Emil.  No,  faith;  she  let  it  drop  by  negligence; 
And  to  the  advantage,  I,  being  here,  took  t  up. 
Look,  here  it  is. 

logo,  A  good  wench ;  give  it  me. 

EmiL  What  will  you  do  with  it,  tliat  you  have 
been  so  earnest 
To  have  me  Ulch  it  ? 

lago.  Why,  what*s  that  to  you  ? 

[Snafching  it, 

EmiL  If  it  be  not  for  some  purpose  of  import, 
Give  it  me  again:  Poor  lady!  she  11  run  mad. 
When  she  shall  lack  it. 

lago.  Be  not  you  known  oft;  I  have  use  for  it. 
Go,  leave  me.  [Exit  Kmiua. 

I  will  in  Cassio's  lodging  lose  this  napkin. 
And  let  him  tind  it:  Tritles,  light  as  air. 
Are,  to  the  jealous,  contirmations  strong 
As  proofs  of  holy  writ.    This  may  do  something: 
The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poisr>n: — 
Dangerous  conceits  are,  in  their  natures,  i>oison8. 
Which,  at  the  first,  are  scarce  Ibund  to  dibUible; 
But,  with  a  little  act  upon  the  blood, 
Burn  like  the  mines  of  sulphur.— I  did  say  so:— 

Enter  Othello. 

Look,  where  he  comes!  Not  poppy,  nor  mandra- 

gora,* 
Nor  all  the  drowsy  syrups  of  the  world. 
Shall  medicine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 
Which  tliou  ow'dst"  yesterday. 

«  When  we  begin  to  live. 

•  The  mandrake  has  a  soporific  quality.    • 
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OTHELLO, 


Act  III 


Ha !  ha !  false  to  me  1 


Otk. 
To  mel 

7/iyo.  Why,  how  now,  general  1  no  more  of  that. 

0/A.  A  vaunt !  be  gone!  thou  hast  set  me  on  the 
rack: 
I  swear,  HIk  better  to  be  much  abused, 
Than  but  to  know^t  a  little. 

Id  fro.  How  now,  my  lord? 

Ot'h.  What  sense  had  I  of  her  stolen  nours  of 
lustl 
T  saw  it  not,  thoujsht  it  not,  it  harmM  not  me: 
1  slept  the  next  nitfht  well,  was  free  and  merry; 
I  found  not  Casaio's  kisses  on  her  lips: 
He  that  is  rnhb*d,  not  wanting  what  is  stolen, 
Let  iiim  not  know  it,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  all. 

la^o.  I  am  sorry  to  hear  this. 

Oih.  I  had  been  happy,  if  the  general  camp, 
Pioneers"  and  all,  had  tasted  her  sweet  body, 
So  I  had  nothing  known:  0  now,  for  ever, 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind!  farewell  content! 
Farewell  the  plumed  troop,  and  the  big  wars, 
That  make  ambition  virtue!  O,  larewell! 
Farewell  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trump, 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  the  ear-piercing  fife, 
The  royal  banner;  and  all  quality, 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war! 
And  O  you  mortal  engines,  whose  rude  throats 
The  i  III  mortal  Jove's  drcaa  clamors  counterfeit. 
Farewell!  Othello's  occupation's  gone! 

//.7fo.  Is  it  possible? — My  lord, 

Ofh.  Villain,  be  sure  you  prove  my  love  a  whore; 
Be  sure  of  it;  give  me  the  ocular  proof; 

[Taking  him  bu  the  Throat, 
Or,  by  the  worth  of  mine  eternal  souf. 
Thou  hadst  been  better  have  been  born  a  dog, 
Than  answer  my  waked  wrath. 

Ir^o.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

0/A.  Make  me  to  see  it;  or  (at  the  least)  so 
prove  it. 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge,  nor  loop. 
To  hang  a  doubt  on:  or,  woe  upon  thy  life ! 

Jago.  My  noble  lord, 

Ofh.  If  thou  dost  slander  her,  and  torture  me, 
Nc^er  prav  more:  abandon  all  remorse; 
On  horror  s  head  horrors  accumulate: 
Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amaz*d, 
For  nothing  canst  thou  to  damnation  add, 
Greater  thain  thaU 

lago.  O  grace !  0  heaven  defend  me ! 

Are  you  a  man ?  have  you  a  soul,  or  sense? — 
God  be  wi'  you;   lake  mine  office. — O  wretched 

fool. 
That  liv'st  to  make  thine  honesty  a  vice! — 

0  moiDitrous  world !  Take  note,  take  note,  0  world, 
To  be  direct  and  honest,  is  not  safe. — 

1  thank  you  tor  this  profit;  and,  from  hence, 

ril  love  no  friend,  since  love  breeds  such  offence. 

0(h.  Nay,  stay  : — Thou  shouldst  be  honest. 

lagff.  1  should  be  wise,  for  honesty *s  a  fool, 
An<l  loses  that  it  works  for. 

0th.  By  the  world, 

I  tiiink  my  wife  be  honest,  and  think  she  is  not; 
I  think  that  thou  art  just,  and  think  thou  art  not; 
I'll  have  some  proof:  Her  name,  that  was  as  fresh 
As  Dian's  visage,  is  now  bej^nmed  and  black 
As  mine  own  lace. — If  there  be  cords,  or  knives, 
poison,  or  tire,  or  sultbcating  streams, 
I'll  not  endure  it. — *  Would,  I  were  satisfied ! 

Iff^ff.  1  see,  sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  passion: 
I  do  repent  me,  that  I  put  it  to  you. 
You  would  be  satisticd  ? 

0/k.  Would?  nay,  I  will. 

Jafih.  And  may:  But,  how]  howsatisficd.myiord? 
Wo  I.  Id  you,  the  sujMjrvisor,  grossly  gape  on  ? 
Beh(»ld  her  tupp'd  f 

Ofh.  Death  and  damnation !  O ! 

luK-K  It  were  a  tc'dious  difficulty,  I  think, 
To  bring  them  to  that  prospect:  Damn  them  then, 
\t'  ever  mortal  eyes  do  see  them  bolster. 
More  than  their  own  I  What  then  ?  how  then? 
What  shall  I  say  ?  Where's  satisfaction  ? 
It  is  impossible  you  should  see  this, — 
Were  they  as  prime  as  goats,  as  hot  as  monkeys, 
As  salt  as  wolves  in  pride,  and  tools  as  gross 
As  ii^norance  made  drunk.    But  yet,  I  say, 
It'  imputation,  and  strong  circumstances. 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth, 
'.Vill  give  you  satisfaction,  you  may  have  it 

1  Tho  Tilevt  of  the  csmp-    Ploneen  were  generally  d«- 
vadtsl  ic)  Jlers. 
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Ofh.  Give  me  a  living^  reason  sh^  di^oymL 

logo.  I  do  not  like  the  office: 
But,  sith  I  am  enter'd  in  this  cause  so  &r,— 
Prick'd  to  it  by  foolish  honesty  and  love,— 
I  will  go  on.    I  lay  with  Cas^sio  lately; 
And,  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth, 
I  could  not  sleep. 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  soul. 
That  in  their  sleeps  will  mutter  their  adiiirs; 
One  of  this  kind  is  Cossio: 
In  sleep  I  heard  him  say, — Sweet  Detiemma, 
IjCt  us  be  wary,  lei  us  hUle  our  loreg ; 
And  then,  sir,  would  he  gripe,  and  wnngmy  hand, 
Cry, — O,  sweet  creature  J  and  then  kiss  uie  hard, 
As  if  he  pluck'd  up  kisses  by  the  roots, 
That  grew  upon  mv  lips :  then  laid  his  hi 
Over  my  thigh,  and  sigh'd,  and  kiss'd;  aDd  Ibra 
Cried^— Cursed  fate!  that  gave  thee  to  the  Mmt! 

Ofh,  O  monstrous !  monstrous ! 

lagi).  Nay,  this  was  bat  his  dmn 

Oih,  But  this  denoted  a  foregone  coiicluMon; 
'Tis  a  shrewd  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  dream. 

lago.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs 
That  do  demonstrate  thinly. 

Ofh.  I'll  tear  her  all  to  pifces. 

logo.  Nay,  but  be  wise :  yet  wc  see  nothing;  duiie; 
She  may  be  honest  yet    Tell  me  but  this,— 
Have  you  not  sometimes  seen  a  handkerchief. 
Spotted  with  strawberries,  in  your  wile's  handl 

Otk,  I  gave  her  such  a  one ;  'twas  my  An^t  ^iil 

lago.  I  know  not  that;  but  such  a  handkercinef, 
I  am  sure  it  was  your  wife's,)  did  I  to-dsy 

ee  Cassio  wipe  his  beard  witn. 

0th,  Ifitbethal,- 

lago.  If  it  be  that  or  any  that  was  hers. 
It  speaks  against  her  with  the  other  proofe. 

Ofh,  O,  that  the  slave  had  forty  thousand  lives; 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak,  for  my  reveu|:c! 
Now  do  I  see  'tis  true. — Look  here,  lago; 
All  my  fond  love  thus  I  do  blow  to  heaven: 
♦Tis  gone. — 

Arise,  black  vengeance,  from  thy  hollow  cell  I 
Yield  up,  O  love,  thy  crown,  and  hearted  ilirow,' 
To  tyrannous  hate !  swell,  bos^om,  with  thy  traugtit,' 
For  tis  of  aspic's  tongues ! 

lago.  Pray,  be  content 

Ofh,  O,  blood,  lago.  blood ! 

lago.  Patience,  I  say ;  your  mind,  perhaps,  may 
change. 

0th.  Never,  lago.    Like  to  the  Pontic  isea, 
Whose  icy  current  and  compulsive  course 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keejia  due  on 
To  the  Propontic,  and  the  Hellespont; 
Even  so  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  paw. 
Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  love. 
Till  that  a  capable^  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow  them  up. — Now,  by  yond'  marble  hwvtu. 
In  the  due  reverence  of  a  sacred  vow        [Kntti!. 
I  here  engage  my  words. 

lago.  Do  not  rise  yet— [A'lwe^ 

Witness,  you  ever-burning  lights  above  I 
You  elements  that  clip^  us  round  about ! 
Witness,  that  here  lago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  heart. 
To  wrong'd  Othello's  8er\ice!  let  him  comminiJ, 
And  to  obey  shall  be  in  me  remor!»e,^ 
What  bloody  work  soever, 

Ofh.  I  greet  thy  love, 

Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance  Uhj** 

teous, 
And  will  upon  the  instant  put  thee  to't: 
Within  these  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  sa]\ 
That  Cassio's  not  alive. 

lago.  My  friend  is  dead;  'tis  done  at  your  re- 
quest ; 
But  let  her  live. 

Ofh,  Damn  her,  lewd  minx !  0,  damn  hw 

Come,  go  with  me  apart ;  1  will  withdraw. 
To  furnish  me  with  someswifl  means  of  de»lb 
For  the  fair  devil.    Now  art  tliou  my  lieutenant. 

lago,  I  am  your  own  for  ever.  [Kxeunt 

SCENE  ly, —The  same. 
Enter  Dbsdbmona,  Emiua,  and  Cloira. 
Bes,  Do  you  know,  sirrah,  where  lieulcfltnt 
Cassio  lies  ? 

•  Spoakiug,  manifest. 

•  liie  huart  on  which  thnu  wast  enthiooML 

I  Frulght  lond.  •  Capacious.  •  Cmbnina. 

«  Not  of  maUcetootlien.  but  tf  teD^irarssftrUa 
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CUk  1  dare  not  say,  he  lies  anywhere  1 

Dfx.  Why»  man  t 

Cln»  He  is  a  soldier;  and  for  me  to  say  a  soldier 
lien,  18  Htabbing. 

Vrs.  Go  to :  Where  tooges  ne  . 

Ch.  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you 
where  I  lie. 

Deft.  Can  any  thing  be  made  or  this? 

Clo.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges;  and  for  me 
to  demise  a  lodging,  and  say— he  lies  here,  or  he 
lies  there,  were  to  lie  in  my  own  throat. 

I)en.  Can  you  inquire  him  out,  and  be  edified 
by  report  ? 

CUk  I  will  catechize  the  world  for  him;  that  is, 
make  questions,  and  bv  them  answer. 

lies.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither:  tell  him 
I  have  moved  my  lord  in  his  behalf,  and  hope,  all 
will  be  well. 

Co,  To  do  this  is  within  the  compass  of  man^s 
wit;  and  therefore  1  will  attempt  the  doing  it 

[ExU. 

Des,  Where  should  I  lose  that   handkerchief, 
Emilia  1 

Kmil.  I  know  not,  madam. 

Dex.  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  have  lost  ray  purse 
Full  of  rru7.adoe8.^    And,  but  my  noble  Moor 
|h  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  such  baseness 
Art  jealous  creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill-thinking. 

Km  ii.  Is  he  not  jealous  t 

JJcs.  Who,  he  ?    I  think,  the  sun,  where  he  was 
bom. 
Drew  all  such  humors  fVom  him. 

KmiL  Look,  where  he  comes. 

])es.  1  will  not  leave  him  now,  till  Cassio 
Be  caird  to  him.— How  is't  with  you,  my  lord] 

Enter  Othello. 

Ofk.  Well,  my  good  lady :— [i4*t^/«.]  0,  hard- 
ness to  ciissenihlc ! — 
How  do  you,  Desdouiona  ? 

J)f:t.  Wellj  my  good  lord. 

Oih.  Give  me  your  hand:    This  hand  is  moist, 
my  lady. 

J)es,  It  > et  has  felt  no  age,  nor  known  no  sorrow. 

O/A.  This  argues  fruitfulness,  and  liberal  heart; — 
Hot,  hot,  and  moist:  This  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  set} Hosier  from  liberty,  fasting  and  prayer, 
Kliicb  cnsiiijation,  exercise  devout; 
For  here's  a  youuK  and  sweating  devil  here, 
That  commonly  rebels.    'Tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Des.  You  may  indeed  say  so ; 
For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 

0th,  A  liberal  hand:  The  hearts,  of  old,  gave 
Imnds; 
But  our  new  heraldry  is — hands,  not  hearts. 

])es.  I  cannot  speak  of  this.    Come  now,  your 
promise. 

Ofh.  What  promise,  chuck  1 

De^.  I  have  sent  to  bid  Cassio  come  speak  with 
you. 

0/h.  I  have  a  salt  and  sullen  rheum  offends  me : 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief. 

Deft,  Here,  my  lord. 

Oih.  That  which  I  gave  you. 

J)en.  I  have  it  not  about  me. 

O/h,  Noti 

J)ef(,  No,  indeed,  my  lord, 

Ofh,  That  is  a  fault: 

That  handkerchief 
Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  mother  give; 
She  was  a  charmer,^  and  could  atraost  read 
The  thoughts  of  people:  she  told  her,  while  she 

kept  it, 
'Twould  make  her  amiable,  and  subdue  my  father 
Entirely  to  lier  love;  but  if  she  lost  it, 
Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  father's  eye 
Should  hold  her  loathly,  and  his  spirits  should  hunt 
Alter  new  lancies :  She,  dying,  gave  it  me ; 
And  bid  me,  when  my  fate  would  have  me  wive. 
To  give  it  her.    I  did  so :  and  take  heed  oft. 
Make  it  a  darling  like  your  precious  eye ; 
To  lose  or  giveH  awav,  were  such  perdition. 
Is  nothing  else  could  match. 

Des.  Is  it  possible 

Ofh.  'Tis  true:  there's  magic  in  the  web  of  it: 
K  sibyl,  that  had  numberM  in  the  world 
The  ^un  to  n<ake  two  hundred  compasses, 

»  A  Pcrtugoese  ooio.  *  EoebantraM, 


In  her  prophetic  fury  sewM  the  work 
The  worms  were  hallow'd  tliat  did  breed  the  silk ; 
And  it  was  died  in  mummy,  which  the  ^k^Hul 
ConservM  of  maidens'  hearts. 

Oe».  Indeed  I  if«'t  true 

Ofh.  Most  veritable;  therefore  look  *o\  well. 

Des,  Then  'would  to  heaven,  that  I  had  neve^ 
seen  it. 

Ofh.  Ha!  wherefore? 

Des.  Why  do  you  speak  so  startingly  and  rash  V 

Oih.  IsH  losti  isH  gone?  speak,  is  it  out  of  tlie 
way? 

Des.  Heaven  bless  us ! 

Oih,  Say  you  ? 

Des.  It  is  not  lost;  But  what  an  if  it  were? 

Oih.  Ha ! 

Des.  I  say,  it  is  not  losL 

Oih.  Fetch't,  let  me  see  it 

Des.  Why,  so  I  can,  sir,  but  1  will  not  now ; 
This  is  a  trick,  to  put  me  tVom  my  suit; 
I  prav,  let  Cassio  be  receiv'd  again. 

Oih.  Fetch  me  that  handkerchief:  my  mind  mis- 
gives. 

Des.  Come, come; 
You'll  never  meet  a  more  sufficient  man. 

Oih.  The  handkerchief. 

Des.  I  pray,  talk  me  of  Cassio. 

Oih.  The  handkerchief, 

Des.                               A  man  that,  all  his  time. 
Hath  founded  his  good  fortune  on  your  love ; 
Shared  dangers  with  you ; 

Oih.  The  handkerchief, 

Des,  In  sooth. 
You  are  to  blame. 

Oih.  Away!  [^xt/ Othello. 

Emii.  Is  not  this  man  jealous? 

Des.  I  ne'er  saw  this  before. 
Sure,  there's  some  wonder  in  this  handkerchief: 
I  am  most  unhappy  in  the  loss  of  it. 

EmiU  'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  shows  us  a  man : 
They  are  all  but  stomachs,  and  we  all  but  lot)d ; 
They  eat  us  hun^erly.  and  when  they  arc  full, 
They  belch  us.  Look  you !  Cassio,  and  my  hufcband 

Enter  Iago  and  Cassio. 

lagn.  There  is  no  other  way;  'tis  she  must  do't; 
And,  lo,  the  hap))iness!  tro,  and  iinndrtune  her. 

Des.  How  now,  good  Cassio!   what's  the  news 
with  you? 

Cas.  Madam,  my  former  suit:  I  do  beseech  you 
That,  by  your  virtuous  means,  I  may  again 
Exist,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love. 
Whom  1,  with  all  the  duly  of  my  heart. 
Entirely  honor;  I  would  not  be  delay'd: 
If  my  ollence  be  of  such  mortal  kind. 
That  neither  service  jwhI,  nor  present  sorrows, 
Nor  purjKJs'd  merit  in  futurity. 
Can  ransom  me  into  his  love  again. 
Hut  to  know  so  must  be  my  l>cneht; 
So  shall  1  clothe  me  in  a  forced  content. 
And  shut  myself  up  in  some  other  course. 
To  Ibrlunc's  alms. 

Des.  Alas !  thrice  gentle  Cassio, 

My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune; 
My  lord  is  not  my  lord;  nor  should  I  know  him. 
Were  he  in  lavor^  as  in  humor  alter'd 
So  help  me,  every  spirit  sanctilled. 
As  1  have  spoken  for  you  all  mv  best , 
And  stood  within  the  blank  of  his  displeasure .^ 
For  my  free  speech !  You  must  a  while  be  patient : 
What  1  can  do,  I  will ;  and  more  I  will, 
Than  for  myself  I  dare :  let  that  suffice  you. 

Ittgo.  Is  my  lord  angry  ? 

Emit.  He  went  hence  but  now. 

And,  certainly,  in  strange  unquictness. 

lai^o.  Can  he  be  angry  ?  I  have  seen  the  cannon, 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air ; 
And,  like  the  devil,  from  his  very  arm 
Pulf'd  his  own  brother; — And  can  he  be  angry? 
Something  of  moment,  then :  I  will  go  meet  him ; 
There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry. 

Des,   I    pr'ythee   do   so.— Something,  sure,  of 
state,—  \Exii  Iaoo. 

Either  from  Venice;  or  some  unhatch'd  practice* 
Made  demonstrable  here  in  Cyprus  to  him, — 
Hath  puddled  his  clear  spirit:  and,  in  such  cases, 
Men's  natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things, 
Though  great  ones  are  their  object.    'Tis  even  bc; 

1  Vehemently,  riolently.  •  In  countenanot. 

•  Withio  the  tbot  of  his  anger.         *  Treason. 
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Vo  •  let  our  finger  ache,  and  it  endues 

Olc  other  healthful  members  even  to  that  sense 

f>f  pain:  Nay,  we  must  think,  men  are  not  gods; 

Nor  of  thrm  look  for  such  observances 

As  tM  the  bridal.^— Beshrew  me  much,  Emilia, 

I  was  (unhandsome  warrior  as  I  am) 

Arrai^nini|:  his  unkindness  with  my  soul; 

But  now,  I  And,  1  had  suboniM  the  witness, 

And  he^s  indicted  falsely. 

EmiL  Pray  heaven,  it  be  state  matters,  as  you 
think; 
And  no  conception,  nor  no  jealous  toy, 
Concerning  you. 

Des,  Alas  the  day !  I  never  gave  him  cause. 

Kmil,  But  Jealous  souls  will  not  be  answerM  so; 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  cause, 
But  jealous  for  they  are  jealous :  'tis  a  monster, 
Bei^ot  upon  itself,  born  on  itself. 

bu.  Heaven  keep  that  monster  from  Othello^s 
mind ! 

EmU.  Lady,  amen. 

Dea,  I  will  go   seek  him. —  Cassio,  walk  here 
about : 
f  I  do  fmd  him  (itj  V\\  move  your  suit. 
And  seek  to  eflect  it  to  my  uttermost. 

('aa.  I  humbly  thank  your  ladyship. 

[Exeunt  Desdemona  and  EifiLU. 

EnUr  BiANCA. 

Bian.  Save  you,  friend  Cassio ! 

Cas.  What  make  you  fVom  home  1 

How  is  it  with  you,  my  most  fair  Bianca  ! 
I  *fiiith,  sweet  love,  I  was  coming  to  your  house. 

Bian.  And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging,  Cassio. 
What!  keep  a  weekawiiy!  seven  days  and  nights? 
Kight-Bcore  eight  hours?  and  lovers' absent  hours, 


More  tedious  than  the  dial  eight  score  times ! 

0  weary  reckoning ! 

Ca9.  Pardon  me,  Bianca ; 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thought  bem  press'd 
But  I  shall,  in  a  more  continuate  time 

Strike  off  this  score  of  absence.    Sweet  Bianca, 

[Giving  her  Debdemona's  Uandkerda/f 
Take  me  this  work  out.<> 

Bian,  O.  Cassio,  whence  came  thii  \ 

This  is  some  token  from  a  newer  friend. 
To  the  felt  absence  now  I  feel  a  cause : 
Is  it  come  to  this  ?  Well,  well. 

Ca9.  Woman,  go  to . 

Throw  your  vile  guesses  in  the  devil's  teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them.  You  arejcttlou!>  now 
That  this  is  fVom  some  mistress,  some  remcoc 

brance: 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bian,  Why,  whom  is  it! 

Cas.  I  know  not,  sweet :  I  found  it  in  my  chambK. 
I  like  the  work  well ;  ere  it  be  demanded, 
(As,  like  enough,  it  will.)  I'd  have  it  copied: 
Take  it,  and  do't ;  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bian,  Leave  you  !  wherefore  1 

Cas,  I  do  attend  here  on  the  general; 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wish, 
To  have  him  see  me  woman'd. 

Bian,  Why,  I  pray  you ' 

Cas.  Not  that  I  love  you  not. 

Bian,  But  that  you  do  not  love  mc 

I  pray  you,  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little; 
And  say,  if  I  shall  see  you  soon  at  nii;ht 

Cos.  'Tis  but  a  little  way,  that  I  can  bring  yoo. 
For  I  attend  here:  but  I'll  see  you  soon. 

Bian.  'TIS  very  good;  I  must  be  circumsUinrwl. 

[Eixuul 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  l.—Thesame, 
Enter  Othello  and  Iago. 

lago.  Will  you  think  so? 

0th,  Think  so,  Iago? 

laf^o.  What, 

To  kiss  in  private  ? 

0th,  An  unauthoriz'd  kiss. 

higo.  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  abed. 
An  hour,  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  ? 

01  h.  Naked  abed,  Iago,  and  not  mean  harm? 
It  is  hypocrisy  against  the  devil: 
They  that  mean  virtuously,  and  yet  do  so, 
Thedevil  their  virtue  tenipts,and  they  tempt  heaven. 

Iago.  So  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  venial  slip: 
But  if  I  give  my  wrfe  a  handkerchief, 

0th.  What  then? 

lugo.  Why  then  'tishers,my  lord;  and,  being  hers. 
She  may,  ]  think,  bestow't  on  any  man. 

0th.  She  IS  protectress  of  her  honor  too; 
May  she  give  that? 

Ill  go.  Her  honor  is  an  essence  that's  not  seen ; 
They  have  it  very  ofX,  that  have  it  not: 
But,  for  the  handkerchief, 

Otti.  By  hcuveii,!  would  most  gladly  have  forgot 
it: — 
Thou  said'st,— O,  it  comes  o'er  my  memory. 
As  doth  the  raven  o'er  the  inflected  house, 
Boding  to  all,3— he  had  my  handkerchief. 

Ivgv.  Ay,  what  of  that? 

Oth,  That's  not  so  good.  now. 

Jugo,  What,  if  I  had  said,  I  had  seen  him  do  you 
wrong? 
Or  heard  hint  say,-— As  knaves  be  such  abroad, 
Who  having,  by  their  own  importunate  suit, 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  some  misfreMS, 
Convinced  or  supplied'*  them,  cannot  choose 
But  they  must  blab 

01  h.  Hath  he  said  any  thing? 

logo.  He  hath,  my  lord ;  but,  be  >ou  well  asaur'd, 
.No  more  than  he'll  unswear. 

Oth,  What  hath  he  said? 

Iago,  Taith,  that  he  did,— I  know  not  what  he 
did. 

•  The  nuptial  feast 

■  The  ravun  was  thought  to  be  a  ooDitant  attendant  on 

bouse  lnfeet(><l  with  the  pingue. 

«  Oil  spelling  of  suppled,  t.  e.  softened. 


Oth.  What?  what? 

Iago,  Lie 

Oth,  With  her? 

Jago,  With  her,  on  her ;  what  j ou  will. 

Oth,  Lie  with  her*  lie  on  her !— We  »ay, li** <^ 
her,  when  they  belie  her:  Lie  with  her  I  ihaf* 
fulfiome.— Handkerchief, — confessions,— handlfr* 
chiefl — To  confess,  and  be  hanged  for  his  J«?>or— 
First  to  be  hanged,  and  then  to  conf»*»s :— I  treraM*' 
at  it.  Nature  would  not  invest  herself  in  >ifb 
shadowing  passion,  without  some  instruction.  H  >' 
not  words^  that  shake  me  thus;— Pihh!— N"''^ 
ears,  and  lips:— Is  it  possible ?--Coafe»s I— H«w'- 
kerchief !— O,  devil !—  [FaUs  in  a  Truntt. 

Iago,  Work  on. 
My  medicine,  work !    Thus  credulous  fooU  are 

caught; 
And  many  worthy  and  chaste  dames,  even  liju«.  ^ 
All  guiltless  meet  reproach.— What, ho!  my  M. 

Enter  Cassio. 
My  lord,  I  say!  Othello!— How  now, Cassio! 

Cas,  What  is  the  matter ! 

Iago,  My  lord  is  fiaillen  into  an  epilepsy; 
This  is  his  st^cond  fit;  he  had  one  yesterday. 

Cas,  Rub  him  about  the  temples. 

Iago.  No,  fori»ttr: 

The  lethargy  must  have  his  quiet  course: 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth ;  and,  by-and»by. 
Breaks  out  to  savage  niadnesn.    Look,  be  tiUrs, 
Do  you  withdraw  yourself  a  little  while. 
He  will  recover  straight ;  when  he  is  gone, 
1  would  on  great  occasion  speak  with  you.— 

[ExUi'y? 
How  is  it,  general  ?  have  you  not  hurl  your  l*"'**^ 

Oth,  Dobt  thou  mock  nie  ? 

Iago,  I  mock  you !  no,  bv  hci^f' 

'Would  you  would  bear  your  fortunes  hw  a  "'*" 

Oth,  A  horned  man*s  a  monnter,  and  a  bea*L 

Iago,  There's  many  a  beast  then  ui  a  popuwi 
city. 
And  many  a  civil  monster. 

Oth,  Did  he  confess  it? 

Iago,  Good  sir,  be  a  roan. 

Think,  every  bearded  fellow,  that's  but  )oke<t 

•  Time  IfSB  interrnpted.  ^^ 

■  Ibe  meaning  is,  not  pick  out  the  «c*k,  bat  ccVJT  ■'" 
work  in  another  handkercbie£ 
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May  draw  with  you*  there's  millionR  now  alive 

T.'iiit  tiiuhtly  lie  in  those  unproper  beds, 

\Vh:oh  they  da  re  swear  i>ecu  I  irtr;  your  rase  is  better. 

O.  'lis  the  spite  of  hell,  the  tiend  s  arch-mock. 

To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  secure  couch. 

And  to  suppose  her  chaste !  No,  let  me  know; 

And.  knowing  what  I  am.  I  know  what  she  shall  be. 

Oth,  O,  thou  art  wise ;  *tis  certain. 

liif^n.  Stand  you  a  while  apart; 

Connne  yourself  but  in  a  patient  list.^ 
Whilst  you  were  here,  erewhile  mad  with  yourgrief, 
(A  passion  most  unsuitiuK  such  a  man,) 
CasHJo  cnm»*  hither:  1  shifted  him  away. 
And  laid  ^ood  *8cuse  upon  your  ecstasy; 
Bade  him  anon  return,  and  here  speak  with  me; 
The  which  he  promis'd.    Do  but  encave**  yourself, 
And  murk  the  fleers,  the  i^ibes.  and  notable  scorns, 
That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face  ; 
For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew, — 
Where,  how,  how  ott,  how  long  a^o,  and  when 
He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife; 
1  say,  but  mark  his  gesture.    Marry,  patience; 
Or  I  xhall  say,  you  arc  all  in  all  in  spleen. 
And  nothing  of  a  man. 

Oth.  Dost  thou  hear,  lago  1 

I  will  be  found  most  cunning  in  my  patience, 
But  (dost  thou  hear  ?)  most  bloody. 

Iti^o.  That's  not  amiss; 

But  yet  keep  time  in  all.    Will  you  withdraw  1 

[Othello  wUhdrawa, 
Now  will  I  question  Cassio  of  Bianca, 
A  houpowife,  that,  by  seUing  her  de'sires, 
Buys  herhelf  bread  and  riollies :  it  is  a  creature 
I'hat  doteson  Cassio, — as  'tis  the  strumpet's  plague, 
To  beguile  many,  and  lie  be;riiil'd  by  <»ne; 
He,  wheii  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excess  of  laughter: — Here  lie  comes: — 

Re-enfer  Cassio. 

As  be  shall  smile,  Othello  shall  go  mad; 
And  his  unbookish^  jeiilou>:y  must  construe 
Poor  Cassio's  snnles.  gestures,  and  light  behaviour 
Quite    in    the   wrong.— How  do  you  now,  lieu- 
tenant? 

Cas»  The  worser,  that  you  give  me  the  addition,^ 
Whose  want  even  kills  me. 

luf^o.  Ply  Desdemona  well,  and  you  are  sure  oft. 
Now,  if  this  suit  lay  in  Bianca's  power, 

[  Speaking  lower. 
How  ({uickly  should  you  speed! 

Cof,  Alas,  poor  caitiff! 

Ofh,  Look,  how  he  laughs  already  !  [Asi'le. 

lu^n,  1  never  knew  a  woman  love  man  so. 

CVitf.  Alas,  poor  rogue  !  I  think,  i'  ltiiih,she  loves 
me. 

Oth.  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out. 

[Aside. 

Ingn.  Do  you  hear,  Cassio  ? 

O/A.  Now  he  importunes  him 

To  tell  it  o'er:  Go  to  ;  well  said,  well  said.  [Aiiiie. 

lago.  She  gives  it  out,  that  you  shall  marry  her: 
Do  you  intend  it  ? 

Vati.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Oth.  Do  you  triumph,  Roman  !  do  you  triumi)h? 

\Ai>\de. 

Can.  I  marry  her!  —  what?  a  customer!^  I 
pr'ythee,  bear  some  charity  to  my  wit;  do  not  think 
it  so  unwholesome.    Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Ofh.  So,  so,  so.  so :  They  laugh  that  win.  {Afdde. 

lago.  'Faith,  the  cry  goe.s,  that  you  shall  marry 
her. 

Cas.  Pr'ythee,  say  true. 

If/ no.  1  am  a  very  villain  else. 

Ofh.  Have  you  scored  me  ,'  Well.  [Aftiffe. 

Cas.  This  is  the  nionkey's  own  giving  out:  she 
is  persuaded  I  will  marry  "her,  out  of  her  own  love 
and  flattery,  not  out  of  my  promiHc. 

Oth.  lago  beckons  me;  now  he  begins  the  story. 

[A»vie. 

Can.  She  was  here  even  now:  she  haunts  me  in 
every  place.  I  was,  the  other  day,  talking  on  the 
•ea-bank  with  certain  Venetians ;  and  thither  comes 
iliis  bauble ;  by  this  hand,  she  fails  thus  about  my 
neck: 

Oth.  Crying,  O  dear  Cassio !  as  it  were :  his 
gesture  imports  it.  [Aside. 

Cas.  So  bangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me ; 
lo  hales,  and  pulls  me :  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

V  within  the  bounds  o**  patience.    •  HMe.    •  Ignorant 
'  1  'tl«  of  lieutenant.  ft  A  common  woman. 


Oth.  Now  he  tells,  how  sne  piuck'd  him  to  my 
chamber;  0. 1  see  that  nose  of  yours,  but  not  that 
dog  I  shall  tnrow  it  to.  [Ahhte* 

Cas.  Well,  I  must  leave  her  company. 

lago.  Before  me  !  look  where  she  comes. 

Enter  Bianca . 

Cas.  'Tis  such  another  fitchew  !*  marry,  a  per- 
fumed one. — What  do  you  mean  by  this  haunting 
of  me  I 

Bian.  Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  you! 
What  did  you  mean  by  that  same  handkerchief, 
you  gave  me  even  now  ?  I  was  a  tiiie  fool  to  take  it. 
1  must  take  out  the  whole  work  ?~A  likely  piece 
of  work,  that  you  should  And  it  in  your  chamber, 
and  not  know  who  lett  it  there!  This  is  some  minx's 
token,  and  1  must  take  out  the  work?  rhere,--gi%e 
it  your  hobby-horse:  wheresoever  you  had  it.  Til 
take  out  no  work  on't. 

Cas.  How  now,  my  sweet  Bianca?  how  now! 
how  now  ? 

0/A.  By  heaven,  that  should  be  my  handkerchief! 

[Ante, 

Bian,  An  you'll  come  to  supper  to-night,  you 
may :  an  you  will  not,  come  when  you  are  next 
prepared  tor.  [Exit, 

lagii.  After  her,  after  her. 

Cas.  'Faith,  1  must,  she'll  rail  in  the  street  else, 

lago.  Will  you  sup  there? 

Cas   'Faith,  I  intend  so. 

lago.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  see  you ;  for  I  would 
verj'  fain  speak  with  you. 

Cas.  Pr'ythee,  come;  will  you? 

Ian,o.  Cmo  to;  say  wo  more.  [Exit  Cassio. 

Oth.  How  shall  1  murder  him,  Tago? 

lagu.  Did  vou  perceive  how  he  Uiighed  at  his 
vice  5 

Oth.  O,  lago ! 

Ingft.  And  did  you  see  the  handkerchief? 

Oth.  Was  that  mine? 

lago.  Yours,  by  this  hand:  and  to  see  how  he 

Krizes  the  foolish  woman,  your  wife!  she  gave  it 
im.  and  he  hath  given  it  his  whore. 

Oth.  1  would  have  him  nine  years  a-killing: — 
A  flne  woman  !  a  fair  wotnan !  a  sweet  woman  ! 

higo.  Nay,  you  must  tbrget  that. 

Oth.  Ay,  let  her  rot  and  perish,  and  be  damned 
to-night;  tor  she  shall  not  live:  No,  my  heart  is 
turned  to  stone;  I  strike  it,  and  it  hurls  my  hand. 
O,  the  world  hath  not  a  sweeter  creature:  she 
might  lie  by  an  emperor^s  side,  and  command  hiin 
tasks. 

lago.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 

Oth.  Hang  her!  I  do  but  say  what  she  is: — So 
delicate  with  her  needle !— An  admirable  musician ' 
O,  she  will  sing  the  savageness  out  of  a  bear! — 
Of  so  high  and  plenteous  wit  and  invention ! — 

lago.  She's  the  worse  tor  all  this. 

Ofh'  O,  a  thousand,  a  thousand  times: — And 
then,  of  so  gentle  a  condition  !^ 

logo.  Ay,  too  gentle. 

Oth,  Nay,  that's  certain :  But  yet  the  pity  of  it, 
lago ! — O,  lago,  the  pity  oi  it,  lago ! 

lago.  U  you  are  so  lond  over  ner  iniquity,  give 
her  patent  to  otfend;  for,  if  it  touch  not  you,  it 
comes  near  nobody. 

O/A.  I  will  chop  her  into  messes: — Cuckcld  me! 

logo.  O,  'tis  tbul  in  her. 

Oth.  With  mine  otticer! 

logo.  That's  fouler. 

Oth.  Get  me  some  poison,  lago;  this  night:*- 
I'll  not  expostulate  with  her,  lest  her  body  and  beau- 
ty unprovide  my  mind  again: — this  night,  Jago. 

logo.  Do  it  not  with  poison,  strangle  her  iu  her 
bed,  even  the  bed  nhe  hath  contaminated. 

Oth.  Good,  good:  the  justice  of  it  pleases;  very 
good. 

lago.  And,  for  Cassio,— let  me  be  his  under- 
taker: 
You  shall  hear  more  by  midnight. 

[A  Trumpet  within, 

Oth.  Excellent  good.— What  trumpet  is  that 
same? 

lago.  Something  from  Venice,  sure.    'Tis  Lo« 
dovico. 
Come  from  the  duke:  and, see,  your  wife  is  with 
him. 

Enter  Lodotioo,  Desdemona,  and  Attendants. 
Lod.  'Save  you,  worthy  general ! 

■  A  polecat  «  Of  so  sweet  a  disposition. 
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Ofh.  With  all  my  heart,  «ir. 

i  od.  The  duke  and  senators  of  Venice  greet  you. 

[Gioes  him  a  Packet 

Othn  I  kiss  the  instrument  of  their  pleasures. 

[Opens  the  Packet  and  reads, 

Dett.  And  what's  the  news,  good  cousin  Lodovico ! 

lago.  I  am  %'ery  glad  to  see  you,  signior; 
Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

Jjod.  1  thank  you :  How  does  lieutenant  Cassio  ! 

laKO.  Lives,  sir. 

Des.  Cousin,  there's  fkllen  between  him  and  my 
lord 
An  unkind  breach:  but  you  shall  make  all  well. 

Ofh.  Arc  you  sure  of  tnati 

Des,  My  lordl 

0th.  This  fail  you  not  to  do^  as  you  will— 

[Reads. 

Lod.  He  did  not  call;  he's  busy  in  the  paper. 
Is  there  division  Hwixt  my  lord  and  Cassio  T 

Dc9.  A  most  unhappy  one ;  I  would  do  much 
To  atone'^  them,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Cassio. 

Ofh.  Fire  and  brimstone! 

Des.  My  lordl 

Otfi.  Are  you  wise  J 

Dex.  What,  is  he  angry  ? 

Ltfd.  'May  be,  the  letter  mov'd  him ; 

Kor,  as  I  think,  they  do  command  him  home, 
Deputing  Cassio  in  his  government- 

X)m.  By  my  troth,  I  am  glad  on't. 

Ofh.  Indeed  t 

Den.  My  lord  1 

Ofh.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  mad. 

J)es.  How,  sweet  Othello? 

Ofh.  Devil !  [  Striking  her. 

Des.  I  have  not  descrv'd  this. 

Lod.  My  lord,  this  would  not  be  believ'd  in 
Venice, 
Though  I  should  swear  I  saw  it:  'Tis  very  much : 
Mnkc  her  amends,  she  weeps. 

Ofh.  O  devil,  devil ! 

If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  woman's  tears, 
Each  drop  she  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile:— 
Out  of  my  sight  \    * 

Des.  I  will  not  stay  to  offend  you. 

[Going. 

fjotf.  Truly,  an  obedient  lady  :— 
I  do  l)cscoclf  your  lordship,  call  her  back. 

Ofh.  Mistress, 

Dfff.  My  lord  ? 

Ofh.  What  would  you  with  her,  sir! 

T/td.  Who,  I,  my  lord  ! 

Ofh.  Ay;  you  did  wish  that  I  would  make  her  turn: 
Sir.  she  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
And  turn  again;  and  she  can  weep,  sir,  weep; 
And  slip's  ohcdiont.  as  you  say, — obedient, — 
V  cry  obedient : — Proceed  you  in  your  tears. — 
Concerning  this,  sir,— O  well-painted  passion! 
I  am  comniandod  home:  Get  you  away; 
I'll  send  for  you  anon.— Sir,  I  obey  the  mandate. 
And  will  return  to  Venice ;— Hence,  avaunt! 

[Exit  Desdrmoka. 
Cassio  shall  have  my  place.    And,— sir,  to-night, 
I  do  entreat  that  we  may  sup  together. 
You  arc  welcome,  sir,  to  Cyprus.  —  Goats  and 
monkeys !  [Exit. 

iMd.  Is  this  the  noble  Moor  whom  our  ftill  senate 
Call— all-in-all  suflicient? — This  the  noble  nature 
Whom  pass'on  could  not  shake  ?  whose  solid  virtue 
The  shot  of  accident,  nor  dart  of  chance, 
Could  neither  graze,  nor  pierce? 

/(7/ro.  He  is  much  changed. 

Jjrl.  Are  his  wits  safe  1  is  he  not  light  of  brain  ? 

logo  He  is  that  he  is;  I  may  not  breathe  my 
censure. 
What  he  might  be,— if,  what  he  might,  he  is  not,— 
I  would  to  heaven  he  were. 

X/W.  What,  strike  his  wife ! 

logo.  'Faith,  thac  was  not  so  well;  Yet,  'would  I 
knew 
That  stroke  would  prove  the  worst 

IjxI.  Is  it  his  use  ? 

Or  did  the  letters  work  upon  his  blood, 
And  new-create  this  fault? 

lago.  Alas,  alas! 

It  is  not  honesty  in  me,  to  speak 
What  I  have  seen  and  known.    You  shall  observe 

him; 
And  his  own  courses  will  denote  him  bo, 

»R«ooneU«. 


That  I  may  save  my  speech :  Do  bat  go  after, 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 
Lad,  I  am  sorry,  that  I  am  deceiv'd  in  him. 

\ExeuTa 

SCENE  II.— vl  Room  in  the  Casilt, 
Enter  Othbllo  and  Emilia. 

Oth.  Tou  have  seen  nothing  then ! 

Emit.  Nor  ever  heard ;  nor  ever  did  suspect. 

Oth.  Yes,  you  have  seen  Cajssio  and  she  together 

EmiL  But  then  I  saw  no  harm:  and  then  I  hraid 
Each  syllable  that  breath  made  up  between  them 

Oth.  What,  did  they  never  whisper! 

Emit.  Never,  my  lord. 

Ofh.  Nor  send  you  out  of  the  way? 

Emil.  Never. 

Oth.  To  fetch  her  fiin,  her  gloves,  her  mask,  nor 
nothing? 

Emil.  Never,  my  lord. 

Oth.  That's  strange- 

Emil.  I  durst,  my  lord,  to  wager  she  is  honest, 
Lay  down  my  soul  at  stake:  If  you  think  other. 
Remove  your  thought;  it  doth  abuse  your  bosooL 
If  any  wretch  hath  put  this  in  your  head. 
Let  heaven  requite  it  with  the  serpent's  ca»e! 
For,  if  she  be  not  honest,  chaiite,  and  true, 
There's  no  man  happy :  the  purest  of  their  wires 
Is  foul  as  slander. 

Oth.  Bid  her  come  hither:— go.— 

[Exit  Emiui. 
She  says  enough:— yet  she's  a  simple  bawd 
That  cannot  say  as  much.   This  is  a  subtle  whore, 
A  closet-lock-and-kcy  of  villanous  secrets: 
And  yet  she'll  kneel,  and  pray ;  I  have  seen  her  dot. 

Re-tnter  Emilia,  with  Dssdemoka. 

Des.  My  lord,  what  ia  your  will? 
Oth.  Pray,  chuck,  come  hither, 

Des.  Viha.i  is  your  pleasure  ? 
Oth.  Let  me  see  your  eyes; 

Look  in  my  face. 
Des.  What  horrible  fancy  s  this! 

Oth.  Some  of  your  function,  mistress : 

Leave  procreants  alone,  and  shut  the  cfoor: 
Cough,  or  cry — hem,  if  anybody  come: 
Your  mysterj',  your  mystery ;— nay,  di'spatch. 

[Exit  tlMiui. 

Des.  Upon  my  knees,  what  doth  your  spetcii  im- 
port? 
I  understand  a  fury  in  your  words, 
But  not  the  words. 

Oth.  Why,  what  art  thou? 

Des.  YouT  wife,  my  lord ;  your  tro* 

And  loyal  wife. 

Oth.  Come,  swear  it,  damn  thyself; 

Lest,  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devil*  thpm''*!^** 
Should  fear  to  seize  tliee:  therefore  be  double- 

damn'd, 
Swear— thou  art  honest. 

Des.  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it 

Oth.  Heaven  truly  knows  that  thou  art  JiiJrf  a* 
hell. 

Des.  To  whom,  my  lord  ?  witli  whom  ?  How  am 
I  false  ? 

Oth.  O  Dosdemona!— away!  away!  away! 

Des.  Alas,  the  heavy  day !— Why  do  }ou  wwpi 
Am  1  the  occasion  of  thene  tears,  my  lonl  I 
If,  haply,  you  my  father  do  susiiect. 
An  instrument  of  this  your  calling  back. 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me;  if  you  have  lost  him 
Why,  I  have  lost  him  too. 

Oth.  Had  it  pleasM  H«wi 

To  try  me  with  affliction ;  had  he  rain'd 
All  kinds  of  sores,  and  shames,  on  my  bare  hrtd; 
Stcep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips; 
(viven  to  captivity  me  and  my  utmost  hopes: 
I  should  have  found  in  some  part  oV  my  soul 
A  drop  of  patience :  but  (alas !)  to  make  me 
A  tlxed  tigure,  tor  the  time  of  scorn 
To  point  his  slow  and  moving  finger  at,— 
O!  O! 

Yet  could  I  bear  that  too ;  well,  very  well: 
But  there,  where  I  have  gamer'd*  up  nay  h«rtJ 
Where  either  I  must  live,  or  bear  no  life; 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  niiifc 
Or  else  dries  up;  to  be  discarded  thence !        , 
Or  keep  it  aa  a  cistern  for  foul  toads 

•  rreaanred  npk , 
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To  knot  and  gender  in!~turn  thy  complexion 

there !  ' 

Patience,  thou  young  and  rose-lipp'd  cherubim; 
Ay.  there,  look  grim  as  hell ! 

veg.  I  hope,  my  noble  lord  esteems  me  honest 

0th.  0.  ay ;  as  summer  flies  are  in  the  shambles, 
That  quicken  even  with  bluwing.    O  thou  weed, 
Who  art  so  lovely  fair,  and  smelPst  so  sweet. 
That  the  sense  aches  at  thee. — ^Would  thou  hadst 
ne'er  been  born ! 

J)m,  Alas,  what  ignorant  sin  have  I  committed  1 

0th.  Was  this  &ir  paper,  this  most  goodly  book, 
Made  to  write  whore  upon?  What  committed! 
Committed!— O  thou  public  commoner! 
I  should  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks. 
That  would  to  cinners  burn  up  modesty. 
Did  I  but  speak  thy  deeds.— what  committed ! 
Heaven  stops  the  nose  at  it,  and  the  moon  winks; 
Tlie  bawdy  wind,  that  kisses  all  it  meets. 
Is  hushM  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth, 
And  will  not  hear  it :  What  committed!— 
Impudent  strumpet ! 

Ves.  By,  heaven,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Oth.  Are  not  you  a  strumpet  ? 

Des.  No,  as  I  am  a  Christian : 

If  to  preserve  this  vessel  for  my  lord, 
From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch, 
Be— not  to  be  a  strumpet,  lam  none. 

Oth.  What,  not  a  whore  1 

Den.  No,  as  I  shall  be  saved. 

Oth.  Is  it  possible? 

Des.  O,  heaven  forgive  us ! 

Oth.  I  cry  you  mercy,  then ; 

I  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice, 
That  married  with  Othello.— You,  mistress, 

Re-enter  Emilia. 

That  have  the  office  opposite  to  Saint  Peter, 
And  ket»p  the  gate  of  hell;  You  !  you !  ay,  you: 
We  have  done  our  course :  there's  money  for  your 

pains; 
I  pray  you,  turn  the  key,  and  keep  our  counsel. 

[Exit. 

Emit.  Alas,  what  does  this  gentleman  conceive? — 
How  do  you.  madam  ?  how  do  you,  my  good  lady? 

Des.  'taitn,  half  asleep. 

Emit,  Good  madam,  what's  the  matter  with  my 
lord  ? 

De».  With  who? 

Emil.  Why,  with  my  lord,  madam. 

Des.  Who  is  thy  lord  ? 

Emil.  He  that  is  yours,  sweet  lady. 

Des.  I  have  none:  Do  not  talk  to  me,  Emilia; 
T  cannot  weep:  nor  answer  I  have  none, 
But  what  should  go  by  water.    Pr'ythee,  to-night 
Lay  on  my  bed  my  wedding-sheets,— remember ;— 
And  call  thy  husband  hither. 

Emil.  Here  is  a  change,  indeed ! 

[Exit. 

Des.  'Tis  meet  I  should  be  used  so,  very  meet. 
How  have  I  been  behaved,  that  he  might  stick 
The  small'st  opinion  on  my  great'st  abuse  ? 

Re-enter  Emilia,  tuith  I  ago. 

lago.  What  is  your  pleasure,  madam  ?  How  is  it 
with  you  ? 

Des.  I  cannot  tell.    Those  that  do  teach  young 
babes, 
Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  easy  tasks: 
He  might  have  chid  me  so;  for,  m  good  fliith, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

lago.  What's  the  matter,  lady  ? 

Emil.  Alas,  lago,  my  lord  hath  so  bewhor'd  her, 
Thrown  such  despite  and  heavy  terms  upon  her, 
As  true  hearts  cannot  bear. 

Des.  Am  I  that  name,  lago? 

lago.  What  name,  fiiir  lady  ? 

Des.  Such  as,  she  says,  my  lord  did  say  I  was. 

Emil.  He  call'd  her,  whore ;  a  beggar,  in  his  drink. 
Could  not  have  laid  such  terms  upon  his  callet.^ 

Jftgo.  Why  did  he  so? 

Des.  I  do  not  know ;  J  am  sure,  I  am  none  such. 

loK".  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep.  Alas  the  day ! 

Emit,  Has  she  forsook  so  many  noble  matches, 


Her  father,  and  her  country,  and  her  friends. 
To  be  call'd— whore  ?  would  it  not  make  one  ^ 
Des.  It  is  my  wretched  fortune. 


weep? 


Jago, 


How  comes  this  tnck  upon  him  ? 


Beshrcwhimforit! 


Des,  Nay,  heaven  doth  know 

EmiL  I  will  be  hanged,  if  some  eternal  villain. 
Some  busy  and  insinuating  rogue. 
Some  cogging,  cozening  slave,  to  get  some  office. 
Have  not  devis'd  this  slander;  I'll  be  hang'd  else. 
logo.  Fye, there's  no  such  man;  it  is  impossible. 
Des.  If  any  such  there  be,  heaven  pardon  him ' 
EmiU  A  halter  pardon  him !  and  nell  gnaw  hi) 
bones! 
Why  should  he  call  her,  whore  ?  who  keeps  he . 

company? 
What  place  1  what  time  ?  what  form  ?  what  lik^ 

lihood? 
The  Moor's  abused  by  some  most  villanous  knave, 
Some  base  notorious  knave,  some  scurvy  fellow : — 
O,  heaven,  that  such  companions^  thou'dst  unfcIJ; 
And  put  in  every  honest  hand  a  whip. 
To  lash  the  rascal  naked  through  the  world, 
Even  from  the  east  to  the  west! 
lago.  Speak  within  doo 

EmiL  O.fye  upon  him !  some  such  squire  he  u'as. 
That  tum'd  your  wit  the  seamy  side^  without, 
And  made  you  to  suspect  me  with  the  Moor. 
lago.  You  are  a  fool ;  go  to. 
Des.  0,  good  lago, 

What  shall  I  do  to  win  my  lord  again  ? 
Good  friend,  go  to  him:  for,  by  this  light  of  heaven, 
T  know  not  now  I  lost  nim.    Here  I  kneel  :— 
If  e'er  my  will  did  trespass  'gainst  his  love. 
Either  in  discourse  of  tnought,  or  actual  deed; 
Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  sense, 
Delighted  them  in  any  other  form; 
Or  that  1  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did. 
And  ever  will,— though  he  do  shake  me  oflT 
To  beggarly  divorcement,— love  him  dearly. 
Comfort  forswear  me !  Unkindness  may  do  much; 
And  his  unkindness  may  defeat  my  life, 
But  never  taint  my  love.    I  can't  t»ay,  whore; 
It  does  abhor  me,  now  I  speak  the  word; 
To  do  the  act  that  might  the  addition'  earn. 
Not  the  world's  mass  of  vanity  could  make  me. 

lago.  I  pray  you  be  content;  'tis  but  his  humor; 
The  Dusiness  oi  the  state  does  him  oflence, 
And  he  does  chide  with  you. 
Des.  If  'twere  no  other,— 

lago.  It  is  but  so,  I  warrant  you.        [Trumpets. 
Hark,  how  these  instruments  summon  to  supper* 
And  the  great  messengers  of  Venice  stay : 
Go  in,  and  weep  not;  all  things  shall  be  well. 

[Exeunt  Dksdkmoxa  and  Emiua. 

Enter  Roderioo. 

How  now,  Roderigo  ? 

Rod.  I  do  not  find  that  thou  deal'st  justly 
with  me. 

lago.  What  in  the  contrary? 

Rod.  Everyday  thou  doflfst^  me  with  some  device, 
lago;  and  rather  (as  it  seems  to  me  now)  keepVt 
from  me  all  conveniencv,  than  suppliest  me  with 
the  least  advanUge  of  Hope.  I  will,  indeed,  no 
longer  endure  it:  Nor  am  I  yet  persuaded,  to  put 
up  in  peace  what  already  I  have  foolishly  sullered. 

Jago.  Will  you  hear  ine,  Roderigo  ! 

Rod.  I  have  heard  too  much ;  for  your  words  and 
performances  are  no  kin  together. 

lago.  You  charge  me  most  unjustly. 

Rod.  With  naught  but  truth.  I  have  wasted 
myselfoutof  my  means.  The  jewels  you  have  had 
from  me,  to  deliver  to  Desdemona,  would  half  have 
corrupted  a  votarist:  You  have  told  me — she  has 
received  them,  and  returned  me  expectations  and 
comforts  of  sudden  respect  and  acquittance  ;3  but! 
find  none. 

lago.  Well ;  go  to ;  very  well. 

Rod.  Very  well !  go  to !  I  cannot  go  to,  man;  nor 
tis  not  very  well:  By  this  hand,  I  say,  it  is  veiy 
scurvy;  and  begin  to  find  myself  fobbed  in  iL 

logo.  Very  well. 

RuiL  I  tell  you,  'tis  not  very  well.  I  will  make 
myself  known  to  Desdemona:  If  she  will  return 
me  my  jewels,  1  will  give  over  my  suit,  and  repent 
my  unlawful  solicitation:  if  not,  assure  yourself, 
I  will  seek  satisfaction  of  you. 

lago.  You  have  said  now. 

Rod.  Ay,  and  I  have  said  nothing,  but  what  I 
protest  intendment  of  doing. 

lago.  Why,  now  I  see  there's  mettle  in  thee ;  and 
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When  they  chance  us  for  othe^  1    Is  it  njpoit  1 
1  think  it  ik;  Ana  doth  affection  breed  it! 
I  think  it  doth;  ]s*t  IVailty,  that  thus  errsi 
It  is  so  too :  And  have  not  we  affiBctions  ? 
Desires  for  sport?  and  ihulty,  as  men  havel 


Then,  let  them  use  us  well :  else  let  them  kno^ 
The  ills  we  do^  their  ills  instruct  us  to. 
De*.  Good-night,  good-night:  Heaven  me  such 
usage  send. 
Not  to  pick  Dad  from  bad ;  but,  by  bad,  mend ! 

[Exeunt 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  Iw-it  Streit. 
Enter  Iago  and  Rodbriqo. 

logo.  Here,  stand  behind  this  bulk;  straight  will 
he  come : 
Wear  thy  good  rapier  bare,^  and  put  it  home ; 
Quick,  quick;  fear  nothing;  1*11  be  at  thy  elbow: 
It  makes  us,  or  it  mars  us;  think  on  that, 
And  flz  most  Arm  thy  resolution. 

Rod,  Be  near  at  hand ;  I  may  miscarry  in't 

logo.  Here,  at  thy  hand;  be  bold,  ana  take  thy 
sword.  [Retir€9  to  a  tittle  distance. 

Rod,  1  have  no  jpvat  devotion  to  the  deed ; 
And  yet  he  has  given  me  satisiying  reasons: — 
'Tis  but  a  man  gone  :~forth,  my  sword;  he  dies. 

[Goea  to  Ma  stand. 

logo.  I  have  rubb*d  this  young  quat  almost  to 
the  sense,! 
And  he  grows  angry.  Now,  whether  he  kill  Casno, 
Or  Cassio  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other. 
Every  way  makes  my  gain:  Live  Roderigo, 
He  calls  me  to  a  restitution  large 
Of  gold,  and  jewels,  that  I  bobbM'  from  him. 
As  gifts  to  Desdcmona; 
It  must  not  be :  if  Ca>«sio  do  remain, 
He  hath  a  daily  beauty  in  his  life. 
That  makes  me  ugly;  and,  besides,  the  Moor 
May  unfold  me  to  him;  there  stand  I  in  much 

peril : 
No,  he  must  die:— But  so,  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  Cassio. 
Rod,  I  know  his  gait,*tis  he;— Villain, thou  dieet. 
[Rushes  from  fiis  post^  and  makes  a  pass 
at  Cassio. 
Cos*  That  thrust  had  been  mine  enemy  indeed. 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thou  thinik'st ; 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine. 

[Draws f  and  wounds  Rodebigo. 
Rod,  O,  I  am  slain ! 

[Iago  rusttesfrcm  fiis  post,  cuts  Cassio  6e- 
hind  in  the  f^g,  and  Exit. 
Cos.  I  am  maim'd  for  ever:— Help,  ho!  murder! 
murder !  [Fatls. 

Enter  Othello,  at  a  distance. 

Otii.  The  voice  of  Cassio :— Iago  keeps  his  word. 

Rod.  O,  villain  that  I  am ! 

O/A.  Hark!  'tis  even  so. 

Cos.  O,  help!  ho !  light!  a  surgeon! 

O/A.  *Ti8  he;— O  brave  Iago,  honest,  and  just, 
That  hath  such  noble  sense  of  tliy  friend^s  wrong! 
Thou  teachest  me.— Minion,  your  dear  lies  dead. 
And  your  tkte  hies  apice:— Strumpet,  I  come: 
Forth^  of  my  heart  those  charms,  thine  eyes,  are 

blotted ; 
Thy  bed,  lust-stainM,  shall  with  lust's  blood  be 
spotted.  [Exit  OthbiJiO. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Gratiano,  at  a  distance. 

Cas.  What,  ho!  no  watch?  no  passage?^  mur- 
der! murder! 

Gra.  Tis  some  mischance ;  the  cry  is  very  direAil. 

C<M.  0,help! 

Lod,  Hark ! 

Rod,  0  wretched  villain  ! 

Jjod.  Two  or  three  groans;— it  is  a  heavy*  night: 
These  may  be  counterfeits;  let's  think't  unsafe 
To  come  in  to  the  cry.  without  more  help. 

Rod,  Nobody  come  ?  then  shall  I  bleed  to  death. 

Enter  Iaqo,  with  a  Light, 
Lod,  Hark ! 
Qra,  Here's  one  comes  in  his  shirt,  with  light 

and  weapons. 
Iago,  Who's  there!  whose  noise  is  this,  that 

cries  on  murder  ? 

•  Untbcathsd.         >  To  the  qalek.         •  Fished. 
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Lod,  We  do  not  know. 

logo.  Did  you  not  hear  a  cry  ? 

Cos.  Here,  here;  for  heaven^  sake,  help  me. 

logo.  What's  the  matter  * 

Qra,  This  is  Othello's  ancient,  as  I  take  it. 

Lod,  The  same,  indeed;  a  very  valiant  fellow. 

Iago.  What  are  you  here  that  cry  so  grievously  T 

Com,  Iago  ?  O,  I  am  spoii'd,  undone  by  villains . 
Give  me  some  help. 

Iago,  0  me,  lieutenant!  what  villains  have  done 
this? 

Cas,  I  think,  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout, 
And  cannot  make  away. 

Iago.  O  treacherous  villains ! — 

What,  are  you  there  ?  come  in,  and  give  some  help. 

[To  Lodovico  and  Gratiamo. 

Rod,  0,  help  me  here ! 

Com.  That's  one  of  them. 

Iago,  0  murderous  slave !  O  villain ! 

riAGO  stabs  RODfiRIOO. 

Rod,  0  damn'd  Iago !  O  inhuman  dog  !— 
0!  0!0! 

logo.  Kill  men  i'  the  dark!— Where  be  these 
bloody  thieves  ? 
How  silent  is  this  town !— Ho !  murder !  murder ! 
What  may  you  be  ?  are  you  ofg^ood,  or  evil  ? 

Lod.  As  you  shall  prove  us^raise  us. 

Iago,  Siguier  Lodovico  ? 

Lod,  He,  sir. 

Iago,  I  cry  you  mercy;  Here's  Cassio  hurt 

By  villains. 

Gra,  Cassio  ? 

Iago,  How  is  it,  brother  ? 

Cas.  My  leg  is  cut  in  two. 

Iago.  Marry,  heaven  forbid  !— 

Light,  gentlemen ;  I'll  bind  it  with  my  shirt 

Enter  Bianoa. 

Bion.  What  is  the  matter,  ho?  who  is't  that  cry *d? 

la^o.  Who  is't  that  cry'd  ? 

Bian,  O  my  dear  Cassio !  my  sweet  Cassio ! 
O  Cassio !  Cassio !  Cassio ! 

Iago,  O  notable  strumpet!— Cassio,  may  you 
suspect 
Who  they  should  be,  that  have  thus  mangled  you? 

Cas,  No. 

Gra.  I  am  sorry  to  find  you  thus :  I  have  been 
to  seek  you. 

Iago.  Lend  me  a  garter:  So^— O,  for  a  chair, 
To  bear  him  easily  hence ! 

Bian.  Alas,  he  faints :— O  Cassio !  Cassio !  Cassio ! 

Iago,  Gentlemen  all,  I  do  suspect  this  trash 
To  be  a  party  in  this  iiyury.— 
Patience  a  wnile,  good  Cassio. — Come,  come; 
Lend  me  a  light— Know  we  this  foce,  or  no  ? 
Alas!  my  fViend,  and  my  dear  countryman, 
Roderigo  ?  no  ^— Yes,  sure ;  0  heaven  I  Roderigo. 

Gra.  What,  of  Venice  ? 

Iago.  Even  he,  sir;  did  you  know  him? 

Gra,  Know  him?  ay 

Iago.  Signior  Gratiano?  I  cry  you  gentle  par- 
don; 
These  bloodv  accidents  must  excuse  my  maimers, 
That  so  neglected  you. 

Gra,  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 

Iago.  How  do  you,  Cassio?— O,  a  chair,  a  chair ! 

Gra.  Roderigo! 

Iago.  He,  he,  'tis  he:— O,  that's  well  said:— 
the  chair :—  [A  Chair  brought  in 

Some  good  man  bear  him  caretblly  from  hence ; 
I'll  fetch  the  general's  surgeon.— For  you,  mistress* 

[7b  Bianca 
Save  you  your  labor.— He  that  lies  slain  here, 

Cassio, 
Was  my  dear  friend:  What  malice  was  between 
you? 

Cas,  None  in  the  world ;  nor  do  I  know  the  mui 
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EmiL  [  Wifkifi,]  I  do  beseech  you  I  may  speak 
with  you. 
0,  food  my  lord ! 

0th.  I  had  forgot  thee :  O,  come  in,  Emilia  :— 
Soft,— by-and-bv :— Let  me  the  curtains  dra^.— 
Where  art  thou  1  What's  the  matter  with  thee  now  1 

[Unlocks  the  door. 

Enter  Emilia. 

EmiL  Of  Kood  my  lord,  yonder's  foul  murder  done. 

0th,  What?  nowl 

Emit,  But  now,  my  lord. 

Oth,  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  moon ; 
She  comes  more  near  the  earth  than  she  was  wont ; 
And  makes  men  mad. 

Emit,  Cassio,  my  lord,  has  kill'd  a  young  Vene- 
tian, 
Call'd— Roderigo. 

Oth,  Roderigo  kilPd ! 

And  Cassiokiird! 

EmiL  No,  Cassio  is  not  kill'd. 

O/h.  Not  Cassio  kill'd  ?  then  murder's  out  of  tune, 
And  sweet  revenge  grows  harsh. 

Dee,  O,  falsely,  lalsely  murder'd ! 

EmiL  Alas,  what  cry  is  that  1 

Oth,  That!  what! 

Emit,  Out, and  alas!  that  was  my  lady's  voice- 
Help  !  help,  ho !  help !— O  lady,  speak  again ! 
Sweet  Desdemona !  0,  sweet  mistress,  speak ! 

Des,  A  guiltless  death  I  die. 

Emit,  0,  who  hath  done 

This  deed  1 

Des,  Nobody  \  I  mjrself ;  farewell ; 

Commend  me  to  my  kmd  lord;  O,  farewell.   [Dies, 

Oth.  Why,  how  should  she  be  murder'd  ? 

EmiL  Alas,  who  knows  ? 

Oth,  You  heard  her  say  herself,  it  was  not  I. 

Emit  She  said  so.  I  must  needs  report  the  truth. 

Oth,  She's  like  a  liar,  gone  to  burning  hell; 
Twas  I  that  kill'd  her. 

EmiL  O,  the  more  angel  she, 

And  you  the  blacker  devil ! 

Oth.  She  tum'd  to  folly,  and  she  was  a  whore. 

Emit,  Thou  dost  belie  hrr,  and  thou  art  a  devil! 

Oth,  She  was  lalse  as  water. 

EmiL  Thou  art  rash  as  fire,  to  say 

That  she  was  false;  O.she  was  heavenly  true! 

Oth,  Cassio  did  tap  ner;  ask  thy  husband  else. 
O,  I  were  damn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell. 
But  that  1  did  proceed  upon  just  grounds 
To  this  extremity.  Thy  nusband  knew  it  all. 

EmiL  My  husband? 

Oth.  Thy  husband. 

Emit.  That  she  was  false  to  wedlock? 

Oth.  Ay,  with  Casaio. 

Nay,  had  she  been  true. 
If  heaven  would  make  me  such  another  world 
Of  one  entire  and  perfetU  chrysolite,* 
I'd  not  have  sold  her  for  it. 

EmiL  My  husband? 

0/A.  Ay,  'twas  he  that  told  me  first : 

An  honest  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  slime 
That  sticks  on  filthy  deeds. 

Emit.  My  husband  1 

Oth.  What  needs  this  iterance,' woman?  I  say, 
thy  husband. 

EmiL  O  mistress,  villany  hath  made  mocks  with 
love ! — 
My  husband  say  that  she  was  Mae  ? 

Oth.  He,  woman; 

I  say,  thy  husband :  Dost  understand  the  word? 
My  friend,  thy  husband,  honest,  honest  lago. 

Emit,  If  he  say  so,  may  his  pernicious  soul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  day !  he  lies  to  the  heart; 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  most  filthy  bargain. 

Oth.  Ha! 

Emit,  Do  thy  worst : 

This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heaven, 
Than  thou  wast  worthy  her. 

Oth,  Peace,  you  were  best 

EmiL  Thou  hast  not  half  the  power  to  do  me 
harm, 
AS  i  have  to  be  hurts    o  cull !  O  dolt ! 
As  ignorant  as  dirt!  thou  hast  done  a  deed,— 
I  care  not  for  thy  sword;  Til  make  thee  known. 
Though  I  lost  twenty  lives :— Help !  help,  ho !  help ! 
The  Moor  has  kill'd  my  mistress ;  Murder !  murder  I 

•  A  ynclonu  stone.  '  Repetition. 
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Enter  Montano,  Gratiano,  and  Iaoo. 

Man.  What  is  the  matter  ?— How  now,  general ' 

EmiL  0,are  you  come,  lago  ?  you  have  done  well. 
That  men  must  lay  their  murders  on  your  neck. 

Grti.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

EmiL  Disprove  this  villain,  if  thou  be  st  a  man. 
He  says,  thou  told'st  him  that  his  wife  was  fklse . 
I  know,  thou  didst  not  thou'rt  not  such  a  villain  : 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  fulL 

logo.  I  told  him  what  I  thought ;  and  told  n« 
more 
Than  what  he  found  himself  was  apt  and  true. 

EmiL  But  did  you  ever  tell  him  she  was  false  ? 

lago.  I  did. 

Emit.  You  told  a  lie;  an  odious,  damned  lie; 
Upon  my  soul,  a  lie;  a  wicked  lie:— 
She  fklse  with  Cassio !— Did  you  say  with  Cassio  t 

Jago.  With  Cassio,  mistress ;  Go  to,  charm  your 
tongue. 

EmiL  I  will  not  charm  my  tongue ;  I  am  bound 
to  speak; 
My  mistress  here  lies  murder'd  in  her  bed. 

All.  O  heavens  forfend !' 

EmiL  And  your  reports  have  set  the  murder  on. 

0/A.  Nay,  stare  not,  masters;  it  is  true,  indeed. 

Gra.  'TIS  a  strange  truth. 

Mon.  O  monstrous  act ! 

EmiL  Villany,  villany,  villany ! — 

I  think  upont,— I  think,— I  smell't;— O  villany!— 
I  thought  so  then :— I'll  kill  myself  for  grief.— 

0  villany,  villany! 

lagv.  what  are  you  mad?  I  charge  you,  get  you 

home. 
EmiL  Good  gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave  to 
speak: 
'TIS  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now: — 
Perchance,  lago.  I  will  ne'er  go  home. 
0/A.  O I  0 !  0 !  [Hanging over  his  wife. 

EmiL  Nay,  lay  thee  down  and  roar ; 

For  thou  hast  kill'd  the  sweetest  innocent 
That  e'er  did  lift  up  eye. 
0/A.  O,  she  was  fbul  !— 

[Rising. 

1  scarce  did  know  you,  uncle :  There  lies  your  niece 
Whoee  breath,  indeed,  these  hands  have  newly 

stopp'd : 
I  know  this  act  shows  horrible  and  grim. 

Ora,  Poor  Desdemona!  I  am  glad  thy  father's 
dead; 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him,  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain:  did  ho  live  now, 
This  sight  would  make  him  do  a  desperate  turn, 
Yea,  curse  his  better  angel  firom  his  side. 
And  fhll  to  reprobation. 

Oth.  'Tis pitiful:  but  yet  lago  knows. 
That  she  with  Cassio  hath  the  act  of  shame 
A  thousand  times  committed :  Cassio  confeas'd  it; 
And  she  did  gratify  his  amorous  works 
W^ith  that  recognisance  and  pledge  of  love 
Which  I  first  gave  her;  I  saw  it  in  his  hand; 
It  was  a  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  father  gave  my  mother. 

EmiL  0  heaven !  O  heavenly  powers ! 

lago.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 

EmiL  'Twill  out  'twill  out ;— I  hold  my  peace, 
sir?  no; 
No,  I  will  speak  as  liberal^  as  the  air ; 
Let  heaven,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  them  all. 
All,  all,  cry  shame  against  me,  yet  I'll  speak. 

lago.  Be  wise,  and  get  you  home. 

EmiL  I  will  not 

[Iago  qffers  to  stab  his  w{fe» 

Gra.  Fye ! 

Your  sword  upon  a  woman  ? 

EmiL  O  thou  dull  Moor !  that  handkerchief  thou 
speak'st  of, 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  husband ; 
For  often,  with  a  solemn  earnestness, 
(More  than,  indeed,  belong'd  to  such  a  trifle,) 
He  begg'd  of  me  to  steal  it 

lago.  Villanous  whore ! 

EmiL  She  give  it  Cassio !  no,  alas;  I  found  it. 
And  I  did  give't  my  husband. 

Jago.  Filth,  thou  liest 

EmiL  By  heaven, I  do  not:  I  do  not,  gentlemen ' 
O  murd'rous  coxcomb !  what  should  suc^  a  fool 
Do  with  so  good  a  wife  ? 

[Iago  stal)s  Emiua,  thtn  runs  ovU 


•  Forbid. 


«ri*s. 
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POEMS. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONORABLE  HENRY  WRIOTHESLl, 


Earl  op  Soutoaiipton,  and  Baron  of  Titchfiild. 


Right  Hokorablb, 


I  KKOW  not  how  I  shall  oflfend  in  dedicating  my  unpolished  lines  to  your  Lordship,  nor  bow 
the  world  will  censure  me  for  choosing  so  strong  a  prop  to  support  so  weak  a  burthen :  only  it  your 
honor  seem  but  pleased,  I  account  myself  highly  praised,  and  vovr  to  take  advantage  of  all  idle  hours, 
till  1  have  honored  you  with  some  graver  labor.  But  if  the  first  heir  of  my  invention  prove  deformed^ 
I  shall  be  sorry  it  had  so  noble  a  godikther,  and  never  after  ear  so  barren  a  land,  for  fear  it  yield  me 
still  so  bad  a  harvest  I  leave  it  to  your  honorable  survey,  and  your  honof  to  your  heart's  content 
which  I  wish  may  always  answer  your  own  wish,  and  the  world's  hopeftil  expectation. 

Your  Honor's  in  all  duty, 

WiLUAM  8HAK8PKABB. 


VENUS   AND  ADONIS. 


TnU  miretur  Tulgm  mlbl  (Uvns  ApoUo 
Pocalo  CMtalia  plena  minlftrat  aqiis.^-Ovn». 


Even  as  the  sun  with  purple-color'd  fkce 
Had  ta'en  his  last  leave  or  the  weening  mom, 
Rose-cheek'd  Adonis  hied  him  to  the  chase  ; 
Hunting  he  loved,  but  Jove  he  laugh 'd  to  scum ; 
Sick-tnoughted  Venus  makes  amain  unto  him. 
And  like  a  bold-&ced  suitor  'gins  to  woo  him. 

Thrice  fairer  than  myself,  (thus  she  began,) 
The  field's  chief  flower,  sweet  above  compare, 
Stain  to  all  nymphs,  more  lovely  than  a  man, 
JMore  white  and  red  than  doves  or  roses  are^ 
Nature  that  made  thee,  with  herself  at  stnfe, 
Saith  that  the  world  hath  ending  with  thy  life. 

Vouchsafe,  thou  wonder,  to  alight  thv  steed, 
And  reign  his  proud  head  to  the  sadcUe-bow; 
If  thou  wilt  deign  this  favor,  for  thy  meed 
A  thousand  honey-secrets  snalt  thou  know : 
Here  come  and  sit,  where  serpent  never  hisMi, 
And,  being  set,  I'll  smother  thee  with  kisses: 

And  yet  not  cloy  thy  lips  with  loath'd  satiety, 
But  rather  fitmish  them  amid  their  plentjr. 
Making  them  red  and  pale  with  fVesh  variety; 
Ten  kisses  short  as  one,  one  long  as  twenty : 
A  summer's  day  will  seem  an  hour  but  short, 
Ileing  wasted  in  such  time-beguUing  sixnt. 

With  this,  she  seizeth  on  his  sweating  palm. 
The  precedent  of  pith  and  livelihood, 
And,  tremblini^  in  her  passion,  calls  it  balm, 
£arth's  sovereign  salve  to  do  a  goddess  good: 
Being  so  enraged,  desire  doth  lend  her  force 
Courageously  to  pluck  him  from  his  horse. 

Over  one  arm  the  lusty  courser's  rein, 

Under  her  other  was  the  tender  boy^ 

jV'ho  blushed  and  i)outed  in  a  dull  disdain, 

tVith  leaden  appetite,  unapt  to  toy ; 
bhe  red  and  not  as  coals  of  glowing  fire, 
He  red  l  )r  shame,  but  firoaty  in  desire. 


The  studded  birdie  on  a  ragged  bough 

Nimbly  she  fastens;  (O  how  quick  is  love !) 

The  steed  is  stalled  up,  and  even  now 

To  tie  the  rider  she  begins  to  prove : 
Backward  she  push'd  him,  as  she  would  be  thrast, 
And  govem'd  him  in  strength,  though  not  in  lust. 

So  soon  was  she  along,  as  he  was  down. 
Each  leaning  on  their  elbows  and  their  hips : 
Now  doth  she  stroke  his  cheek,  now  doth  he  frown. 
And  'eins  to  chide,  but  soon  she  stops  his  lips ; 
Andf kissing  speaks,  with  lustfbl  language  broken, 
**  If  thou  wilt  chide,  thy  lips  shall  never  open." 

He  bums  with  t>ashf\]l  shame  \  she  with  her  tears 
Doth  quench  the  maiden  burmng  of  his  cheeks: 
Then  with  her  windy  sighs,  and  golden  hairs, 
To  fkn  and  blow  them  dry  again  she  seeks : 

He  saith.  she  is  immodest,  blames  her  'miss; 

What  follows  more,  she  smothers  with  a  kiss. 

Even  as  an  empty  eagle,  sharp  by  fitst. 
Tires  with  her  oeak  on  feathers,  flesh  and  bone. 
Shaking  her  wings,  devouring  ail  in  haste, 
Till  either  goree  oe  stufi'd,  or  prey  be  gone ; 
Even  so  she  idss'd  his  brow,  his  cheek,  his  chin 
And  where  she  ends,  she  doth  anew  begin. 

Forced  to  content,  but  never  to  obey. 
Panting  he  lies,  and  breathing  in  her  fhce; 
She  fcedeth  on  the  steam^  as  on  a  prey. 
And  calls  it  heavenly  moisture,  air  of  frace. 
Wishing  her  cheeks  were  gardens  f\iil  of  flowers, 
So  they  were  dew'd  with  such  distilling  showers 

Look  how  a  bird  lies  tangled  in  a  net. 

So  ftuiten'd  in  her  arms  Adonis  lies ; 

Pure  shame  and  aw'd  resistance  made  hira  flret. 

Which  bred  more  beauty  in  his  angry  eyes : 
Rain  added  to  a  river  that  is  rank, 
Perfbrce  will  force  it  overflow  the  bank. 
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Btill  hhe  entreats,  and  prettily  entreats, 

For  to  a  pretty  ear  she  tunes  her  tale ; 

Still  is  he  sullen,  still  he  lowers  and  frets, 

*Twixt  crimson  shame  and  anger,  ashy  pale ; 
Being  red,  she  loves  him  best;  and  being  white, 
Her  best  is  bettered  with  a  more  delight. 

Look  how  he  can,  she  cannot  choose  but  love ; 
And  by  her  fair  immortal  hand  she  swears 
From  his  soft  bosom  never  to  remove, 
Till  he  take  truce  with  her  contending  tears. 

Which  long  have  rain'd,  making  her  cheeks  all 
wet; 

And  qne  sweet  kiss  shall  pay  this  countless  debt 

Upon  this  promise  did  he  raise  his  chin, 
Like  a  dive-dapper  peering  through  a  wave, 
Who,  being  look'd  on.  ducks  as  quickly  in  ; 
So  offers  he  to  give  wnat  she  did  crave ; 
But  when  her  lips  were  ready  for  his  pay, 
He  winks,  and  turns  his  lips  another  way. 

Nev<ir  did  pas^en^cr  in  summer's  heat 
More  thirst  for  drmk,  than  she  for  this  good  turn : 
Her  help  she  sees,  but  help  she  cannot  get ; 
6he  bathes  in  water,  yet  her  fire  must  bum: 

"  Oh  pity,"  'gan  she  cry. "  flint-hearted  boy ; 

'Tis  but  a  kiss  I  beg ;  why  art  thou  coy  1 

t  have  been  woo'd,  as  I  entreat  thee  now, 
Kven  by  the  stern  and  direful  god  of  war, 
Whose  sinewy  neck  in  battle  ne'er  did  bow, 
Who  conouers  where  he  comes,  in  every  jar; 
Yet  hath  he  been  my  captive  and  my  slave, 
And  begg'd  for  that  which  thou  unask'd  shalt 
have. 

Over  my  altars  hath  he  hung  his  lance, 
His  batter'd  shield,  his  uncontrolled  crest, 
And  for  my  sake  hath  learned  to  sport  and  dance, 
To  coy,  to  wanton,  dally,  smile,  and  Jest; 
Scorning  his  churlish  drum,  and  ensign  red, 
Making  my  arms  his  field,  his  tent  my  bed. 

Thus  he  that  overrul'd^  I  overs  way  *d. 
Leading  him  prisoner  in  a  red-rose  chain : 
Strong-temper'd  steel  his  stronger  strength  obey'd. 
Yet  was  he  servile  to  my  coy  disdain. 

O  be  not  proud,  nor  brag  not  of  thy  might. 

For  mast  ring  her  that  toil'd  the  god  ot  fight ! 

Touch  but  my  lips  with  those  lair  lips  of  thine, 
fThough  mine  be  not  so  &ir,  yet  are  they  red,) 
The  kiss  shall  be  thine  own  as  well  as  mine : — 
What  see'st  thou  in  the  ground?  hold  up  thy  head ; 
Look  in  mine  eye-balls,  there  thy  beauty  lies: 
Then  why  not  lips  on  lips,  since  eyes  in  eyes  1 

Art  thou  ashamed  to  kiss  ?  then  wink  again, 
And  I  will  wink,  so  shall  the  day  seem  night: 
Love  keeps  his  revels  where  there  are  but  twain. 
Be  bold  to  play,  our  sport  is  not  in  sight : 
These  blue-vein*d  violets  whereon  we  lean. 
Never  can  blab,  nor  know  not  what  we  mean. 

The  tender  spring  upon  thy  tempting  lip 

Shows  thee  unripe;  yet  maystthou  well  be  tasted; 

Make  use  of  time,  let  not  advantage  slip; 

Beauty  within  itself  should  not  be  wasted: 
Fair  flowers  tliat  are  not  gathered  in  their  prime. 
Rot  and  consume  themselves  m  little  time. 

Wore  I  hard-favor'd,  foul,  or  wrinkled-old, 
lU-nurtur'd,  crooked,  churlish,  harsh  in  voice, 
O'er-worn,  despised,  rheumatic,  and  cold^ 
Thick-sighted,  barren,  lean,  and  lacking  juice, 

Then  might'st  thou  pause,  for  then  I  were  not 
for  thee ; 

But  having  no  defects,  why  dost  abhor  me  1 

Thou  canst  not  see  one  wrinkle  in  my  brow; 

Mine  eyes  are  grey,*  and  bright,and  quick  in  turning; 

My  beauty  as  the  spring  doth  yearly  grow, 

My  flesh  is  soft  and  plump,  my  marrow  burning ; 
My  smooth  moist  hand,  were  it  with  thy  hand  felt. 
Would  in  thy  palm  dissolve,  or  seem  to  melt. 

Bid  me  discourse,  I  will  enchant  thine  ear. 
Or,  like  a  fairy,  trip  upon  the  ^en. 
Or,  like  a  nvmph,  with  long  dishevell'd  hair. 
Dance  on  tne  sands,  and  yet  no  footing  seen : 

*  Grfy  In  said  to  be  here  used  as  Hue.    We  have  subse- 
luently— 
**  Her  two  Uue  windows  fidnAly  she  npheavetb.'* 


Love  is  a  spirit  all  compact  of  fire. 

Not  gross  to  sink,  but  light,  and  will  aapire. 

Witness  this  primrose  bank  whereon  I  lie ; 
These  forceless  flower  like  sturdy  trees  support  in<» 
Two  strengthless  doves  will  draw  me  tbrougli  tiw 

sky. 
From  mom  till  night,  even  where  I  list  to  sport 
me: 
Is  love  so  light,  sweet  boy^  and  may  it  be 
That  thou  shouldst  think'  it  heavy  unto  Uie«  ? 

Is  thine  own  heart  to  thine  own  face  afTected  1 
Can  thy  right  hand  seize  love  upon  thy  left  I 
Then  woo  thyself,  be  of  thyself  rejected. 
Steal  thine  own  freedom,  and  complain  of  theft. 
Narcissus  so,  himself  himself  forsook. 
And  died  to  kiss  his  shadow  in  the  brook. 

Torches  are  made  to  light,  jewels  to  wear. 
Dainties  to  taste,  f^esh  beauty  for  the  use. 
Herbs  for  their  smell,  and  sappy  plants  to  bear 
Things  growing  to  themselves  are  growth*i<  abu^: 

Seeds  spring  from  seeds,  and  beauty  breecbth 
beauty, 

Thou  wast  begot— to  get  it  is  thy  duty. 

Upon  the  earth's  increase  why  shouldst  thou  feed, 
Unless  the  earth  with  thy  increase  be  fed  ? 
By  law  of  Nature  tliou  art  t>ound  to  breed. 
That  thine  may  live,  when  thou  thyself  art  dead; 
And  so  in  spite  of  death  thou  dost  survive. 
In  that  tliy  likeness  still  is  left  alive.'* 

By  this  the  love-sick  queen  began  to  sweat. 
For,  where  they  lay,  the  shadow  had  forsook  thea. 
And  Titan,  'tired  in  the  mid-day  heat. 
With  burning  eye  did  hotly  overlook  them ; 
Wishing  Adonis  had  his  team  to  guide. 
So  he  were  like  him,  and  by  Venus'  aide. 

And  now  Adonis,  with  a  lazy  spright. 

And  with  a  heavy,  dark,  disliking  eye. 

His  lowering  brows  overwhelming  his  (air  si^ht. 

Like  misty  vapors  when  they  blot  the  sky. 

Souring  his  cheeks,  cries,  **Fie !  no  more  of  love; 

The  sun  doth  bum  my  fiice ;  I  must  remove."* 

** Ah  me,'*  quoth  Venus,  ** young,  and  so  unkind' 
What  bare  excuses  mak'st  thou  to  be  gone ! 
I'll  sigh  celestial  breath,  whose  gentle  wind 
Shall  cool  tlie  heat  of  this  descending  sun ; 
I'll  make  a  shadow  for  thee  of  my  ibairs: 
If  they  burn  too,  I'll  quench  them  with  my  team 

The  sun  that  shines  ftom  heaven,  shines  but  warm. 
And  lo,  I  lie  between  that  sun  and  ihee : 
The  heat  I  have  ftom  thence  doth  little  harm. 
Thine  eye  darts  forth  the  fire  that  bumeth  m** 
And  were  I  not  immortal,  life  were  done. 
Between  this  heavenly  and  earthly  sun. 

Art  thou  obdurate,  flinty,  hard  as  steel. 
Nay,  more  than  flint,  for  stone  at  rain  relentpth ! 
Art  thou  a  woman's  son,  and  canst  not  feel 
What  'tis  to  love  1  how  want  of  love  tormen^etb! 
O  had  thy  mother  borne  so  hard  a  mind. 
She  had  not  brought  forth  thee,  but  died  unkind 

What  am  I,  that  thou  shouldst  contemn  me  this  ? 

Or  what  great  danger  dwells  upon  my  suit  ? 

What  were  thy  lips  the  worse  for  one  poor  kiss ! 

Speak,  fair,  but  speak  words,  or  else  be  mute: 
Give  me  one  kiss,  I'll  give  it  thee  apun. 
And  one  for  interest,  if  thou  wilt  have  twain. 

Fie,  lifeless  picture,  cold  and  senseless  istone. 
Well  painted  idol,  image  dull  and  dead. 
Statue  contenting  but  the  eye  alone. 
Thing  like  a  man,  but  of  no  woman  bred ; 
Thou  art  no  man,  though  of  a  man's  complexion* 
For  men  will  kiss  even  by  their  own  direction  *' 

This  said,  impatience  chokes  her  pleading  tonfue. 
And  swelling  passion  doth  provoke  a  pause ; 
Red  cheeks  and  fiery  eyes  blaze  forth  her  wronc; 
Being  judge  in  love,  she  cannot  right  her  cau^; 

And  now  she  weeps,  and  now  she  fein  would 
speak. 

And  now  her  sobs  do  her  intendments  break. 

Sometimes  she  shakes  her  head,  and  then  hi«(  tin^ 
Now  gazcth  she  on  him,  now  on  the  giound; 
Sometimes  her  arms  infold  him  like  a  band: 
She  would,  he  will  not  in  her  anna  bt  buooa' 
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^      And  when  fVom  thence  he  struggles  to  bo  gone, 
She  locks  her  lily  fingers  one  in  one. 

.  "Fondling,"  she  saith,  "since  I  have  hemmM  thee 
Within  the  circuit  of  this  ivorv  pale,  [here. 

'  m  be  a  park,  and  thou  shalt  be  my  deer ; 
Feed  where  thou  wilt,  on  mountain  or  in  dale; 
Graze  «)n  my  lips;  and  if  those  hills  be  dry, 
Stray  lower,  where  the  pleasant  fountains  lie. 

~    Vithin  this  limit  is  relief  enough, 
6weet  bottom-grass,  and  high  delightAil  plain. 
Round  rising  hillocks,  brake  obscure  ancf  rough, 
To  shelter  thee  from  tempest  and  from  rain ; 

Then  be  my  deer,  since  I  am  such  a  park ; 

No  dog  shall  rouse  thee,  though  a  thousand  bark." 

At  this  Adonis  smiles  as  in  disdain. 
That  in  each  cheek  appears  a  pretty  dimple : 
Lo\e  made  those  hollows,  if  himself  were  slain, 
He  might  be  buried  in  a  tomb  so  simple ; 
Fore-knowing  well  if  there  he  came  to  lijB, 
Why  there  Love  livM  and  there  he  could  not  die. 

These  lovely  caves,  these  round-enchanting  pits, 
Open'd  their  mouths  to  swallow  Venus*  liking: 
Being  mad  before,  how  doth  she  now  for  wits  1 
Struck  dead  at  Hrst,  what  needs  a  second  striking? 

Poor  queen  of  love,  in  thine  own  law  forlorn. 

To  love  a  cheek  that  smiles  at  thee  in  scorn ! 

Now  which  way  shall  she  turn  ?  what  shall  she  say? 
Her  words  are  done,  her  woes  the  more  increasing. 
The  time  is  spent,  her  object  will  away, 
And  from  her  twining  arms  doth  urge  releasing: 
**  Pity,"  she  crios, "  some  favor — some  remorse — " 
Away  he  springs,  and  hastcth  to  his  horse. 

But  lo,  from  forth  a  copse  that  neighbors  by, 
A  breeding  Jennet,  lusty,  young,  and  proud, 
Adonis'  trampling  courser  doth  espjr. 
And  forth  she  rushes,  snorts,  and  neighs  aloud : 
The  strong-necked  steed,  beimi^  tied  unto  a  tree, 
Breaketh  his  rein,  and  to  her  straight  goes  he. 

Imperiously  he  leaps,  he  neighs,  he  bounds. 
And  now  his  woven  girths  he  breaks  asunder. 
The  bearing  earth  with  his  hard  hoof  he  wounds. 
Whose  hollow  womb  resounds  like  heaven's  thun- 
der; 
The  iron  bit  he  crushes  'tween  his  teeth, 
Controlling  what  he  was  controlled  with. 

His  ears  up-prick*d ;  his  braided  hanging  mane 
Upon  his  composs'd  crest  now  stands  on  end; 
His  nostrils  drink  the  air,  and  forth  again. 
As  from  a  furnace,  vapors  doth  he  send : 
His  eye,  which  glisters  scomAilly  like  Are, 
Shows  his  hot  courage  and  his  high  desire. 

Sometimes  he  trots,  as  if  he  told  the  steps, 
With  gentle  majesty,  and  modest  pride ; 
Anon  he  rears  upright,  curvets,  and  leaps, 
As  who  would  say,  lo!  thus  my  strength  is  tried ; 
And  this  1  do  to  captivate  the  eye 
Of  the  fair  breeder  that  is  standing  by. 

What  rccketh  he  his  rider's  angry  stir, 
His  flattering  "  holla,"  or  his  "StcavL  IsayP" 
What  cares  he  now  for  curb,  or  pricking  spur  ? 
For  rich  caparisons,  or  trapping  gay  1 
He  sees  his  love,  and  nothing  else  he  sees, 
For  nothing  else  with  his  proud  sight  agrees. 

Look,  when  a  painter  would  surpass  the  life, 
In  limning  out  a  well-proportion  d  steed, 
His  art  with  nature's  worKmanship  at  strife. 
As  if  the  dead  the  living  should  exceed ; 
So  did  this  horse  excel  a  common  one, 
In  shape,  in  courage,  color,  pace,  and  bone. 

Aound-hoof  d,  short-jointed,  fetlocks  shag  and  long. 
Broad  breast,  full  eyes,small  head,and  nostril  wide. 
High  crest,  short  ears,  straight  legs,  and  passing 

strong, 
Thin  mane,  thick  tail,  broad  buttock,  tender  bide : 
Look  what  a  horse  should  have,  he  did  not  lack, 
^  ive  a  proud  rider  on  so  proud  a  back. 

Sometimes  he  scuds  far  olT,  and  there  he  stares; 
Anon  l.o  starts  at  stirring  of  a  feather; 
To  bid  the  wind  a  base^  he  now  prepares. 
And  whe'r  he  run,  or  fly,  they  knew  not  whether ; 
xn  the  pime  of  bate,  or  prison  bart^  one  runs  and  cbsl- 
lengex  naother  to  puraue.    "To  bid  the  wind  a  base  **  is 
iNirefore  to  challenge  the  wind  to  speed. 


For  through  his  mane  and  tail  the  high  wini 

sings, 
Fanning  the  hairs,  who  wave  like  feather  d  wing^ 

He  looks  upon  his  love  and  neighs  unto  her ; 
She  answers  him  as  if  she  knew  his  mind : 
Being  proud,  as  females  are,  to  see  him  woo  her. 
She  puts  on  outward  strangeness,  seems  unkind ; 
Spurns  at  his  love,  and  scorns  tne  heat  he  feels, 
Beating  his  kind  embracements  with  her  heels. 

Then,  like  a  melancholy  malecontent. 
He  vails  his  tail,  that,  like  a  falling  plume. 
Cool  shadow  to  his  melting  buttock  lent; 
He  stamps,  and  bites  the  poor  flies  in  his  fume: 
His  love,  perceiving  how  he  is  enraged. 
Grew  kinder,  and  his  fury  was  assuaged. 

His  testy  master  goeth  about  to  take  him; 

When  lo,  the  unback'd  breeder,  Aili  of  fear. 

Jealous  of  catching,  swiftly  doth  forsake  him; 

With  her  the  horse,  and  left  Adonis  there : 
As  they  were  mad,  unto  the  wood  they  hie  them 
Out-stripping  crows  that  strive  to  over-fly  tiiem. 

All  swoln  with  chasing,  down  Adonis  sits, 
Banning  his  boisterous  and  unruly  beast; 
And  now  the  happy  season  once  more  flts. 
That  love-sick  Love  by  pleading  may  be  blest; 
For  lovers  say  the  heart  hath  treble  wrong, 
When  it  is  barr'd  the  aidance  of  tho  tongue. 

An  oven  that  is  stopp'd,  or  river  stay'd, 

Bumeth  more  hotly,  swclleth  with  more  rage . 

So  of  concealed  sorrow  may  be  said; 

Free  vent  of  words  lovers  fire  doth  assuage ; 
But  when  the  heart's  attorney^  once  is  mute. 
The  client  breaks,  as  desperate  in  his  suit. 

He  sees  her  coming,  and  begins  to  glow, 
Even  as  a  dying  coal  revives  with  wind. 
And  with  his  bonnet  hides  his  angry  brow ; 
Looks  on  the  dull  earth  with  disturbed  mind ; 
Taking  no  notice  that  she  is  so  nigh, 
For  alfaskaunce  he  holds  her  in  his  eye. 

O  what  a  sight  it  was,  wistly  to  view 

How  she  came  stealing  to  the  wayward  boy ! 

To  note  the  fighting  conflict  of  her  hue  ! 

How  white  and  red  each  other  did  destroy ! 
But  now  her  cheek  was  pale,  and  by  and  by 
It  flashM  forth  fire,  as  lightning  from  the  sky. 

Now  was  she  just  before  him  as  he  sat. 
And  like  a  lowly  lover  down  she  kneels , 
With  one  fair  hand  she  heaveth  up  his  hat. 
Her  other  tender  hand  his  fair  cheek  feels : 
His  tender  cheek  receives  her  soft  hand's  print, 
As  apt  as  new-fallen  snow  takes  any  dint. 

0  what  a  war  of  looks  was  then  between  them ! 

Her  eyes,  petitioners,  to  his  eyes  suing ; 

His  eyes  saw  her  eyes  as  they  had  not  seen  them ; 

Her  eyes  woo'd  still,  his  eyes  disdain'd  the  wooing  * 
And  all  this  dump  play  had  his^  acts  made  plain 
With  tears,  which,  chorus-like,  her  eyes  did  rain 

Full  gently  now  she  takes  him  by  the  hand, 

A  lily  prison'd  in  a  gaol  of  snow. 

Or  ivo|^  in  an  alabaster  band ; 

So  white  a  fViend  engirts  so  white  a  foe : 
This  beauteous  combat,  wilfbl  and  unwilling, 
Show'd  like  two  silver  doves  tliat  sit  a  billing. 

Once  more  the  engine  of  her  thoughts  began : 
"  O  fairest  mover  on  this  mortal  round. 
Would  thou  wert  as  I  am,  and  I  a  man. 
My  heart  all  whole  as  thine,  thy  heart  my  wound 
For  one  sweet  look  thy  help  I  would  assure  thee, 
Tho'  nothing  but  my  body's  bane  would  cure 
thee." 

**  Give  me  my  hand,"  saith  he,  "why  dost  thou  feel 

it?" 
"  Give  me  my  heart,"  saith  she,  **  and  thou  shalt 

have  It; 
0  give  it  me,  lest  thy  hard  heart  do  steel  it. 
And  being  steel'd,  soft  sighs  can  never  'grave  it: 
Then  love's  deep  groans  I  never  shall  roeard. 
Because  Adonis  heart  hath  made  mine  nard. 

"  For  shame."  he  cries,  **  let  f^o,  and  let  me  go ; 
My  day's  delight  is  past,  my  horse  is  gone, 


•  The  tongue. 
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And  'tis  your  fault  I  am  bereft  him  so; 

I  pray  you  hence,  and  leave  me  here  alone : 
For  a*ll  my  mind,  my  thought,  my  busy  care, 
Is  how  to  get  my  paJfrey  from  the  mare." 

Thus  she  replies :  "  Thy  palfrey,  as  he  should, 
Welcomes  the  warm  approach  of  sweet  desire, 
Atlection  is  a  coal  that  must  be  cool*d: 
Else,  sulTerM,  it  will  set  the  heart  on  fire : 
The  sea  hath  bounds,  but  deep  desire  hath  none, 
Therelbre  no  marvel  though  thy  horse  be  gone. 

flow  like  a  jade  he  stood,  tied  to  a  tree. 
Servilely  mastered  w^ith  a  leathern  rein ! 
But  when  he  saw  his  love,  his  youth's  lair  fee. 
He  held  such  petty  bondage  in  disdain ; 
Throwing  the  base  thong  from  his  bending  crest, 
Enfranchising  his  mouth,  his  back,  his  breast. 

Who  sees  his  true  love  in  her  naked  bed, 
Teaching  the  sheets  a  whiter  hue  than  white, 
But,  when  his  glutton  eye  so  Aill  hath  fed. 
His  other  agents  aim  at  like  delight! 
Who  is  so  laint  that  dare  not  be  so  bold 
To  touch  the  fire,  the  weather  being  cold  t 

Let  me  excuse  thy  courser,  gentle  boy ; 

And  learn  of  him,  I  heartily  beseech  thee, 

To  take  advantage  on  presented  joy ; 

Though  I  were  dumb,  yet  his  proceedings  teach 
thee. 
O  learn  to  love ;  the  lesson  is  but  plain^ 
And,  once  made  perfect,  never  lost  agam." 

•*  I  know  not  love,*'  quoth  he,  •*  nor  will  not  know  it. 

Unless  it  be  a  boar,  and  then  I  chase  it ; 

*T is  much  to  borrow,  and  I  will  not  owe  it ; 

My  love  to  love  is  love  but  to  disgrace  it ; 
For  I  have  heard  it  is  a  life  in  death, 
That  laughs,  and  weeps,  and  all  but  with  a  breath. 

Who  wears  a  garment  shapeless  and  unflnishM  1 
Who  plucks  the  bud  before  one  leaf  put  forth? 
If  springing  things  be  any  jot  diminish'd, 
Thry  wither  in  their  prime,  prove  nothing  worth : 
The  colt  that's  back  d  and  burthen'd  being  young, 
Loseth  his  pride,  and  never  waxeth  strong. 

You  hurt  my  hand  with  wringing;  let  us  part. 
And  leave  this  idle  theme,  this  bootless  chat; 
Remove  your  siege  from  my  unyielding  heart; 
To  love's  alarm  it  will  not  ope  the  gate. 

Dismiss  your  vows,  your  feigned  tears,  your 
flattery ; 

For  where  a  heart  is  hard,  they  make  no  battery." 

**  What!  canst  thou  talk,"  quoth  she,  **  hast  thou  a 
tongue  t 

0  would  thou  hadst  not,  or  I  had  no  hearing! 
Thy  mermaid's  voice  hath  done  me  double  wrong; 

1  had  my  load  before,  now  press'd  with  bearing: 
Melodious  discord,  heavenly  tune  harsh  sound- 
ing. 

Earth's  deep-sweet  music,  and  heart's  deep^oie 
wounding. 

Had  I  no  eyes,  but  ears,  my  ears  would  love 
That  inward  beauty  and  invisible : 
Or,  were  I  deaf,  thy  outward  parts  would  move 
Each  part  in  me  that  were  but  sensible : 
Though  neither  eyes  nor  ears,  to  hear  nor  see, 
Yet  should  I  be  in  love,  by  touching  thee. 

Say  that  the  sense  of  feeling  were  bereft  me. 
And  that  I  could  not  see,  nor  hear,  nor  touch, 
And  nothing  but  the  very  smell  were  left  me, 
Yet  would  my  love  to  thee  be  still  as  much; 
For  from  the  stiU'tory  of  thy  fkce  excelling 
Comes  breath  perAim'd,  that  breedeth  love  by 
smelling. 

But  O,  what  banquet  wert  thou  to  the  taste, 
Heing  nurse  and  feeder  of  the  other  four ! 
Would  they  not  wish  the  feast  might  ever  last. 
And  bid  Suspicion  double-lock  the  door  1 
Lest  Jealousy,  that  sour  unwelcome  guest. 
Should,  by  his  stealing  in,  disturb  the  feast." 

Once  ra«»re  the  ruby-color'd  portal  open'd. 
Which  to  his  speech  did  honey  passage  yield ; 
Like  a  red  morn,  that  ever  yet  betoken 'd 
Wreck  to  tlie  seaman,  tempest  to  the  field. 
Sorrow  to  shepherds,  woe  unto  the  birds. 
Gust  and  fouJ  flaws  to  herdsmen  and  to  herds. 


This  ill  presage  advisedly  she  marketh: 
Even  as  the  wind  is  hushed  before  it  rsineth, 
Or  as  the  wolf  doth  grin  before  he  barketii, 
Or  as  the  berry  breaks  before  it  staincth, 
Or  like  the  deadly  bullet  of  a  ^un, 
His  meaning  struck  her  ere  his  words  begim: 

And  at  his  look  she  flatly  falleth  down, 
For  looks  kill  love,  and  love  by  looks  retivetli: 
A  smile  recures  the  wounding  of  a  frown, 
But  blessed  bankrupt,  that  by  love  so  thiiYCth. 
The  silly  boy  believing  she  is  dead. 
Claps  her  jMile  cheek,  till  clapping  makes  it  red 

And  all  amaz'd  brake  off  his  late  intent. 
For  sharply  he  did  think  to  reprehend  ber, 
Which  cunning  love  did  wittily  prevent: 
Fair  fall  the  wit  that  can  so  well  defend  her! 
For  on  the  grass  she  lies  as  she  were  slain, 
Till  his  breath  breatheth  life  in  her  agsiu. 

He  wrings  her  nose,  he  strikes  her  on  the  c beckii, 
He  bendi  her  fingera,  holds  her  pulses  bard ; 
He  chafes  her  lips,  a  thousand  ways  he  seeks 
To  mend  the  hurt  that  his  unkindnen  marr'd; 
He  kisses  her ;  and  sne,  by  her  good  will, 
Will  never  rise,  so  he  will  kiss  her  stilL 

The  night  of  sorrow  now  is  tum'd  to  day: 
Her  two  blue  windows  fiiinily  she  npheaveth, 
Like  the  fair  sun,  when  in  his  fresh  amy 
He  cheers  the  mom,  and  all  the  world  relieTetb' 
And  as  the  bright  sun  glorifies  the  sky, 
So  is  her  fiice  illumin'd  with  her  eye. 

Whose  beams  upon  his  hairless  hee  are  fix'd. 
As  if  from  thence  they  borrow'd  all  their  shioe. 
Were  never  four  such  lamps  together  mix'd, 
Had  not  his  clouded  with  nis  brows'  repine; 

But  hers,  which  through  the  crystal  tean  p^ 
li^ht. 

Shone  like  the  moon  in  water  seen  by  nigoL 

"0  where  am  I,"  quoth  she,  ** in  earth  or  heawn, 
Or  in  the  ocean  drench *d,  or  in  the  first 
What  hour  is  this  1  or  mom,  or  weary  even ! 
Do  I  delight  to  die,  or  life  desire  ? 

But  now  I  liv'd,  and  lite  was  death's  snnoy; 

But  now  I  died,  and  death  was  lively  joy. 

O  thou  didst  kill  me : — kill  me  once  again ; 
Thy  eyes'  shrewd  tutor,  that  hard  heart  of  thine, 
Hath  taught  them  scomftil  tricks,  and  such  di^dui 
That  they  have  murder'd  this  poor  heart  of  miw: 
And  these  mine  eyes,  true  leaders  to  their  (jwtD 
But  for  thy  piteous  lips  no  more  had  seen. 

Long  may  they  kiss  each  other,  for  this  cure 
Oh  never  let  their  crimson  liveries  wear! 
And  as  they  last,  their  verdure  still  endure. 
To  drive  infection  from  the  dangerous  year! 

That  the  star-gazers,  having  whton  deatli. 

May  say  the  plague  is  banish'd  by  thy  breath. 

Pure  lips,  sweet  seals  in  my  soft  lips  imprinted, 
What  bargains  may  I  make,  still  to  be  sealioj! 
To  sell  myself  I  can  be  well  contented. 
So  thou  wilt  buy,  and  pay,  and  use  good  desiinf . 

Which  purchase  if  thou  make,  Ibr  frsr  ofkiipi. 

Set  thy  seal-manual  on  my  wax-red  lip«> 

A  thousand  kisses  buys  my  heart  from  me; 

And  pay  them  at  thy  leisure,  one  by  one. 

What  is  ten  hundred  touches  unto  theet 

Are  they  not  quickly  told,  and  quickly  i^one! 
Say,  for  non-payment  that  the  debtsfiould  double, 
Is  twenty  hundred  kissea  such  a  trouble! 

**  Fair  queen,"  quoth  he,  •*  if  any  love  you  o^  ■<• 
Measuro  my  strangeness  with  my  unripe  )ean; 
Before  I  know  myself  seek  not  to  know  me; 
No  fisher  but  tlie  ungrown  fry  forbcara: 

The  mellow  plum  doth  &11,  tlie  green  sticksus. 

Or  being  early  pluck'd  i»  sour  to  taste. 

Look,  the  world's  comforter,  with  wesry  pit. 
His  day's  hot  task  hath  ended  in  the  west: 
The  owl,  night's  herald,  shrieks— '/if  ren/  w^' 
The  sheep  are  gone  to  fold,  birds  to  their  ^r'^., 
The  coal-black  clouds  that  shadow  i»**y« '  *^ 
Do  summon  us  to  part,  and  bid  good  zu^> 

Now  let  me  say,  good  night,  and  so  say  ^ou 
If  you  will  say  so,  you  shall  have  a  kiss. 


VENUS  AND  ADONIS. 


779 


**Gof> i  night**  quoth  she;  and,  ere  he  sayi  adieUf 
The  honey  tee  of  parting  tender*d  is: 

Her  amiK  do  lend  his  neck  a  sweet  embrace ; 

Incorporate  then  tlicy  seem,  fiico  grows  to  face. 

Till,  breathless,  he  disjoined,  and  backward  drew 
The  heavenly  moisture,  that  sweet  coral  mouth, 
Whose  precious  taste  her  thirsty  lips  well  knew, 
Whereon  they  surfeit  yet  complain  on  drouth ; 
He  with  her  plenty  pressed, she  faint  with  dearth, 
(Their  lips  together  glued,)  fall  to  the  earth. 

Now  quick  Desire  hath  caught  the  yielding  prey. 
And  glutton-like  she  feeds  yet  never  filleth ; 
Her  lips  are  conquerors,  his  lips  obey, 
Paving  what  ransom  the  insulter  wiDeth; 

Whose  vulture  thought  doth  pitch  the  price  so 
high. 

That  she  will  draw  his  lips  rich  treasure  dry. 

And  having  felt  the  sweetness  of  the  spoil, 
With  bhnd-fold  Airy  she  begins  to  forage: 
Her  tiice  doth  reek  and  smoKe,her  blood  doth  boil. 
And  careless  lust  stirs  up  a  desperate  courage; 
Planting  oblivion,  beating  reason  back, 
Korgetung  shame^s  pure   blush,  and  honor's 
wrack. 

Hot,  faint  and  weary,  with  her  hard  embracing, 
Like  a  wild  bird  being  tamed  with  too  much  himd- 

^ling. 
Or  as  the  deet^foot  roe  that  s  tired  with  chasing. 
Or  like  the  iroward  intknt  stiird  with  dandling. 
He  now  obeys,  and  now  no  more  resisteth. 
While  she  takes  all  she  can,  not  all  she  listeth. 

What  wax  so  frozen  but  dissolves  with  tempering. 
And  yields  at  last  to  every  light  impression  1 
Thingsout^fhope  are  compass 'dofl  with  venturing, 
Chieily  in  love,  whose  leave  exceeds  commission: 
Allection  faints  not,  like  a  pale-laced  coward. 
But  then  woos  best  when  most  his  choice  is 
fro  ward. 

When  he  did  frown,  0,  had  she  then  gave  over, 
8uch  nectar  from  his  lips  she  had  not  suck'd. 
Foul  words  and  fh>wns  must  not  repel  a  lover: 
What  though  the  rose  have  prickles,  yet 'tis  pluck'd: 
Were  Beauty  under  twenty  locks  kept  fast, 
tet  Love  breaks  through,  and  picks  them  all  at 
last. 

For  pity  now  she  can  no  more  detain  him; 

The  poor  Ibol  prays  her  that  he  may  depart: 

She  is  resolved  no  longer  to  restrain  him ; 

Bids  him  farewell,  and  look  well  to  her  heart. 
The  which,  by  Cupid's  bow  she  doth  protest, 
He  carries  thence  incaged  in  his  breast. 

"Sweet  boy,"  she  says,  **thia  night  TU  waste  in 
sorrow. 

For  my  sick  heart  commands  mine  eyes  to  watch. 

Tell  me.  love's  master,  shall  we  meet  to-morrow  1 

Sa  v,shail  we  !  shall  we  I  wilt  thou  make  the  nuitcht" 
He  tells  her,  no ;  to-morrow  he  intends 
To  hunt  the  boar  with  certain  of  his  friends. 

''The  boar!''  quoth  she;  whereat  a  sudden  pale, 
Like  lawn  being  spread  upon  the  blushing  rose. 
Usurps  her  cheeks ;  she  trembles  at  his  tide, 
And  on  his  neck  her  yoking  arms  she  throws : 
She  sinketh  down,  still  hanging  by  his  neck, 
He  on  her  belly  falls,  she  on  her  bacJc 

Now  is  she  in  the  very  lists  of  love. 

Her  champion  mounted  for  the  hot  encounter: 

All  i»  imaginary  she  doth  prove, 

He  will  not  manage  her,  although  he  mount  her; 
That  worse  than  Tantalus'  is  her  annoy. 
To  clip  Elysium,  and  to  lack  her  joy. 

Even  as  poor  birds,  deceiv'd  with  painted  grapes. 
Do  surfeit  by  the  e^-e,  and  pine  the  maw. 
Even  so  she  languisheth  in  her  mishaps, 
Aj*  those  poor  birds  thst  helpless  hemes  saw: 
The  warm  eliects  which  she  in  him  linds  missing, 
She  seeks  to  kindle  with  continual  kissing. 

But  all  in  vain;  good  queen,  it  will  not  be: 
She  hath  assay  d  as  mucn  as  may  be  proved ; 
Her  pleading  nath  deserv'd  a  greater  fee ; 
She's  Love,  she  loves,  and  yet  she  is  not  lov'd. 

"Fie,  fie, '  he  says,  "you  crush  me;  let  me  go; 

You  have  no  reason  to  withhold  me  so." 


"  Thou  hadst  been  gone,"  quoth  she,  "sweet  boy 
ere  this. 

But  that  thou  told'stme  thou  wouldsthunt  the  boar. 

0  bo  advis'd !  thou  know'st  not  what  it  is 

With  javelin's  point  a  churlish  swine  to  gore, 
Whose  tushes  never  sheath 'd  he  whetteth  still, 
Like  to  a  mortal  butcher,  bent  to  kill. 

On  his  bow-back  he  hath  a  battle  set 
Of  bristly  pikes,  that  ever  threat  his  foes ; 
His  eyes  lixe  glow-worms  shine  when  he  doth  ^et 
His  snout  digs  sepulchres  where'er  he  goes ; 
Being  moird,  he  strikes  whate'er  is  in  his  way 
And  whom  he  strikes  his  cruel  tushes  slay 

His  brawny  side,  with  hairy  bristles  arm'd, 
Are  better  proof  than  thy  spear's  point  can  entcc< 
His  short  thick  neck  cannot  be  easily  harm'd ; 
Being  ireful,  on  the  lion  he  will  venture: 

The  thorny  brambles  and  embracing  bustef. 

As  fearful  of  him,  part;  through  whom  he  rishea. 

Alas,  he  nought  esteems  that  flice  of  thine. 
To  which  Love's  eye  pays  tributary  gazes; 
Nor  thy  sod  hands,  sweet  lips,  and  crystal  eyne, 
Whose  flill  perfection  all  the  world  amazes ; 
But  having  thee  at  vantage,  (wondrous  dread !) 
Would  root  these  beauties  as  he  roots  the  mead. 

O,  let  him  keep  his  loathsome  cabin  still ! 

Beauty  hath  nought  to  do  with  such  foul  fiends ; 

Come  not  within  his  danger  by  thy  will ; 

They  that  thrive  well,  take  counsel  of  their  friends. 
Wnen  thou  didst  name  the  boar,  not  to  dissemble, 
I  fear'd  thy  fortune,  and  my  joints  did  tremble. 

Didst  thou  not  mark  my  fkce?  Was  it  not  white ' 

Saw'st  thou  not  signs  of  fear  lurk  in  mine  eye  ! 

Grew  I  not  &int1  And  fell  I  not  downright  ? 

Within  my  bosom,  whereon  thou  dost  lie. 
My  boding  heart  pants,  beats,  and  takes  no  rest. 
But,  like  an  earthquake  shakes  thee  on  my  breast. 

For  where  Love  reigns,  disturbing  Jealousy 
Doth  call  himself  Anection's  sentinel ; 
Gives  folse  alarms,  suggesteth  mutiny. 
And  in  a  peaceful  hour  doth  cry,  kiU,  Kill/ 

Distempering  gentle  Love  witn  his  desire. 

As  air  and  water  do  abate  the  fire. 

This  sour  informer,  this  bate-breeding^  spy. 

This  canker  that  eats  up  love's  tender  spring,* 

This  carry-talc,  dissenlious  jealousy, 

Thatsometime  true  news,som6time  faJsedoth  bring. 
Knocks  at  my  heart,  and  whispers  in  mine  ear, 
That  if  I  love  tliee  I  thy  death  should  fear: 

And,  more  than  so,  presenteth  to  mine  eye 
The  picture  of  an  angry  chating  boar, 
Under  whose  sharp  fangs  on  his  back  doth  lie 
An  image  like  thyself,  all  stain'd  with  eore ; 
Whose  blood  upon  the  fVesh  flowers  being  shed. 
Doth  make  them  droop  with  grief,  and  hang  the 
head. 

What  should  I  do,  seeing  thee  so  indeed. 

That  tremble  at  the  imagination? 

The  thought  of  it  doth  make  my  fkint  heart  bleed. 

And  fear  doth  teach  it  divination : 
I  prophesy  thy  death,  my  living  sorrow, 
u  thou  encounter  with  tne  boar  to-morrow. 

But  if  thou  needs  will  hunL  be  rui'd  by  me; 

Uncouple  at  the  timorous  flyinir  hare. 

Or  at  the  fox,  which  lives  by  suotilty. 

Or  at  the  roe,  which  no  encounter  dar« ; 
Pursue  these  fearfUl  creatures  o'er  the  downs. 
And  on  thy  well-breath'd  horse  keep  with  thy 
hounds. 

And  when  thou  hast  on  foot  the  purblind  hare, 
Mark  the  poor  wretch,  to  overshoot  his  troubles. 
How  he  outruns  the  wind,  and  with  what  care 
He  cranks  and  crosses,  with  a  thousand  doubles: 
The  many  musits  through  the  which  he  goes. 
Are  like  a  labyrinth  to  amaze  his  foes. 

Sometime  he  runs  among  a  flock  of  sheep. 
To  make  the  cunning  hounds  mistake  their  smelly 
And  sometime  where  earth-delving  conies  keep. 
To  stop  the  loud  pursuers  in  their  yell; 

And  sometime  sorteth  with  a  herd  of  deer; 

Danger  deviseth  shifts;  wit  waits  on  tear: 

•  Strifb  breeding.  •  Bud,  or  yoong  ihoot 


VENUS  AND  ADONIS. 


781 


lAke  shrill-tongued  tapsters  answering  every  call, 
S«>othin^  the  humor  of  tkntastic  wits? 

She  says,  "'tis  so;"  they  answer  all.  "'tis  §o:" 
And  would  say  aller  her,  if  she  said  **  no/' 

Lo!  here  the  gentle  lark,  weary  of  rest. 

From  his  moist  cabinet  mounts  up  on  nigh. 

And  wakes  the  morning,  fh>m  whose  silver  breast 

The  sun  ariseth  in  his  majesty ; 

Who  doth  the  world  so  gloriously  behold, 
The  cedar-tops  and  hills  seem  bumish'd  gold. 

Venus  salutes  him  with  this  fiur  good-morrow : 
**  C)  thou  clear  god,  and  patron  of  all  light. 
From  whom  each  lamp  and  shining  star  doth  bor- 
row 
The  bftiuteous  influence  that  makes  him  bright. 

There  lives  a  son,  that  suck'd  an  earthly  mother. 

May  lend  thee  light,  as  thou  dost  lend  to  other." 

This  said,  she  hasteth  to  a  myrtle  grove, 
Musing  tile  morning  is  so  much  o'erwom, 
And  yet  she  hears  no  tidings  of  her  love: 
She  hearkens  for  his  hounds,  and  for  his  horn: 
Anon  t>he  hears  them  chant  it  lustily. 
And  all  in  haste  she  coasteth  to  the  cry. 

And  as  she  runs,  the  bushes  in  the  way 
Some  catrh  her  by  the  neck,  some  kiss  her  ikce, 
Some  twine  about  her  thigh  to  make  her  stay; 
She  wildly  breaketh  from  their  strict  embrace. 
Like  a  milch  doe.  whose  swelling  dugs  do  ache, 
Hasting  to  feed  her  fawn,  hid  in  some  brake. 

By  this  she  hears  the  hounds  are  at  a  bay. 
Whereat  she  starts,  like  one  that  spies  an  adder 
\Vrealh'd  up  in  fetal  folds,  just  in  hi»  way. 
The  fear  whereof  doth  make  him  shake  and  shud- 
der: 
Even  so  the  timorous  yelping  of  the  hounds 
Appals  her  senses,  and  her  spnght  confounds. 

For  now  she  knows  it  is  no  gentle  chase. 
But  the  blunt  boar,  rough  bear,  or  lion  proud. 
Because  the  cry  remaineth  in  one  place, 
Where  fearAilIy  the  dogs  exclaim  aloud: 

Finding  their  enemy  to  be  so  curst. 

They  all  strain  courtesy  who  shall  cope  him  first 

This  dismal  cry  rings  sadly  in  her  ear, 
Through  which  it  enters  to  surprise  her  heart. 
Who,  overcome  by  doubt  and  bloodless  fear. 
With  cold-pale  weakness  numbs  each  feeling  part: 
Like  soldiers,  when  their  captain  once  doth  yield. 
They  basely  fly,  and  dare  not  stay  the  field. 

Thus  stands  she  in  a  trembling  ecstasy ; 
Till.  cheerinK  up  her  senses  sore  dismay  d, 
She  tells  them  'tis  a  causeless  fantasy. 
And  childish  error  that  they  are  afraid ; 

Bids  them  leave  quaking,  bids  them  fear  no 
more ; — 

And  with  that  word  she  spied  the  hunted  boar; 

Whose  frothy  mouth,  bepainted  all  with  red. 
Like  milk  and  blood  beimc  mingled  both  together, 
A  second  fear  through  all  her  sinews  spread, 
Which  madly  hurries  her  she  knows  not  whither; 
This  way  she  runs,  and  now  she  will  no  further. 
But  back  retires,  to  rate  the  boar  for  murther. 

A  thousand  spleens  bear  her  a  thousand  ways ; 
She  treads  the  path  that  she  untreads  again; 
Her  more  than  haste  is  mated  with  delays, 
I.ike  the  proceedings  of  a  drunken  brain ; 

Full  of  respect,  yet  not  at  all  respecting. 

In  hand  with  all  things,  nought  at  all  eflfecting. 

Here  kennelM  in  a  brake  she  finds  a  hound. 
And  asks  the  weary  caitiftfor  his  master; 
And  there  another  licking  of  his  wound, 
'Gainst  venomM  sores  the  only  sovereign  plaster: 
And  here  she  meets  another  sadly  scowling. 
To  whom  shespeaks,and  he  replies  with  howling. 

When  he  hath  ceased  his  ill-resounding  noise. 
Another  flap-mouth 'd  mourner,  black  and  gnm, 
Against  the  welkin  volleys  out  his  voice; 
Another  and  another  answer  him. 
Clapping  their  proud  tails  to  the  ground  below. 
Shaking  their  8cratch*d  ears,  bleeding  as  they  go. 

Look,  how  the  world's  poor  people  are  amaz'd 
At  apparitions,  signs,  and  prodigies. 


Whereon  with  fearftil  eyes  they  long  have  gaz'd. 

InAising  them  with  dreadAil  prjphecies; 
So  she  at  these  sad  signs  draws  up  her  breath, 
And,  sighing  it  again,  exclaims  on  Death. 

•*  Hard-fevor*d  tyrant,  uglv,;neagre.  lean. 
Hateful  divorce  of  love,    fthus  chides  she  Death.) 
'*Grim-grinning  ghost, earth'sworm, what, dost thu  • 

mean 
To  stifle  beauty,  and  to  steal  his  breath. 
Who  when  he  lived,  his  breath  and  beauty  set 
Gloss  on  the  rose,  smell  to  the  violet  1 

If  he  be  dead,— O  no,  it  cannot  be. 
Seeing  his  beauty,  thou  shouldst  strike  at  it — 
0  yes,  it  may ;  thou  haist  no  eyes  to  see, 
But  hatet\illy  at  random  dost  thou  hit. 
Thy  mark  is  feeble  age ; — but  thy  false  dart 
Mistakes  that  aim,  and  cleaves  an  intknt's  heart 

Hadst  thou  but  bid  beware,  then  he  had  spoke, 

And  hearing  him  thy  power  had  lost  his*  powdr. 

The  Destinies  will  curse  thee  lor  this  stroke ; 

They  bid  thee  crop  a  weed, thou  pluck'st  a  flower-. 
Love's  golden  arrow  at  him  should  have  fled. 
And  not  Death's  ebon  dart,  to  strike  him  dead. 

Dost  thou  drink  tears,  that  thou  provok'st  surn 
weeping  1 

What  may  a  heavy  {^roan  advantage  thee  ? 

Why  hast  thou  cast  into  eternal  sleeping 

Those  eyes  that  taught  all  other  eyes  to  see? 
Now  Nature  cares  not  for  thy  mortal  vigor. 
Since  her  best  work  is  ruin'd  with  thy  ngor." 

Here  overcome,  as  one  full  of  despair. 
She  veil'd  her  eye-lids,  who,  like  sluices.  8topp*d 
The  crystal  tide  that  from  her  two  cheeks  fair 
In  the  sweet  channel  of  her  bosom  dropp'd ; 

But  through  the  flood-gates  breaks  the  silvei 
rain. 

And  with  his  strong  course  opens  them  again. 

O  how  her  eyes  and  tears  did  lend  and  borrow ! 

Her  eyes  seen  in  her  tears,  tears  in  her  e)'e ; 

Both  crystals,  where  they  vicw'd  each  other's  sor- 
row, 

Sorrow^  that  friendly  sighs  sought  still  to  dry; 
But  like  a  stormy  day,  now  wind,  now  rain. 
Sighs  dry  her  cheeks,  tears  make  them  wet  again. 

Variable  passions  throng  her  constant  woe. 
As  striving  who  should  best  become  her  grief; 
All  entertain'd,  each  passion  labors  so 
That  every  present  sorrow  seemeth  chief, 
But  none  is  best;  then  join  they  all  together, 
Like  many  clouds  consulting  for  foul  weather. 

By  this,  far  ofl'she  hears  some  huntsmen  hollo; 
A  nurse's  song  ne'er  pleased  her  babe  so  well : 
The  dire  imagination  she  did  follow 
This  sound  of  hope  doth  labor  to  expel ; 

For  now  reviving  joy  bids  her  rejoice, 

And  flatters  her,  it  is  Adonis'  voice. 

Whereat  her  tears  began  to  turn  their  tide, 
Being  prisoned  in  her  eye,  like  pearls  in  glass; 
Yet  sometimes  falls  an  orient  drop  beside, 
Which  her  cheek  melts,  as  scorning  it  should  past 
To  wash  the  foul  face  of  the  sluttish  ground, 
Who  is  but  drunken  when  she  seemeth  drown'd 

O  hard-believing  love,  how  strange  it  seems 
Not  to  believe,  and  yet  too  credulous  ! 
Thy  weal  and  woe  are  both  of  them  extremes. 
Despair  and  hope  make  thee  ridiculous : 

Tne  one  doth  flatter  thee  in  thoughts  unlikely. 

With  likely  thoughts  the  other  kills  thee  quickly. 

Now  she  unweaves  the  web  that  she  hath  wrr  ught  * 

Adonis  lives,  and  Death  is  not  to  blame ; 

It  was  not  she  that  call'd  him  all-to  nought; 

Now  she  adds  honors  to  his  hateful  name  j 
Sheclepes  him  king  ofgraves, and  grave  tor  longs, 
Imperious  supreme  of  all  mortal  things. 

"  No,  no,"  quoth  she,  "Sweet  Death, I  did  but  jest; 
Yet  pardon  me,  I  felt  a  kind  of  fear. 
When  as  I  met  the  boar,  that  bloody  beast, 
Which  knows  no  pity,  but  is  still  severe ; 
Then  gentle  shadow,  (truth  I  must  confers,) 
I  rail'd  on  thee,  fearing  my  love's  deceaM. 

•  Its. 
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Perverse  it  shall  be  when  it  seems  most  toward. 
Put  fear  to  valor,  courage  to  the  coward. 

1 1  shall  be  cause  of  war  and  dire  events. 

And  set  dissension  *twixt  the  son  and  sire ; 

Subject  and  servile  to  all  discontents, 

As  dry  combustious  matter  is  to  fire; 

Sith  in  his  prime  death  doth  my  love  destroy, 
They  that  love  best  their  love  shall  not  eryoy." 

By  this,  the  boy  that  by  her  side  lay  kill'd 
Was  melted  like  a  vapor  th>m  her  sight. 
And  in  his  blood  that  on  the  nound  lay  spill  d, 
A  purple  flower  sprung  up,  cnequerM  with  white, 
Re^mbling  well  his  pale  cheeks,  and  the  blood 
Which  in  round  drops  upon  their  whiteness  stood. 

She  bows  her  head,  the  new-eprung  flower  to  smell, 

Comparing  it  to  her  Adonis'  breath ; 

And  ^ys,  within  her  bosom  it  shall  dwell. 

Since  he  himself  is  reft  iVom  her  by  death : 
She  crops  the  stalk,  and  in  the  breach  appears 
Green  dropping  sap,  which  she  compares  to  tears. 


"Poor  flower,'*  quoth  she,  "this  was  thy  Other's 
guise, 

(Sweet  issue  of  a  more  sweet-smellins:  sire.) 

For  every  little  j^ef  to  wet  his  eyes ; 

To  grow  unto  himself  was  his  desire. 
And  so  'tis  thine;  but  know,  it  is  as  good 
To  wither  in  my  breast  as  in  his4>lood. 

Here  was  thy  father's  bed,  here  in  my  breast; 
Thou  art  the  next  of  blood,  and  tis  thy  right: 
Lo  I  in  this  hollow  cradle  take  thy  rest, 
My   throbbing  heart  shall  rock   thee   day  ai  d 
night: 
There  shall  not  be  one  minute  in  an  hour 
Wherein  I  will  not  kiss  my  sweet  love's  flower. 

Thus  weary  of  the  world,  away  she  hies. 
And  yokes  her  silver  doves;  by  whose  swi^  aid 
Their  mistress  mounted,  through  the  em«  t>  sides 
In  her  light  chariot  quickly  is  convey'd, 

Holding  their  course  to  Paphos,  where  their 
queen 

Means  to  immure  herself  and  not  be  seen. 


»> 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HOMORABLE   HENRY   WRIOTHESLY, 

Eabl  of  Southampton,  and  Baron  of  Titchfield. 

Thk  love  I  dedicate  to  your  Lordship  is  without  end;  whereof  this  pamphlet,  without  beginning,  is 
but  a  superfluous  moiety.  The  warrant  I  have  of  your  honorable  disposition,  not  the  worth  of  my 
untutored  lines,  makes  it  assured  of  acceptance.  What  I  have  done  is  yours,  what  I  have  to  do  is 
yours;  being  part  in  alll  have,  devoted  yours.  Were  my  worth  greater,  my  duty  would  show  greater : 
meantime,  as  it  is,  it  is  bound  to  your  Lordship,  to  whom  I  wish  long  life,  still  lengthened  with  all 
bappiness. 

Your  Lordship's  m  all  duty, 

WlLLUM  SHAKSPEARC 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Lucius  TABQunnus  (for  his  excesstre  pride  sumamed  Saperbos)  aftar  be  had  caused  his  own  lkther-h>-Uiw.  Serrloa 
Tulliom  to  be  cruelly  mnrdered.  And,  contrary  to  the  Roman  laws  and  cnetomB,  not  requiring;  or  utavlni;  for  the  people's 
•affr«{;ee,  had  posseeeed  himself  of  the  kingdom:  went,  accompanied  with  his  sons  and  oUier  noblemen  of  Rome,  to 
beftie-ze  Ardeft.  During  which  siege,  the  pnudpal  men  of  the  army  meeting  one  eTeuin|  at  the  tent  of  Sextus  Tar- 
qniniuK,  the  king's  son,  in  their  discourses  after  supper,  erery  one  commended  the  virtues  of  his  own  wife;  among  whom 
CollHiiuus  extolled  the  Incomparable  cha«tity  of  his  wife  Lucrece.  In  that  pleasant  humor  they  all  posted  to  Rome; 
and  lotendinK,  by  their  secret  and  sudden  arrlTal,  to  make  trial  of  that  which  erery  one  had  before  arouched,  onlv 
CoUatinus  finds  his  wife  (tboui^h  It  were  late  in  the  nl^^ht)  spinning  amongst  her  maids :  the  other  ladies  were  all 
found  dandng  and  revelling,  or  in  several  disports.  Whereupon  the  noblemen  yielded  Collatlnus  the  victory,  and  his 
wife  the  fiime.  At  that  time  Sextns  Tarquinlus  being  Inflamed  with  Lucrece's  beauty,  yet  smothering  his  paraions  for 
the  present,  departed  with  the  rest  back  to  the  camp;  fh)m  whence  he  shortly  after  privily  withdrew  him»elf,  and  was 
(according  to  bis  estate)  royally  entertained  and  lodged  by  Lucreee  at  ColUtlum.  The  same  night,  he  trdacherouHly 
Htenleth  into  her  chamber,  violently  ravished  her,  and  early  in  the  morning  speedeth  away.  Lucreee,  in  this  lament- 
able pll({ht,  hastily  deppntched  meM^ngers,  one  to  Rome  Ctr  her  flitber,  another  to  the  camp  for  Collatlne.  Ihey  c»me, 
the  one  accompanied  with  Junius  Brutus,  the  other  with  Publins  Valerius;  and,  flndiog  Lucreee  attired  in  mourning 
ha>>lt,  demanded  the  cause  of  her  sorrow.  She,  first  taking  an  oath  of  them  for  her  revenge,  revealed  the  actor,  and 
while  nt-inner  of  his  dealing,  and  witlial  suddenly  stabbed  herself  Whkh  done,  with  one  consent  they  all  vowed  tc 
root  out  the  whole  hated  fkmlly  of  the  Tarqulns;  and,  bearing  the  dead  body  to  Room,  Brutus  acquainted  the  pe<ipla 
with  the  doer  and  manner  of  Uie  vile  deed,  with  a  bitter  invective  against  the  tyranny  of  the  king:  wherewith  the 
people  were  so  moved,  that  with  one  consAut  and  a  general  acclamation  the  Tarqulns  were  all  exiled,  and  the  state 
government  changed  from  Idngs  to  eonsulit. 


From  the  besieg'd  Ardea  all  in  post, 
Borne  by  the.  trustless  wings  offiUse  uesire. 
Lust-breathed  Tarquin  leaves  the  Roman  host, 
And  to  Collatium  bt^ars  the  lightless  fire 
Which,  in  pale  embors  hid,  lurks  to  aspire. 
And  girdle  with  embracing  flames  the  waist 
Of  Collatine's  foir  love,  Lucreee  the  chaste. 


Ha}itiy  that  name  ofekcute  unhapply  set 
This  bateleas  edge  on  his  keen  appetite: 
When  Collatine  imwisely  did  not  let 
To  praise  the  clear  unmatched  red  and  white 
Which  triumphed  in  that  sky  of  his  delight. 
Where  mortal  stars, as  brigntas  heaven's  beautiaai 
With  pure  aspects  did  him  peculiar  duties. 
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Vh*  one  sweetly  flatters,  th'  other  feareth  hann ; 

But  nonest  Fear«  bewitch'd  with  lust's  foul  charm, 
Doth  too  too  oft  betake  him  to  retire^ 
Beaten  away  by  brain-sick  rude  Desire. 

His  fklchton  on  a  flint  he  softly  smiteth. 
That  from  the  cold  stone  sparks  of  tire  do  fly, 
Whereat  a  waxen  torch  forthwith  he  lighteth, 
Which  must  be  lode-«tar  to  his  lustful  eye; 
And  to  the  flame  thus  speaks  advisedly ; 
**  As  from  this  cold  flint  I  enforced  this  Are, 
So  Lucrece  must  I  force  to  my  desire." 

Here  pale  with  fear  he  doth  premeditate 
The  clHn^ers  of  his  loathsome  enterprise, 
And  in  hiH  inward  mind  he  doth  debate 
What  following  sorrow  may  on  this  arise : 
Then  looking  BcornfuUy.  he  doth  despise 
His  naked  armor  of  still-slaughter'a  lust. 
And  justly  thus  controls  his  thoughts  unjust: 

^  Fair  torch,  bum  out  thy  light,  and  lend  i*.  not 
To  darken  her  whose  light  excelleth  thine ! 
And  die  unhallow'd  thoughts,  before  you  blot 
With  your  uncleanness  that  which  is  divine! 
Olfer  pure  incense  to  so  pure  a  shrine : 

L.et  fair  humanity  abhor  the  deed 

That  spots  and  stains  love's  modest  snow-whito 
weed."* 

O  shame  to  knighthood  and  to  shining  arms! 

O  Ibul  dishonor  to  my  household's  grave ! 

O  impious  act,  including  all  foul  harms! 

A  martial  man  to  be  soft  fancy's  slave ! 

True  valor  still  a  true  respect  should  have ; 
Then  my  digression  is  so  vile,  so  base, 
That  it  will  live  engraven  in  my  face. 

Tea,  though  I  die,  the  scandal  will  survive, 

And  be  an  eye-sore  in  my  golden  coat; 

Some  loathsome  dash  the  herald  will  contrive. 

To  cipher  me  how  fondly  I  did  dote; 

That  my  ix)stcrity,  shamed  with  the  note, 
Shall  curse  my  bones,  and  hold  it  for  no  sin 
To  wish  that  I  their  father  had  not  been 

What  win  I  if  I  gain  the  thing  I  seek  t 
A  dream,  a  breath,  a  froth  of  fleeting  joy : 
Who  buys  a  minute's  mirth  to  wail  a  week  ? 
Or  sells  eternity,  to  get  a  toy  1 
For  one  sweet  grape  who  will  the  vine  destroy  1- 
Or  what  fond  bejrgar,  but  to  touch  the  crown, 
Would  with  the  sceptre  straight  be  strucken 
down  1 

If  CoUatinus  dream  of  my  intent 
Will  he  not  wake,  and  in  a  desperate  rage 
post  hither,  this  vile  purpose  to  prevent  I 
This  siege  that  hath  engirt  his  marriage. 
This  blur  to  youth,  this  sorrow  to  the  sage, 
This  dying  virtue,  this  surviving  shame. 
Whose  crime  will  bear  an  ever-during  blame? 

O  what  excuse  can  my  invention  make 
When  thou  shalt  charge  me  with  so  black  a  deed  1 
Will  not  my  tongue  be  mute,  my  frail  joints  shake] 
Mine  eyes  forego  their  light,  my  false  heart  bleed! 
The  guilt  being  great  the  fear  (loth  still  exceed ; 
And  extreme  fear  can  neither  flght  nor  fly. 
But  coward-like  with  trembling  terror  die. 

Had  CoUatinus  kill'd  my  son  or  sire. 
Or  lain  in  ambush  to  betray  my  life. 
Or  were  he  not  my  dear  friend,  this  desire 
Mi^ht  have  excuse  to  work  upon  his  wife; 
A»  in  revenge  or  quittal  of  such  strife: 
But  as  he  is  my  kinsman,  my  dear  friend. 
The  shame  and  fault  flnas  no  excuse  nor  end. 

Shameful  it  is ,— ay,  if  the  fact  be  known : 
Hateful  it  is ,— there  is  no  hate  in  loving : 
J'il  beg  her  love  i—butshe  is  not  her  own; 
The  worst  is  but  dental,  and  reproving : 
My  will  is  strong,  past  reason's  weak  removing, 
who  fears  a  sentence  or  an  old  man's  saw 
Shall  by  a  painted  cloth  be  kept  in  awe." 

Thus,  graceless,  holds  he  disputation 

*Tween  frozen  conscience  and  hot^bumin^  will, 


And  with  good  thoughts  makes  dispensation, 
Urging  the  worser  sense  for  vantage  still; 
Ynich  in  a  moment  doth  confound  and  kill 
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All  pure  effects,  and  doth  so  far  proceeu. 
That  what  is  vile  shows  like  a  virtuous  deed. 

Quoth  he,  **  She  took  me  kindly  by  the  hand. 
And  gaz'd  for  tidings  in  my  eager  eyes. 
Fearing  some  hard  news  from  the  warlike  bant 
Where  her  beloved  CoUatinus  lies. 
0  how  her  fear  did  make  her  color  rise ! 
First  red  as  roses  that  on  lawn  we  lay, 
Then  white  as  lawn,  the  roses  took  away. 

And  how  her  hand,  in  my  hand  being  lock'd. 
Forced  it  to  tremble  with  her  loyal  fear! 
Which  struck  her  sad,  and  then  it  &ster  rock'd. 
Until  her  husband's  welfare  she  did  hear; 
Whereat  she  smiled  with  so  sweet  a  cheer. 
That  had  Narcissus  seen  her  as  she  stood. 
Self-love  had  never  drown'd  him  in  the  flood 

Why  hunt  I  then  for  color  or  excuses? 
All  orators  are  dumb  when  beauty  pleadeth 
Poor  wretches  have  remorse  in  poor  abuses , 
Love  thrives  not  in  the  heart  that  shadows  dreadeth, 
Afl^ection  is  my  captain,  and  he  leadeth ; 
And  when  his  gaudy  banner  is  display'd, 
The  coward  flgnts,  and  will  not  be  dismay *d. 

Then,  childish  fear,  avaunt !  debating,  die  ! 
Respect  and  reason  wait  on  wrinkled  age! 
My  heart  shall  never  countermand  mine  eye : 
Sad  pause  and  deep  regard  beseem  the  sage : 
My  part  is  youth,  and  beats  these  tYom  the  stage: 

Desire  my  pilot  is,  beauty  my  prize; 

Then  who  tears  sinki  ng  where  such  treasure  lies?" 

As  com  o'ergrown  by  weeds,  so  heedAil  fear 

Is  almost  chok'd  by  unresisted  lust. 

Away  he  steals  with  open  listening  ear. 

Full  of  foul  hope,  and  Aill  of  fond  mistrust; 

Both  which,  as  servitors  to  the  unjust. 
So  cross  him  with  their  opposite  persuasion. 
That  now  he  vows  a  league,  and  now  invasion. 

Within  his  thought  her  heavenly  image  sits. 
And  in  the  self-same  seat  sits  Collatine : 
That  eye  which  looks  on  her  confounds  his  wits ; 
That  eye  which  him  beholds,  as  more  divine. 
Unto  a  view  so  false  will  not  incline ; 
But  with  a  pure  appeal  seeks  to  the  heart. 
Which  once  corrupted  takes  the  worser  part ; 

And  therein  heartens  up  his  servile  powers. 
Who,  flatter'd  by  theirleader's  jocund  show, 
Stulfup  his  lust,  as  minutes  flll  up  hours; 
And  as  their  captain,  so  their  pricfe  doth  grow, 
Paying  more  slavish  tribute  than  they  owe. 
By  reprobate  desire  thus  madly  led, 
The  Roman  lord  marcheth  to  Lucrece*  bed. 

The  locks  between  her  chamber  and  his  will. 
Each  one  by  him  enforced,  retires  his  ward  ; 
But  as  they  open  they  all  rate  his  ill, 
Which  drives  the  creeping  thief  to  some  regard ; 
The  threshold  grates  the  door  to  have  him  heard ; 

Night^wand'ring  weasels  shriek  to  see  him  there; 

They  fright  him,  yet  he  still  pursues  his  fear. 

As  each  unwilling  portal  yields  him  way, 
Through  little  vents  and  crannies  of  the  place 
The  wind  wars  with  his  torch,  to  make  him  stay, 
And  blows  the  smoke  of  it  into  his  tace. 
Extinguishing  his  conduct^  in  this  case; 
But  liis  hot  heart,  which  fond  desire  doth  scorch, 
Pufl&  forth  another  wind  that  flres  the  torch: 

And  being  lighted,  by  the  light  he  spies 
Lucretia's  glove,  wherein  her  needle  sticks ; 
He  takes  it  from  the  rushes  where  it  lies; 
And  griping  it.  the  neeld^  his  flnger  pricks : 
As  who  should  say,  this  glove  to  wanton  tricks 

Is  not  inur'd;  return  again  in  haste ; 

Thou  seest  our  mistress'  ornaments  are  cl  aste. 

But  all  *hese  poor  forbiddings  could  not  stay  him; 

He  in  the  worst  sense  construes  their  denial ; 

The  doors,  the  wind,  the  ^love  that  did  delay  himj 

He  takes  for  accidental  things  of  trial ; 

Or  as  those  bars  which  stop  the  hourly  dial, 
Who  with  a  ling'ring  stay  his  course  doth  let. 
Till  every  mmute  pays  tne  hour  bis  debt. 

<*  So,  so,"  quoth  he, "  these  lets  attend  the  time. 
Like  little  frosts  that  sometime  threat  the  spring, 

•  Conductor.  •  Needle. 
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But  as  reitroof  and  reason  beat  it  dead, 
By  thy  bright  beauty  was  it  newly  bred. 

I  see  what  crosses  my  attempt  will  bring ; 

1  know  what  thorns  the  growing  rose  deli^nds; 

1  think  the  honey  guarded  with  a  sting ; 

All  this,  beforehand,  counsel  comprehends; 

But  will  is  deaf,  and  hears  no  heeaAil  friends; 
Only  he  hath  an  eye  to  gaze  on  beauty, 
And  dotes  on  what  he  looks,  'gainst  law  or  duty. 

I  have  debated,  even  in  my  soul. 

What  wrong,  what  shame,  what  sorrow  I  shall 

breed; 
But  nothing  can  Affection's  course  control, 
Or  stop  the  headlong  Airy  of  his  speed. 
I  know  repentant  tears  ensue  the  deed, 

Reproach,  disdain,  and  deadly  enmity; 

Yet  strive  I  to  embrace  mine  infamy.^* 

This  said,  be  shakes  aloft  his  Roman  blade. 
Which,  like  a  fiilcon  towering  in  the  skies, 
Coucheth  the  fowl  below  with  his  wings'  shade. 
Whose  crooked  beak  threats  if  he  mount  he  dies: 
So  under  his  insulting  falchion  lies 
Harmless  Lucrctia,  marking  what  he  tells, 
With  trembling  tear,  as  fowl  hear  falcons'  bells. 

**  Lucrece,"  quoth  he,  "  this  night  I  must  e^joy 

thee: 
If  thou  deiiv,  then  force  must  work  my  way, 
For  in  thy  bed  I  purpose  to  destroy  thee ; 
That  done,  some  worthless  slave  of* thine  I'll  slay, 
To  kill  thine  honor  with  thy  life's  decay; 
And  in  thy  dead  arms  do  I  mean  to  place  him. 
Swearing  1  slew  him,  seeing  thee  embrace  him. 

So  thy  surviving  husband  shall  remain 
The  scornful  mark  of  every  open  eye ; 
Tny  kinsmen  hang  tlieir  heads  at  this  disdain, 
Thy  issue  blurr'd  with  nameless  bastardy : 
And  thou,  the  author  of  their  obloquy. 
Shall  have  thy  trespass  cited  up  in  rhymes, 
And  sung  by  children  in  succeeding  times. 

But  if  thou  yield  I  rest  thy  secret  fViend : 
The  fault  unknown  is  as  a  tliought  unacted ; 
A  little  harm,  done  to  a  great  good  end, 
For  lawful  policy  remains  enacted. 
The  poisonous  simple  sometimes  is  compacted 

In  a  pure  compound ;  being  so  applied, 

His  venom  in  eUcct  is  purined. 

Then  for  thy  husband  and  thy  children's  sake, 
Tender  my  suit:  bequeath  not  to  their  lot 
The  shame  that  from  them  no  device  can  take. 
The  blemish  that  will  never  be  forgot ; 
Worse  than  a  slavish  wipe,  or  birth-hour's  blot : 
For  marks  descried  in  men's  nativity 
Are  nature's  laults,  not  their  own  infamy." 

Here  with  a  cockatrice'  dead-killing  eye. 
He  rouseth  up  himself,  and  makes  a  pause. 
While  she^  the  picture  of  pure  piety. 
Like  a  white  hind  under  the  grypc  s  sharp  claws, 
pleads  in  a  wilderness,  where  are  no  laws. 
To  the  rough  beast  that  knows  no  gentle  right. 
Nor  aught  obeys  but  his  foul  appeute : 

Look,  when  a  black-faced  cloud  the  world  doth 

threat. 
In  his  dim  mist  the  aspiring  mountains  hiding. 
From  earth's  dark  womb  some  gentle  gust  doth  get. 
Which  blows  tliese  pitchy  vapors  firom  their  biding, 
Hindering  their  present  ikll  by  this  dividing; 

So  his  unhallow'd  haste  her  words  delays. 

And  moody  Pluto  winks  while  Orpheus  plasrs. 

Yet,  foul  night^waking  cat,  he  doth  but  dally. 
While  in  his  holdfast  toot  tlie  weak  mouse  panteth; 
Her  sad  behavior  feeds  his  vulture  folly, 
A  swallowing  gulf  that  even  in  plenty  wanteth: 
His  ear  her  prayers  admits,  but  his  heart  granteth 
No  penetrable  entrance  to  her  plaining : 
Tears  harden  lust,  though  marble  wear  with 
raining. 

Her  pity-pleading  eyes  are  sadly  fixed 
In  the  remorseless  wrinkles  of  his  face ; 
Her  modest  eloquence  with  sighs  is  mixed. 
Which  to  her  oratory  adds  mort*  grace. 
She  puts  the  period  often  firom  his  place, 
And  'midst  the  sentence  so  her  accent  breaks. 
That  twioe  she  doth  begin  ere  once  she  speaks. 


She  c6njures  him  by  high  almighty  Jove, 
By  knighthood,  gentry,and  sweet  friendship's  oath 
By  her  untimely  tears,  her  husband's  luve. 
By  holy  human  laws,  and  common  troth. 
By  heaven  and  earth,  and  all  the  power  of  bottv 
That  to  his  borrow  d  bed  he  make  retire. 
And  stoop  to  honor,  not  to  foul  desire. 

Quoth  she,  '*  reward  not  hospitality 
With  such  black  payment  as  thou  hast  pretended 
Mud  not  the  fountain  that  gave  drink  to  thee ; 
Mar  not  the  thing  that  cannot  be  amended ; 
End  thy  ill  aim,  before  thy  shoot  be  ended: 

He  is  no  woodman  that  doth  bend  his  bow 

To  strike  a  poor  unseasonable  doe. 

My  husband  is  thy  friend^  fbr  his  rake  spare  me ; 

Thyself  art  mighty,  for  thine  own  rake  leave  me; 

Myself  a  weakline,  do  not  then  ensnare  me; 

Thou  look'st  not  like  deceit;  do  not  deceive  me : 

My  sighs,  like  whirlwinds,  labor  hence  to  heave 
thee. 
If  ever  man  were  mov'd  with  woman's  moans. 
Be  moved  with  my  tears,  my  sighs,  my  groans: 

All  which  together,  like  a  troubled  ocean. 
Beat  at  thy  rocky  and  wreck-threatening  heart. 
To  soften  it  with  their  continual  motion ; 
For  stones  dissolv'd  to  water  do  convert 
0,  if  no  harder  than  a  stone  thou  art. 

Melt  at  my  tears  and  be  compassionate ! 

Soft  pity  enters  at  an  iron  gate. 

In  Tarquin's  likeness  I  did  entertain  thee: 
Hast  thou  put  on  his  shape  to  do  him  shame  ^ 
To  all  the  host  of  heaven  I  complain  me. 
Thou  wrong'st  his  honor,  wound'st  his  princelv 

name. 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  seem 'at;  and  if  the  rame 

Thou  seem'st  not  what  thou  art,  a  god,  a  king; 

For  kings  like  gods  should  govern  every  thing. 

How  will  thy  shame  be  seeded  in  thine  age. 
When  thus  thy  vices  bud  before  thy  spring! 
If  in  thy  hope  thou  dar'st  do  such  outrage. 
What  dar'st  thou  not  when  once  thou  art  a  king ! 

0  be  remember'd  no  outrageous  thing 
From  vassal  actors  can  be  wiped  away; 
Then  kings'  misdeeds  cannot  be  hid  in  clay. 

This  deed  will  make  thee  only  lov^d  for  fear. 
But  happy  monarchs  still  are  fear'd  for  love: 
With  foul  offenders  thou  perforce  must  bear. 
When  they  in  thee  the  like  oflisnces  prove: 
If  but  fbr  fear  of  this  thy  will  remove: 

For  princes  are  the  glass,  the  school,  the  book. 

Where  subjects'  eyes  do  learn,  do  read,  do  look. 

And  wilt  thou  be  the  school  where  Lust  shall  learn  ? 

Must  he  in  thee  read  lectures  of  such  shame  1 

Wilt  thou  be  glara,  wherein  it  shall  discern 

Authority  for  sin,  warrant  for  blame. 

To  privilege  dishonor  in  thy  name  ? 
Thou  back'st  reproach  against  long-lived  laud. 
And  mak'st  fair  reputation  but  a  bawd. 

Hast  thou  command?  by  him  that  gave  it  thee. 
From  a  pure  heart  command  thy  rebel  will : 
Draw  not  thy  sword  to  guard  iniquity. 
For  it  was  lent  thee  all  that  brood  to  kill. 
Thy  princely  office  how  canst  thou  fulfil. 

When,  pattcrn'd  by  thy  faulty  foul  Sin  may  ray. 

He  leam'd  to  sin,  and  thou  didst  teach  the  way  1 

Think  but  how  vDe  a  spectacle  it  were 
To  view  thy  present  trespass  in  another: 
Men's4aults  do  seldom  to  themselves  appear; 
Their  own  transgressions  partially  they  smother: 
This  guilt  would  seem  death-worthy  in  thy  brother 
O  how  are  they  wrapp'd  in  with  mfiELmies, 
That  firom  their  own  misdeeds  askaunce  their 
eyes! 

To  thee,  to  thee,  my  heav'd-up  hands  appeal. 
Not  to  seducing  lust,  thy  rash  relier; 

1  sue  for  exil'd  majesty^  repeal ; 

Let  him  return,  and  flattering  thoughts  retire : 
His  true  respect  will  'prison  nUse  (tesire. 
And  wipe  the  dim  mist  from  thy  dotmg  eyne. 
That  thou  shalt  see  thy  state,  and  pity  mine.** 

** Have  done,"  quoth  he;  **my  uncontrolled  tide 
Turns  not,  but  swells  the  higher  by  this  let. 
SmaU  lights  are  soon  blotm  out,  huge  fires  abide. 
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Tea,  the  illiterate,  that  know  not  how 
To  'cipher  what  is  writ  in  learned  books, 
Will  quote  my  loathsome  trespass  in  my  looks. 

The  nur^e,  to  still  her  child,  will  tell  my  story. 
And  fright  her  crying  babe  with  Tarqum's  name; 
The  orator,  to  deck  his  oratory. 
Will  couple  my  reproach  to  Tarquin*s  shame: 
Feast-tinding  minstrels,  tuning  my  defame, 
Will  tie  the  hearers  to  attend  each  line, 
How  Tarquin  wronged  me,  I  Collatine. 

Let  my  good  name,  that  senseless  reputation, 
For  Colltttine's  dear  love  be  kept  unspotted : 
1 1' that  be  made  a  theme  for  disputation, 
The  branches  of  another  root  are  rotted. 
And  undeserv'd  reproach  to  him  allotted, 
TJ  at  is  as  clear  from  this  attaint  of  mine, 
As  I,  ere  this,  was  pure  to  Collatine. 

O  unseen  shame  I  invisible  disgrace ! 
O  unfclt  sore !  crest-wounding,  private  scar! 
Reproach  is  stamped  in  CoUatinus'  &ce, 
And  Tarquin's  eye  may  read  the  mot*  aflir, 
How  he  in  peace  is  wounded,  not  in  war. 
Alas,  how  many  bear  such  shameflil  blows. 
Which  not  themselves  but  he  that  gives  them 
knows ! 

I^  Collatine,  thine  honor  lay  in  me. 
From  me  by  strong  assault  it  is  bereft. 
My  honey  lost,  and  I,  a  drone-like  bee. 
Have  no  perfection  of  my  summer  left^ 
But  robb'd  and  ransacked  by  injurious  theft: 
In  thy  weak  hive  a  wandering  wasp  hath  crept, 
And  suck'd  the  honey  which  thy  chaste  bee  kept. 

Yet  I  am  guilty  of  thy  honor's  wrack ; 
Yet  for  thy  honor  did  I  entertain  him ; 
Coming  from  thee,  I  could  not  put  him  back. 
For  it  had  been  dishonor  to  disdain  him : 
Besides  of  weariness  he  did  complain  him. 
And  talk'd  of  virtue:— O,  unlook*d  for  evil. 
When  virtue  is  profanM  in  such  a  devil ! 

Why  should  the  worm  intrude  the  maiden  bud  ? 

Or  hateful  cuckoos  hatch  in  sparrows'  nests? 

Or  toads  infect  fair  founts  with  venom  mud  1 

Or  tyrant  folly  lurk  in  gentle  breasts  ? 

Or  kings  be  breakers  of  their  own  behests  1 
But  no  perfection  is  so  absolute, 
That  some  impurity  doth  not  pollute. 

The  aged  man  that  coffers  up  his  gold. 
Is  plagued  with  cramps,and  gouts,and  painfbl  fits, 
And  scarce  hath  eyes  his  treasure  to  behold, 
But  like  still-pining  Tantalus  he  sits. 
And  useless  barns  the  harvest  of  his  wits; 
Having  no  other  pleasure  of  his  gain 
But  torment  Uiat  it  cannot  cure  his  pain. 

So  then  he  hath  it  when  he  cannot  use  it. 
And  leaves  it  to  be  mastered  by  his  young, 
Who  in  their  pride  do  presently  abuse  it : 
Their  father  was  too  weak,  and  they  too  strong, 
To  hold  their  cursed-blessed  fortune  long. 
The  sweets  we  wish  for  turn  to  loathed  sours, 
Even  in  the  moment  that  we  call  them  ours. 

Unruly  blasts  wait  on  the  tender  spring ; 
Unwholesome   weeds   take    root   with    precious 

Howers; 
The  adder  hisses  where  the  sweet  birds  sing ; 
What  virtue  breeds  iniquity  devours : 
We  have  no  good  that  we  can  say  is  ours, 

But  ill-annexed  Opportunity 

Or  kills  his  life,  or  else  his  quality. 

'J  Opportunity !  thy  guilt  is  great : 

'Tis  thou  that  execut  st  the  traitor's  treason ; 

Thou  set'st  tlie  wolf  where  he  the  lamb  may  get; 

Whoever  plots  the  sin,  thou  point'st  the  season; 

'Tis  thou  that  spurn'st  at  right,  at  law,  at  reason ; 
And  in  thy  shady  cell,  where  none  may  spy  him, 
Sits  Sin,  to  seize  the  souls  that  wander  by  him. 

Thou  mak'st  the  vestal  violate  her  oath ; 

Thou  blow'st  the  f)re  when  temperance  is  thawM ; 

Thou  smother'st  honesty,  thou  murther'st  troth ; 

Thou  foul  abettor !  thou  notorious  bawd ! 

Thou  plantest  scandal,  and  displaces!  iaud : 
Thou  ravisher,  thou  traitor,  thou  false  thief. 
Thy  honey  turns  to  gall,  thy  joy  to  grief! 

*  Motto. 


Thy  secret  pleasure  turns  to  open  shame. 

Thy  private  feasting  to  a  pubhc  ftst; 

Thy  smoothing  titles  to  a  ragged  name ; 

Thy  sugar'd  tongue  to  bitter  wormwood  taste : 

Thy  violent  vanities  can  never  last. 
How  comes  it,  then,  vile  Opportunity 
Being  so  bad,  such  numbers  seek  for  thee  ? 

When  wilt  thou  be  the  humble  suppliant's  fHenc* 
And  brinr  him  where  his  suit  may  be  obtain'd  1 
When  wilt  thou  sort  an  hour  great  strifes  to  end  ! 
Or  tree  that  soul  which  wretchedness  hath  chain'd^ 
Give  physic  to  the  sick,  ease  to  the  pain'd? 
The  poor, lame,  blind,  halt,  creep,  cry  out  for  thee, 
But  they  ne'er  meet  with  Opportunity. 

The  patient  dies  while  the  physician  sleeps ; 

The  orphan  pines  while  the  oppre.ssor  feeds; 

Justice  is  feasting  while  the  widow  weeps ; 

Advice  is  sporting  while  infection  breeds; 

Thou  grant'st  no  time  for  charitable  deeds : 
Wratli,  envy,  treason,  rape,  and  murder's  rages, 
Thy  heinous  hours  wait  on  them  as  their  pages. 

When  truth  and  virtue  have  to  do  with  thee, 
A  thousand  crosses  keep  them  trom  thy  aid ; 
They  buy  thy  help;  but  Sin  ne'er  gives  a  fee. 
He  gratis  comes ;  and  thou  art  well  appay'd 
As  well  to  hear  as  grant  what  he  hath  said. 
My  Collatine  would  else  have  come  to  me 
When  Tarquin  did,  but  he  was  stay'd  by  thee. 

Guilty  thou  art  of  murder  and  of  theft; 

Guilty  of  perjury  and  subornation ; 

Guilty  of  treason,  forgery,  and  shift; 

Guilty  of  incest,  that  abomination: 

An  accessary  by  thine  inclination 
To  all  sins  past,  and  all  that  are  to  come. 
From  the  creation  to  the  general  doom. 

Misshapen  Time,  copesmate  of  ugly  night. 
Swift  subtle  post,  carrier  of  grisly  care ; 
Eater  of  youth,  false  slave  to  ftlse  delight. 
Base  watch  of  woes,sin's  pack-horse,  virtue's  snare 
Thou  nursest  all,  and  murtherest  all  that  are. 

0  hear  me  then,  injurious,  shifting  Time ! 
Be  guilty  of  my  death,  since  of  my  crime 

Why  hath  thy  servant.  Opportunity, 
Betray'd  the  hours  thou  gav'st  me  to  repose  1 
Cancell'd  my  fortunes,  and  enchained  me 
To  endless  date  of  never-ending  woest 
Time's  office  is  to  flne^  the  hate  of  foes ; 
To  eat  up  errors  by  opinion  bred. 
Not  spend  the  dowry  of  a  lawfUl  bed. 

Time's  glory  is  to  calm  contending  kings, 
To  unmask  falsehood,  and  bring  truth  to  light. 
To  stamp  the  seal  of  time  in  aged  things. 
To  wake  the  mom,  and  sentinel  the  night. 
To  wrong  the  wronger  till  he  render  right ; 
To  ruinate  proud  Duildings  with  thy  hours. 
And  smear  with   dust  their  glittering  golden 
towers: 

To  fill  with  worm-holes  stately  monuments, 
To  feed  oblivion  with  decay  of  things. 
To  blot  old  books,  and  alter  their  contents. 
To  pluck  the  quills  from  ancient  ravens*  wings. 
To  dry  the  olcf  oak's  sap,  and  cherish  springs  ;* 
To  spoil  antiquities  of  hammer'd  steel, 
And  turn  the  giddy  round  of  Fortune's  wheel. 

To  show  the  beldame  daughters  of  her  daughter, 
To  make  the  child  a  man,  the  man  a  child. 
To  slay  the  tiger  that  doth  live  by  slaughter, 
To  tffme  the  unicorn  and  lion  wild  ; 
To  mock  the  subtle,  in  themselves  beguil'd ; 
To  cheer  the  ploughman  with  increaseful  cropc», 
And  waste  huge  stones  with  little  water-drops. 

Why  work'st  thou  mischief  in  thy  pilgrimage. 
Unless  thou  could'st  return  to  make  amends ! 
One  poor  retiring  minute  in  an  age 
Would  purchase  thee  a  thousand  thousand  friends, 
Lending  him  wit,  that  to  bad  debtors  lends : 
O,  this  dread  night,  would'st  thou  one  hour  come 
back, 

1  could  prevent  this  storm,  and  shun  this  wracks 

Thou  ceaseless  lackey  to  eternity. 

With  some  mischance  cross  Tarquin  in  his  flightx 


•  To  bring  an  sod. 
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ComOf  Philomel,  that  nnK'st  of  ravishment. 
Make  thy  sad  grove  in  my  diaheveird  hair. 
As  the  danic  earth  weeps  at  thy  languiehment, 
80  I  at  each  sad  stram  will  strain  a  tear. 
And  with  deep  groans  the  diapason  bear : 

For  burthen-wise  Til  hum  on  Tarquin  still. 

While  thou  on  Tereus  descant'st  better  skilL 

And  whiles  against  a  thorn  thou  bcar'st  thy  part. 
To  keep  thy  sharp  woes  waking,  wretched  I 
To  imitate  thee  well,  against  my  heart 
Will  fix  a  sharp  knife,  to  affright  mine  eye; 
Who,  if  it  wink,  shall  thereon  fall  and  die. 
These  means,  as  fretB  upon  an  instrument. 
Shall  tune  our  heart-strings  to  true  languish- 
ment. 

And  for,  poor  bird,  thou  sing'st  not  in  the  day, 
As  shammg  any  eye  should  thee  behold. 
Some  dark  deep  desert,  seated  ft-om  the  way. 
That  knows  nor  parching  heat  nor  freezing  cold, 
We  will  find  out;  and  there  we  will  unfold 
To  creatures  stern  sad  tunes,  to  change  their 

kinds: 
Since  men  prove  beasts  let  beasts  bear  gentle 
minds.'* 

As  the  poor  ft-ighted  deer,  that  stands  at  gaze, 
Widly  determining  which  way  to  fly. 
Or  one  encompass  d  "vith  a  windine  maze, 
That  cannot  tread  the  way  out  reaaily ; 
So  with  herself  is  she  in  mutiny. 
To  live  or  die  which  of  the  twain  were  better. 
When  life   is  shamed,  and  death  Reproach's 
debtor. 

**To  kill  myself,*' quoth  she,  '^  alack!  what  were  it, 
But  with  my  body  my  poor  soul's  pollution  ? 
They  that  lose  half,  with  greater  patience  bear  it 
Than  thev  whoso  whole  is  swallow'd  in  conAision. 
That  mother  tries  a  merciless  conclusion 

Who,  having  two  sweet  babes,  when  death  takes 
one. 

Will  slay  the  other,  and  be  nurse  to  none. 

Mv  bodv  or  my  soul,  which  was  the  dearer  1 
When  tne  one  pure,  the  other  made  divine. 
Whose  love  of  either  to  myself  was  nearer? 
When  both  were  kept  for  heaven  and  Collatine. 
Ah  rac  !  the  bark  peel'd  Arom  the  lofty  pine, 

His  leaves  will  wither,  and  his  sap  decay ; 

So  must  my  soul,  her  bark  being  peel'd  away. 

Her  house  is  saek'd.  her  quiet  interrupted, 

Her  mansion  batter'd  by  the  enemy; 

Her  sacred  temple  spotted,  spoil'd,  corrupted, 

Grossly  engirt  with  daring  inftmy : 

Then  let  it  not  be  call'd  impiety 
If  in  this  blemish 'd  fort  I  make  some  hole. 
Through  which  I  may  convey  this  troubled  soul. 

Yet  die  I  will  not  till  my  Collatine 
Have  heard  the  cause  or  my  untimely  death  ; 
That  he  may  vow.  in  that  sad  hour  of  mine. 
Revenue  on  him  that  made  me  stop  my  breath. 
My  stamed  blood  to  Tarquin  I'll  bequeath. 
Which  by  him  tainted,  shall  for  him  be  spent. 
And  as  his  due,  writ  in  my  testament 

My  honor  I'll  bequeath  unto  the  knife 
That  wounds  my  body  so  dishonored. 
'Tis  honor  to  deprive  dishonor'd  life ; 
The  one  will  live,  the  other  being  dead: 
80  of  shame's  ashes  shall  my  fame  be  bred; 
For  in  my  death  I  murther  shameful  scorn : 
My  shame  so  dead,  mine  honor  is  new-bom. 

Dear  lord  of  that  dear  jewel  I  have  lost, 
What  legacy  shall  I  bequeath  to  thee! 
My  resolution,  Love,  shall  be  thy  boast. 
By  whose  example  thou  reveug  a  mayst  be. 
Uow  Tarquin  must  be  used,  read  it  in  me : 
Myself,  thy  friend,  will  kill  myself,  thy  foe. 
And,  for  my  sake,  serve  thou  lalse  Tarquin  so. 

This  brief  abridgment  of  my  will  I  make: 

My  soul  and  body  to  the  skies  and  ground  ; 

My  resolution,  husband,  do  thou  take ; 

Mine  honor  be  the  knife's  that  makes  my  wound; 

My  shame  be  his  that  did  ray  fkme  confound; 
^ind  all  my  lame  that  lives  disbursed  be 
To  those  that  live,  and  think  no  shame  of  me. 


Thou,  Collatine,  shalt  oversee  this  will ; 

How  was  I  overseen  that  thou  shalt  see  it ! 

My  blood  shall  wash  the  slander  of  mine  ill ; 

My  life's  foul  deed,  my  life's  Ihir  end  shall  firee  iL 

Faint  not,  fkint  heart,  out  stoutly  say,  *  so  be  it' 
Yield  to  my  hand:  my  hand  shall  conquer  thee 
Thou  dead,  both  die,  and  both  shall  victors  be.' 

This  plot  of  death  when  sadly  she  had  laid. 
And  wiped  the  brinish  pearl  Irom  her  bright  eyes. 
With  untun'd  tongue  she  hoarsely  call'd  her  maid. 
Whose  swift  obedience  to  her  mistress  hies ; 
For  fleet-wing'd  duty  with  thought's  feathers  flies. 
Poor  Lucrece'  cheeks  unto  her  maid  seem  so 
As  winter  meads  when  sun  doth  melt  their  snow. 

Her  mistress  she  doth  give  demure  good-morrow. 
With  soft-slow  tongue,  true  mark  of  modesty, 
And  sorts  a  sad  look  to  her  lady*s  sorrow, 
(For  why  1  her  fece  wore  sorrow's  livery,) 
But  durst  not  ask  of  her  audaciously 
Why  her  two  suns  were  cloud-ecupsed  so. 
Nor  why  her  flur  cheeks  over-wash *d  with  woe. 

But  as  the  earth  doth  weep,  the  sun  being  set. 
Each  flower  moisten'd  like  a  melting  eye; 
Even  so  the  maid  with  swelling  drops  gan  wet 
Her  circled  eync,  enforced  by  sympathy 
Of  those  fair  sung,  set  in  her  mistress*  sky. 
Who  in  a  salt-wav*d  ocean  quench  their  light 
Which  makes  the  maid  weep  like  the  dew>'  night 

A  pretty  while  these  pretty  creatures  stand. 
Like  ivory  conduits  coral  cisterns  filling : 
One  justly  weeps;  the  other  takes  in  hand 
No  cause,  but  company,  of  her  drops  spilling 
Their  gentle  sex  to  weep  are  often  willing ; 
Grieving  themselves  to  (ruess  at  others'  smarts. 
And  then  they  drown  their  eyes,  or  break  their 
hearts. 

For  men  have  marble,  women  waxen  minds. 
And  therefore  are  tliey  form'd  as  marble  will : 
The  weak  oppressed,  the  impression  of  strange 

kinds 
Is  formed  in  them  by  force,  by  fraud,  or  skill: 
Then  call  them  not  the  authors  of  their  ill. 
No  more  than  wax  shall  be  accounted  evil. 
Wherein  is  stamp'd  the  semblance  of  a  deviL 

Their  smoothness,  like  a  goodly  champaign  plain. 
Lays  open  all  the  little  worms  that  creep : 
In  men,  as  in  a  rough-grown  grove,  remain 
Cave-keeping  evils  that  obscurely  sleep : 
Through  crystal  walls  each  little  mote  will  peep : 

Though  men  can  cover  crimes  with  bold  stem 
looks. 

Poor  women's  fiu;es  are  their  own  fiiults'  books. 

No  man  inveigh  against  the  wither'd  flower. 
But  chide  rough  winter  that  the  flower  hath  kill'd ! 
Not  that  devour'd,  but  that  which  doth  devour 
Is  worthy  blame.    O,  let  it  not  be  hild^ 
Poor  women's  laults  that  they  are  so  fulfill'd< 
With  men's  abuses!  those  proud  lords,  to  blame, 
Make  weak-made  women  tenants  to  their  shame. 

The  precedent  whereof  in  Lucrece  view, 
AssailM  by  night  with  circumstances  strong 
Of  present  death,  and  shame  that  might  ensue 
By  that  her  death,  to  do  her  husband  wrong : 
Such  danger  to  resistance  did  belong. 

That  dying  fear  through  all  her  body  spread ; 

And  who  cannot  abuse  a  body  dead? 

By  this,  mild  patience  bid  fiiir  Lucrece  speak 
To  the  poor  counterfoil  of  her  complaining ; 
**  My  girl,"  quoth  she,  **  on  what  occasion  break 
Those  tears  firom  thee,  that  down  thy  cheeks  ar« 

raining? 
If  thou  dost  weep  for  grief  of  my  sustaining. 
Know,  gentle  wench,  it  small  avails  my  mood : 
If  tears  could  help,  mine  own  would  do  me  good. 

But  tell  me,  girl,  when  went"— (and  there  sha 

stayed 
Till  after  a  deep  groan)  **  Tarquin  trom  hence  ?'* 
'*  Madam,  ere  I  was  upikreplted  the  maid, 
''The  more  to  blame  m^sluggard  negligence: 
Yet  with  the  fiiult  I  thus  fiir  can  dispense; 
M3rself  was  stirring  ere  the  break  of  day. 
And,  ere  I  rose,  was  Tarquin  gone  away. 

•  Held.  •  Comptetslj  filled. 
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Whose  waves  to  imitate  the  battle  sought 
With  sweilin^  ridges;  and  their  rani<8  oegan 
To  break  upon  the  galled  shore,  and  than^ 
Retire  a^ain,  till  meeting  greater  ranks 
They  joiti«  and  shoot  their  tbam  at  Simois'  barks. 

To  this  well-painted  piece  is  Lucrece  come, 
To  11  nd  a  lace  where  all  distress  is  stefd. 
Many  she  sees  where  cares  have  carved  some, 
But  none  where  all  distress  and  dolor  dwellM, 
rill  she  despairing  Hecuba  beheld 
Staring  on  Priam's  wounds  with  her  old  eyes, 
Which  bleeding  under  Pyrrhus'  proud  foot  lies. 

In  her  the  painter  had  anatomiz'd 
Time's  ruin,  beauty's  wrack,  and  grim  care's  reign; 
Uer  cheeks  with  chapsand  wrinkles  were  disguised; 
Of  what  she  was  no  semblance  did  remain : 
Uer  blue  blood,  changed  to  black  in  every  vein. 

Wanting  the  ^ring  that  those  shrunk  pipes  had 
led, 

Show'd  life  imprisoned  in  a  body  dead. 

On  tills  sad  shadow  Lucrece  spends  her  eyes, 
And  shapes  her  sorrow  to  the  oeldamc's  woes, 
Who  nothing  wants  to  answer  her  but  cries, 
The  bitter  words  to  ban  her  cruel  loes: 
The  painter  was  no  god  to  lend  her  those; 
And  therefore  Lucrece  swears  he  did  her  wrong, 
To  give  her  so  much  %nef,  and  not  a  tongue. 

"Poor  instrument,^'  quoth  she,  "without  a  sound, 
I'll  tunc  thy  woes  with  my  lamenting  tongue: 
And  drop  sweet  balm  in  Priam's  painted  wound. 
And  rail  on  Pyirhus  that  hath  done  him  wrong, 
And  with  ray  tears  quench  Troy  that  burns  so  long; 
And  with  my  knife  scratch  out  the  angry  eyes 
Of  all  the  Greeks  that  are  thine  enemies. 

Shew  me  the  strumpet  that  began  this  stir. 
That  with  my  nails  her  beauty  I  may  tear. 
Thy  heat  of  lust,  fond  Paris,  did  incur 
This  load  of  wrath  that  burning  Troy  doth  bear; 
Thy  eye  kindled  the  tire  that  burneth  here : 
And  here  in  Troy,  for  trespass  of  thine  eye. 
The  sire,  the  son,  the  dame,  and  daughter,  die. 

Why  should  the  private  pleasure  of  some  one 
Become  the  public  plague  of  many  mol' 
Let  sin,  alone  committed,  light  alone 
Upon  his  head  that  hath  transgressed  so. 
Let  guiltless  souls  be  freed  from  guilty  woe : 

For  one's  oHence  why  should  so  many  fall, 

To  plague  a  private  sin  in  general  1 

Lo,  here  weeps  Hecuba,  here  Priam  dies. 
Here  manly  Hector  faints,  here  Troilus  swounds; 
Here  friend  by  friend  in  bloody  channel  lies. 
And  friend  to  IViend  gives  unadvised  wounds, 
And  one  man's  lust  these  many  lives  confounds: 
Had  doting  Priam  check'd  his  son's  desire, 
Troy  had  been  bright  with  lame,  and  not  with 
tire." 

Here  feelingly  she  weeps  Troy's  painted  woes: 
For  sorrow,  like  a  heavy  hanging  bell. 
Once  set  on  ringing,  with  his  own  weight  goes; 
Then  little  strength  rings  out  the  doletul  uiell: 
So  Lucrece  set  a-work  sad  tales  doth  tell 
To  pencill'd  pensiveness  and  color'd  sorrow: 
She  lends  them  words,  and  she  their  looks  doth 
borrow. 

She  throws  her  eyes  about  the  painting,  round. 
And  whom  she  finds  forlorn  she  doth  lament: 
At  last  she  sees  a  wretched  image  bound. 
That  piteous  looks  to  Phrygian  shepherds  lent; 
His  face,  though  full  of  cares,  yet  show'd  content: 
Onward  to  Troy  with  the  blunt  swains  he  goes. 
So  mild  tliat  Patience  seem'd  to  scorn  his  woes. 

In  him  the  painter  labor'd  wiih  his  skill 
To  hide  deceity  and  give  the  harmless  show 
An  humble  gait,  calm  looks,  eyes  wailing  still 
A  brow  unbent,  that  seem'd  to  welcome  woe; 
Cheeks  neither  red  nor  pale,  but  mingled  so 
That  blushing  red  no  guilty  instance  gave, 
Kor  asliy  pale  the  fear  that  false  hearts  have. 

auu  like  a  constant  and  confirmed  devil, 
He  entertain'd  a  show  so  seeming  just, 
\nd  therein  so  ensconced  his  secret  evil, 
That  jealousy  itself  could  not  mistrust 

•  Then.  >  Mora. 
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False-creeping  craft  and  perjury  should  thrust 
Into  so  bright  a  day  such  black-faced  storms, 
Or  blot  with  hell-bom  sin  such  saint-like  form& 

The  well-skill'd  workman  this  mild  image  drew 
For  perjur'd  Sinon,  whose  enchanting  story 
The  credulous  old  Priam  after  slew; 
Whose  words,  like  wildfire,  burnt  the  shining  glory 
Of  rich-built  Ilion,  that  the  skies  were  sorry. 
And  little  stars  shot  from  their  fixed  {)laces, 
When  their  glass  fell  wherein  they  vrew'd  th^i 
faces. 

This  picture  she  advisedly  perus'd. 
And  chid  the  painter  for  his  wondrous  skill; 
Saying,  some  shape  in  Sinon's  was  abus'd, 
So  lair  a  form  lodg'd  not  a  mind  so  ill ; 
And  still  on  him  she  ^az'd,  and  gazing  still. 
Such  signs  of  truth  in  his  plain  liice  she  spiedi 
That  she  concludes  the  picture  was  belied. 

"It  cannot  be,"  quoth  she,  "that  so  much  guile"-^ 
(She  would  have  said)  "can  lurk  in  such  a  look;" 
But  Tarquin's  shape  came  in  her  mind  the  while. 
And  from  her  tongue  "can  lurk"  firom  "cannot" 

took; 
"It  cannot  be"  she  in  that  sense  forsook. 

And  tum'd  it  thus :  "  It  cannot  be,  I  find. 

But  such  a  iace  should  bear  a  wicked  mind : 

For  even  as  subtle  Sinon  here  is  painted. 
So  sober-sad,  so  weary,  and  so  mild, 
(As  if  with  grief  or  travail  he  had  fainted,] 
To  me  came  Tarquin  armed ;  so  beguil'd 
With  outward  honesty,  but  yet  dcfil'd 
With  inward  vice :  as  Priam  him  did  cherish, 
So  did  I  Tarquin ;  so  my  Troy  did  perish. 

Look,  look,  how  listening  Priam  wets  his  eyes. 
To  see  those  borrow'd  tears  that  Sinon  sheds. 
Priam,  why  art  thou  old,  and  yet  not  wise  ? 
For  every  tear  he  falls  a  Trojan  bleeds ; 
His  eye  drops  fire,  no  water  thence  proceeds : 

Those  round  clearpearls  of  his  that  move  thy  pity . 

Are  balls  of  quenchless  fire  to  burn  thy  city 

Such  devils  steal  effects  firom  lightless  hell; 
For  Sinon  in  his  fire  doth  quake  with  cold, 
And  in  tliat  cold  hot-burning  fire  doth  dwell; 
These  contraries  such  unity  do  hold 
Only  to  flatter  fools,  and  make  them  bold : 
So  Priam's  trust  mlse  Sinon*s  tears  doth  flatter, 
That  he  finds  means  to  burn  his  Troy  with  water.' 

Here,  all  enrag'd,  such  passion  her  assails, 
That  patience  is  quite  beaten  from  her  breast. 
She  tears  the  senseless  Sinon  with  her  nails, 
Comparing  him  to  that  unhappy  guest. 
Whose  deed  hath  made  herself  herself  detest; 

At  last  she  smilingly  with  this  gives  o'er; 

"  Fool !  fool !"  quoth  she,  "  his  wounds  will  no* 
beaore." 

Thus  ebbs  and  flows  the  current  of  her  sorrow. 
And  time  doth  weary  time  with  her  complaining. 
She  looks  for  ni^ht,  and  then  she  longs  for  morrow 
And  both  she  thinks  too  long  with  her  remaining  * 
Short  time  seems  long  in  sorrow's  sharp  sustaining. 

Though  woe  be  heavy  yet  it  seldom  sleeps ; 

And  they  that  watch  see  time  how  slow  it  creeps 

Which  all  this  time  hath  overslipp'd  her  thought, 
That  she  with  painted  images  hath  spent ; 
Being  from  the  feeling  of  her  own  grief  brought 
By  deep  surmise  of  others'  detriment; 
Losing  her  woes  in  shows  of  discontent, 
It  easeth  some,  though  none  it  ever  cured. 
To  think  their  dolor  others  have  endur'd. 

But  now  the  mindftil  messenger,  come  back. 
Brings  home  his  lord  and  other  company : 
Who  finds  his  Lucrece  clad  in  mourning  black; 
And  round  about  her  tear-distained  eye. 
Blue  circles  stream'd,  like  rainbows  in  the  iky. 
These  water-galls  in  her  dim  element 
Foretell  new  storms  to  those  already  si>ent. 

Which  when  her  sad-beholding  husband  saw, 

Amazedly  in  her  sad  ikce  he  stares : 

Her  eyes,  though  sod  in  tears,  look'd  red  and  raw. 

Her  lively  color  kill'd  with  deadly  cares. 

He  hath  no  power  to  aak  her  how  she  fares. 
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**  Daiighler,  dear  da  jghter/'  old  Lucretius  cries, 
**■  That  life  was  mini)  which  thou  hast  here  deprivM. 
If  in  the  child  the  father's  image  lies, 
Where  shall  I  live  now  Lucrece  is  unliv'd  ? 
Thou  wa-it  not  to  this  end  from  me  denVd. 
If  children  predecease  progenitors, 
We  are  tlieir  ot&pring,  and  they  none  of  ours. 

Poor  broken  glass,  I  often  did  behold 
In  thy  sweet  semblance  my  old  age  new  born ; 
But  now  that  lair  fresh  mirror,  dim  and  old, 
Shows  me  a  barebon'd  death  by  time  outworn; 
O,  from  thy  cheeks  my  image  thou  hast  torn ! 
And  shiverM  all  the  beauty  of  my  glass, 
That  1  no  more  can  see  what  once  I  was. 

0  time,  cease  thou  thy  course,  and  last  no  longer, 
If  they  surcease  to  be  that  should  survive. 

Shall  rotten  death  make  conquest  of  the  stronger, 
And  leave  the  tsdtering  feeble  souls  alive  ? 
The  old  bees  die,  the  young  possess  their  hive : 
Then  live  sweet  Lucrece.  live  again,  and  see 
Thy  lather  die,  and  not  thy  &ther  thee !" 

By  this  starts  Collatine  as  (torn  a  dream. 
And  bids  Lucretius  give  his  sorrow  place ; 
And  then  in  koy-cold  Lucrece'  bleocling  stream 
He  tails,  and  bathes  the  pale  fear  in  his  fiice, 
And  counterfeits  to  die  with  her  a  space ; 
Till  manly  shame  bids  him  possess  his  breath, 
And  live,  to  be  revenged  on  ner  death. 

The  deep  vexation  of  his  inward  soul 
Hath  served  a  dumb  arrest  upon  his  tongue; 
Who,  mad  that  sorrow  should  his  use  control, 
Or  keep  him  from  heart-easing  words  so  long. 
Begins  to  talk;  but  through  his  lips  do  throng 

Weak  words,  so  thick  come,  in  his  poor  heart's 
aid, 

That  no  man  could  distinguish  what  be  said. 

Yet  sometimes  Tarquin  was  pronounced  plain, 
But  through  his  teeth,  as  if  the  name  he  tore. 
This  windy  tempest,  till  it  blew  up  rain. 
Held  back  hi»  sorrow's  tide^  to  malce  it  more : 
At  laRt  it  rains,  and  busy  winds  give  o'er : 
The  son  and  father  weep  with  equal  strife. 
Who  should  weep  most  for  daugnter  or  forwil^. 

The  one  doth  call  her  his,  the  other  his. 
Yet  neither  may  possess  the  claim  they  lay. 
The  lather  says,  ♦♦  she's  mine :"  "  O  mme  she  is," 
Rephes  her  husband  :  **  Do  not  take  away 
My  sorrow's  interest ;  let  no  mourner  say 
He  weeps  for  her,  for  she  was  only  mine, 
And  only  must  be  wail'd  by  CoUatine." 

**  O,"  quoth  Lucretius.  "  I  did  give  that  life 
Which  she  too  early  and  too  late  hath  spill'd." 
•*  Woe,  woe,"  quoth  Collatine, "  she  was  my  wi 

1  ow\[  her,  and  'tis  mine  that  she  hath  kill*d." 
*'My  daughter"  and  **my  wife"  with  clamors  fill'd 
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The  dispers'd  air,  who,  holding  Lucrece'  U% 
AnswerM  their  cries,  **my  daughter"  and  "my 
wife." 

Brutus,  who  pluck'd  the  knife  firom  Lucrece'  side, 
Seeing  such  emulation  in  their  woe. 
Began  to  clothe  his  wit  in  state  and  pride. 
Burying  in  Lucrece'  wound  his  folly's  show 
He  with  the  Romans  was  esteem'd  so 
As  silly  jeering  idiots  are  with  kings. 
For  sportive  words,  and  uttering  foolish  things. 

But  now  he  throws  that  shallow  habit  by, 

Wherein  deep  policy  did  him  disguise; 

And  arm'd  his  long-hid  wits  advisedly. 

To  check  the  tears  in  Collatinus'  eyes. 

"Thou  wronged  lord  of  Rome,"  quoth  he,  "aris« 

Let  my  unsounded  sel^  supposM  a  fool. 

Now  set  thy  long  experienced  wit  to  schooL 

Why,  Collatine,  is  woe  the  cure  for  woe  1 

Do  wounds  help  wounds,  or  grief  help  giievoiM 
deeds! 

Is  it  revenge  to  give  thyself  a  blow. 

For  his  foul  act  by  whom  thy  Ikir  wife  bleeds  i    . 

Such  childish  humor  from  weak  minds  proceeds . 
Thy  wretched  wife  mistook  the  matter  so. 
To  slay  herself,  that  should  have  slain  her  foe. 

Courageous  Roman,  do  not  steep  thy  heart 
In  sucn  relenting  dew  of  lamentations. 
But  kneel  with  me,  and  help  to  bear  thy  part. 
To  rouse  our  Roman  gods  with  invocations. 
That  they  will  suffer  these  abominations, 
(Since  Rome  herself  in  them  doth  stand  d]8> 

graced,) 
By  our  strong  arms  flrom  forth  her  foir  streets 
chased. 

Now,  by  the  Capitol  that  we  adore. 
And  by  this  chaste  blood  so  unjustly  stain'd. 
By  heaven's  &ir  sun  that  breeds  the  tat  earth's  store, 
By  all  our  country  rights  in  Rome  maintain'd, 
And  by  chaste  Lucrece'  soul  that  late  complain'd 
Her  wrongs  to  us,  and  by  this  bloody  knife, 
We  will  revenge  the  death  of  this  true  wife." 

This  said,  he  struck  his  hand  upon  his  breast. 

And  kiss'd  the  fatal  knife  to  end  his  vow; 

And  to  his  protestation  ur^ed  the  rest. 

Who,  wondering  at  him,  did  his  words  allow; 

Then  jointly  to  the  ground  their  knees  they  bow, 
And  that  deep  vow  which  Brutus  made  before. 
He  doth  again  repeat,  and  that  they  swore. 

When  they  had  sworn  to  this  advised  doom. 
They  did  conclude  to  bear  dead  Lucrece  thence, 
To  show  her  bleeding  body  thorough  Rome, 
And  so  to  publish  Tarquin's  foul  onence: 
Which  being  done  with  speedy  diligence. 
The  Romans  plausibly^ did  give  consent 
To  Tarquin's  everlasting  banishment. 

•  With  expressions  of  applause. 


SONNETS. 


1. 

From  foirest  creatures  we  desire  increase. 
That  thereby  beauty's  rose  might  never  die, 
But  as  the  riper  should  by  time  decease. 
His  lender  heir  might  bear  his  memory; 
But  thou,  ctmtracted  to  thine  own  bright  eyes, 
Feed'st  thy  light's  flame  with  self-substantial  Aiel, 
Making  a  (amine  where  abundance  lies. 
Thyself  thy  foe,  to  thy  sweet  self  too  cruel, 
rhou  that  art  now  the  world's  fVesh  ornament, 
And  only  herald  to  the  gaudy  spring, 
Within  thine  own  bud  buriest  thy  content. 
And,  tender  churl,  mak'st  waste  in  niggarding. 


Pity  the  world,  or  else  this  glutton  be. 

To  eat  the  world's  due,  by  the  grave  and  thee. 

U. 

When  forty  winters  shall  besiege  thy  brow. 
And  dig  deep  trenches  in  thy  beauty's  field. 
Thy  youth's  proud  livery,  so  gaz'd  on  now. 
Will  "be  a  tatter'd  weed,  of  small  worth  held* 
Then  being  ask'd  where  all  thv  beauty  lies. 
Where  all  the  treasure  of  thy  fusty  days ; 
To  say,  within  thine  own  deej^-sunken  eyes^ 
Were  an  all-eating  shame  and  thriftless  praise. 
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How  inur  h  more  praise  deiierv*d  thy  beauty's  use, 
If  thou  couldst  answer— ^' This  fair  child  of  mine 
Shall  sum  my  count,  and  make  my  old  excuse — ** 
Proving  his  beauty  by  succession  thine ! 
This  were  to  be  new-made  when  thou  art  old. 
And  see  thy  blood  warm  when  thou  ieerst  it  cold. 

III. 

Look  in  thy  ^lass.  and  tell  the  face  thou  viewest, 
Now  is  the  time  tnat  face  should  form  another; 
Whose  fresh  repair  if  now  tliou  not  renewcst. 
Thou  dost  beguile  the  world,  unbless  some  mother. 
For  where  is  she  so  fair  whose  unear'd  womb 
Disdains  the  tillage  of  thy  husbandry! 
Or  who  is  he  so  loud  will  be  the  tomb 
Of  his  self-love,  to  stop  posterity! 
Thou  art  thy  mother's  glass,  and  she  in  thee 
Calls  back  the  lovely  April  of  her  prime: 
80  thou  through  windows  of  thine  age  shalt  see, 
Despite  of  wrinkles,  this  thy  golden  time. 
But  if  thou  live,  remembered  not  to  be. 
Die  single,  and  thine  image  dies  with  thee. 

IV. 

Unthrifty  loveliness,  why  dost  thou  spend 
Ui)on  thyself  thy  beauty  s  legacy! 
Nature's  bequest  gives  nothing,  but  doth  lend. 
And  being  frank  slie  lends  to  those  are  free. 
Then,  beauteous  niggard,  why  dost  thou  abuM 
The  bounteous  largess  given  thee  to  give  t 
Protitless  usurer,  why  dost  thou  use 
So  great  a  sum  of  sums,  yet  canst  not  live! 
For  having  trafhc  witli  thyself  alone. 
Thou  of  thyself  thy  sweet  self  dost  deceive. 
Then  how,  when  nature  calls  thee  to  be  gone, 
Wiiat  acceptable  audit  canst  thou  leave ! 
The  unus'd  beauty  must  be  tomb'd  with  thee. 
Which,  used,  lives  thy  executor  to  be. 

V. 

Those  hours  that  with  gentle  work  did  frame 
The  lovely  gaze  where  every  eye  doth  dwell. 
Will  play  the  tyrants  to  the  very  same, 
And  that  unfair  which  fairly  doth  excel ; 
For  never-resting  time  leads  summer  on 
To  hideous  winter,  and  confounds  him  there ; 
Sap  check'd  with  trout,  and  lusty  leaves  quite  gone. 
Beauty  o'ersnowM,  and  bareness  everywhere: 
Then,  were  not  summer's  distillation  left, 
A  liquid  prisoner  pent  in  walls  of  glass. 
Beauty's  effect  with  beauty  were  bereft. 
Nor  it,  nor  no  remembrance  what  it  was. 

But  flowers  distill'd,  tliough  they  with  winter 
meet, 

Leese>  but  their  show;  their  substance  still  lives 
sweet. 

VI. 

Then  let  not  winter's  ragged  hand  dcAice 
In  thee  thy  summer,  ere  thou  be  distill'd: 
Make  sweet  some  phial ;  treasure  thou  some  place 
With  beauty's  treasure,  ere  it  be  self-kill'd. 
That  use  is  not  forbidden  usury, 
Which  happies  those  that  pay  the  willing  loan ; 
That's  for  thyself  to  breed  another  thee. 
Or  ten  times  happier,  be  it  ten  for  one ; 
Ten  timfs  thyself  were  happier  than  thou  art, 
If  ten  of  thine  ten  times  refigur'd  tliee: 
Then  what  could  death  do  if  thou  shouldst  de- 
part. 
Leaving  tliee  living  in  posterity  1 
Be  not  self-wili'd,  for  thou  art  much  too  &ir 
To  be  Death  s  conquest,  and  make  worms  thine 
heir. 

VIL 

Co,  in  the  orient  when  the  gracious  light 
Lifts  up  his  burning  head,  each  under  eye 
Doth  homage  to  his  new-appearing  sight. 
Serving  with  looks  his  sacred  majesty ; 
And  having  climb'd  the  steep-up  heavenly  hill, 
Resembling  strong  youth  in  his  middle  age. 
Vet  mortal  looks  adore  his  beauty  still, 
Atteuding  on  his  golden  pilgrimage ; 

*  Low. 


But  when  from  high-most  pitch,  with  weary  ctr, 
Like  feeble  age,  he  reeleth  fh)m  the  day. 
The  eyes,  'fore  duteous,  now  converted  are 
From  his  low  tract,  and  look  another  way : 
So  thou, -thyself  outgoing  in  thy  noon, 
Unlook'd  on  diest,  unless  thou  get  a  son. 

VIIL 

Music  to  hear,  why  hcar'st  thou  music  sadly! 
Sweets  with  sweets  war  not,  ioy  delights  in^oy. 
Why  lov'st  thou  that  whicn  thou  receivst  not 

gladly ! 
Or  else  receiv*st  with  pleasure  thine  annoy ! 
If  the  true  concord  of  well-tuned  sounds. 
By  unions  married,  do  oflend  thine  ear. 
They  do  but  sweetly  chide  thee,  who  conlbands 
In  singleness  the  parts  that  thou  shouldst  bear. 
Mark  how  one  string,  sweet  husband  to  another, 
Strikes  each  in  each  by  mutual  ordering; 
Resembling  sire  and  child  and  happy  mother, 
Who  all  in  one,  one  pleasing  note  do  sing: 
Whose  speechless  song,  being  many,  seemmg 

one, 
Sings  this  to  thee,  "thou  single  wilt  prove  none. 

IX. 

Is  it  for  fear  to  wet  a  widow's  eye 
That  thou  consum'st  thyself  in  single  life! 
Ah!  if  thou  issueless  shalt  hap  to  die. 
The  world  will  wail  thee,  like  a  mateless  wife; 
The  world  will  be  thy  widow,  and  still  weep 
That  thou  no  form  of  thee  hast  left  behind. 
When  every  private  widow  well  may  keep. 
By  children's  eyes,  her  husband's  shape  in  mind. 
Look,  what  an  unthrifl  in  the  world  dotb  spend 
Shifts  but  his  place,  for  still  the  world  ei\)o>'s  it; 
But  beauty's  waste  hath  in  the  world  an  ena. 
And  kept  unus'd,  the  user  so  destroys  it 
No  love  toward  others  in  that  bosom  sits. 
That  on  himself  such  murderous  shame  commits 

X. 

For  shame !  deny  that  thou  bear'st  love  to  any, 
Who  for  thyself  art  so  un provident 
Grant  if  thou  wilt  thou  art  belov'd  of  many, 
But  that  thou  none  lov'st  is  most  evident; 
For  thou  art  so  possess'd  with  murderous  hatr, 
That  'gainst  thyself  thou  stick'st  not  to  conspire, 
Seeking  that  beauteous  roof  to  ruinate. 
Which  to  repair  should  be  thy  chief  desire. 
O  change  thy  thought,  that  I  may  change  my  mind! 
Shall  hate  be  fiiirer  lodg'd  than  gentle  love  f 
Be,  as  thy  presence  is,  gracious  and  kind, 
Or  to  thyself,  at  least,  kind-hearted  prove; 
Make  thee  another  selfl  for  love  of  me, 
That  beauty  still  may  live  in  thine  or  thee. 

XL 

As  fast  as  thou  shalt  wane,  so  fhst  thou  |rrotr'«t 
In  one  of  thine,  ttom  that  which  thou  departesit: 
And  that  fresh  blood  which  youngly  thou  bestow  $t, 
Thou  mayst  call  thine,  when  thou  from  youUi  coo* 

vertest 
Herein  lives  wisdom,  beauty,  and  increase; 
Without  this,  folly,  age,  and  cold  decay: 
If  ail  were  minded  so  the  times  shoulu  ceape. 
And  threescore  years  would  make  the  world  avij 
Let  those  whom  Nature  hath  not  made  for  ftoie. 
Harsh,  featureless,  and  rude,  barrenly  perish: 
Look  whom  she  best  endow'd,  she  gave  thee  m^rr, 
Which  bounteous  gift  thou  shouldst  in  bouii'.y 
cherish ; 
She  carv'd  thee  for  her  seal,  and  meant  thereby 
Thou  shouldst  print  more,  nor  let  that  copy  die 

xn. 

When  I  do  count  the  clock  that  tells  the  time, 
And  see  the  brave  day  sunk  in  hideous  nigbt; 
When  I  behold  the  violet  peat  prime. 
And  sable  curls  all  stlver'a  o'er  with  white; 
When  lofYy  trees  I  see  barren  of  leaves. 
Which  erst  ttom  heat  did  canopy  the  herd 
And  summer's  green  all  girded  up  in  shelve* 
Borne  on  the  bier  with  while  and  bristly  oearo: 
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Then  cf  thy  beaut)  do  I  question  make, 
That  thou  among  the  wastes  of  time  must  go, 
Since  sweets  and  beauties  do  themselves  forsake, 
\nd  die  as  &st  as  they  see  others  grow ; 

And  nothing  *gaii)st  Time*s  scythe  can  make  de- 
fence, 

Save  breed,  to  brave  him  when  he  takes  thee  hence. 

XIII. 

O  that  you  were  yourself!  but,  love,  you  are 
No  longer  yours,  than  you  yourself  here  live: 
AgHinst  this  coming  end  you  should  prepare. 
And  your  sweet  semblance  to  some  other  give. 
So  should  that  beauty  which  you  hold  in  lease 
Kind  no  determination :  then  you  were 
Yourself  again,  after  yourselfs  decease, 
When  your  sweet  issue  your  sweet  form  shall  bear. 
Who  lets  so  lair  a  house  fall  to  decay. 
Which  husbandry  in  honor  might  uphold 
A»;ainst  tlie  stormy  gusts  of  winter's  dav. 
And  barren  rage  of  death's  eternal  cold  7 
() !  none  but  untiiri Its:— Dear  my  love, you  know 
You  had  a  lather;  let  your  son  say  so. 

XIV. 

Not  firom  the  stars  do  I  my  judgment  pluck, 

And  yet  methinks  I  have  astronomy, 

But  not  to  tell  of  good  or  evil  luck, 

v)f  phigues.  of  dearths,  or  season's  quality. 

Nor  can  I  rortune  to  brief  minutes  tell. 

Pointing  to  each  his  thunder,  ram,  and  wind. 

Or  say  with  princes  if  it  shall  go  well, 

By  oit  predict  that  I  in  heaven  find : 

But  from  thine  eyes  my  knowledge  I  derive, 

And  (constant  stars)  in  them  I  read  such  art, 

As  truth  and  beauty  shall  together  thrive, 

If  from  thyself  to  store  thou  wouldst  convert;  ' 

Or  else  of  thee  this  I  prognosticate, 

Thy  end  is  truth's  and  beauty  s  doom  and  date. 

xy. 

When  I  consider  every  thing  that  growg 
Holds  in  perfection  but  a  little  moment. 
That  this  huge  state  presenteth  nought  but  shows 
Whereon  the  stars  in  secret  influence  comment; 
When  I  perceive  that  men  as  plants  increase, 
Cheer'd  and  check'd  even  by  tne  self-same  sky; 
Vaunt  in  their  youthful  sap,  at  height  decrease, 
And  wear  their  brave  state  out  of  memory ; 
Then  the  conceit  of  this  inconstant  stay 
Sets  you  mo^^t  rich  in  youth  before  my  sight, 
Where  wasteful  time  debateth  with  decay^ 
To  change  your  day  of  youth  to  sullied  night; 
And,  ail  in  war  with  Time,  for  love  of  you. 
As  he  takes  from  you,  1  engraA  you  new. 

XVI. 

But  wherefore  do  not  you  a  mightier  way 
Make  war  upon  this  bloody  tyrant,  Time ! 
And  fortify  yourself  in  your  decay 
With  means  more  blessed  than  my  barren  rhyme? 
Now  stand  you  on  the  top  of  happy  hours, 
A  nd  many  maiden  gardens,  yet  unset, 
With  virtuous  wish  would  bear  you  living  flowers. 
Much  liker  than  your  painted  counterfeit: 
So  should  the  lines  of  life  that  life  repair. 
Which  this,  Time's  pencil,  or  my  pupil  jsen, 
Neither  in  inward  worth,  nor  outward  tair,^ 
fan  make  you  live  yourself  in  eyes  of  men. 
To  give  away  yourself  keeps  yourself  still  i 
And  you  must  live,  drawn  by  your  own  sweet 
skiU. 

XVII. 

Who  will  believe  my  verse  in  time  to  come. 
If  it  were  nu'd  with  your  most  high  deserts  1 
Though  yet.  Heaven  knows,  it  is  but  as  a  tomb 
Which  hides  your  life,  ana  shows  not  half  your 

parts. 
If  I  could  write  the  beauty  of  your  eyes, 
\nd  in  flresh  numbers  number  all  your  graces, 
The  age  to  come  would  say,  this  poet  lies, 
Wuch  heavenly  touches, ne  er  toucn'd  earthly  fiices. 
?o  should  my  papers,  yellow'd  with  their  age, 
Be  scom'd,  uke  old  men  of  leas  Uuth  than  tongue; 
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And  your  true  rignts  be  term*d  a  poet*8  rage. 
And  stretched  metre  of  an  antique  song: 
But  were  some  child  of  yours  alive  that  time. 
You  should  live  twice;— in  it,  and  in  my  rhym* 

xvni. 

Shall  I  compare  thee  to  a  summer's  day  ? 
Thou  art  more  lovely  and  more  temperate : 
Rough  winds  do  shake  the  darling  buds  of  May, 
And  summer's  lease  hath  all  too  short  a  date : 
Sometime  too  hot  the  eye  of  Heaven  shines. 
And  often  is  his  gold  complexion  dimm'd; 
And  every  fair  IVom^fair  sometime  declines. 
By  chance,or  nature*schangingcourse,untrimm'd; 
But  thy  eternal  summer  shall  not  fade, 
Nor  lose  possession  of  that  fair  thou  owest; 
Nor  shall  Death  brag  thou  wander'st  in  his  shaio, 
When  in  eternal  lines  to  time  thou  growest; 
So  long  as  men  can  breathe,  or  eyes  can  see. 
So  long  lives  this,  and  this  gives  life  to  thee. 

XIX. 

Devouring  Time,  blunt  thou  the  lion's  paws. 
And  make  the  earth  devour  her  own  sweet  brood . 
Pluck  the  keen  teeth  from  the  fierce  tiger's  jaws. 
And  burn  the  long-liv'd  phoenix  in  her  blood ; 
Make  glad  and  sorry  seasons,  as  thou  fleet'st. 
And  do  whate'er  thou  wilt,  swift-footed  Time, 
To  the  wide  world,  and  all  her  fading  sweets; 
But  I  forbid  thee  one  most  heinous  crime: 
O  carve  not  with  thy  hours  my  love's  lair  brow. 
Nor  draw  no  lines  there  with  thine  antique  pen; 
Him  in  thy  course  untainted  do  allow. 
For  beauty's  pattern  to  succeeding  men. 
Yet,  do  thy  worst,  old  Time:  despite  thy  wrong. 
My  love  shall  in  my  verse  ever  live  young. 

XX. 

A  woman's  face,  with  nature's  own  hand  painted. 
Hast  thou,  the  master-mistress  of  my  passion ; 
A  woman  8  gentle  heart,  but  not  acquainted 
With  shifting  change,  as  is  false  women's  fashion , 
An  eye  more  bright  tlian  theirs,  less  lalse  in 

rolling. 
Gilding  the  object  whereupon  it  gazeth ; 
A  man  in  hue,  all  hues  in  his  controlling. 
Which   steals   men's   eyes,  and  women's  souls 

amazeth. 
And  for  a  woman  wert  thou  first  created ; 
Till  nature,  as  she  wrought  thee,  fell  a-doting. 
And  by  addition  me  of  thee  defeated, 
By  adding  one  thing  to  my  purpose  nothing. 
But  since  she  prick'd  thee   out  for  women's 

£leasure, 
;  tliy  love,and  thy  love'suse  their  treasure. 

XXI. 

So  is  it  not  with  me  as  with  that  muse, 

Stirr'd  by  a  painted  beauty  to  his  verse; 

Who  heaven  itself  for  ornament  doth  use. 

And  every  fair  with  his  IJEiir  doth  rehearse ; 

Making  a  couplement  of  proud  compare. 

With  sun  and  moon,  with  earth  and  sea*8  nch 

gems. 
With  April  s  first-born  flowers,  and  all  things  "hfe 
That  heaven's  air  in  his  huge  rondure>  hems. 
O  let  me,  true  in  love,  but  truly  write. 
And  then  believe  me.  my  love  is  as  ^ir 
As  any  mother's  child,  though  not  so  bri|?ht 
As  those  gold  candles  fix'd  in  heaven's  air: 

Let  them  say  more  that  like  of  hearsay  well; 

I  will  not  praise,  that  purpose  not  to  selL 

XXII. 

My  glass  shall  not  persuade  me  I  am  old, 
So  long  as  youth  and  thou  are  of  one  date ; 
But  when  in  thee  time's  Airrows  I  behold. 
Then  look  I  death  my  days  should  expiate. 
For  all  that  beauty  that  doth  cover  thee 
Is  but  the  seemly  raiment  of  my  heart. 
Which  in  thy  breast  doth  live,  as  thine  in  me. 
How  can  I  then  be  elder  than  thou  art^ 
O  therefore,  love,  be  of  thyself  so  wary, 
As  I  not  for  myself  but  for  thee  will; 
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But  )«ince  he  died,  and  poets  better  prove. 
Theirs  for  their  s^le  I'll  read,  his  for  his  love.'' 

XXXIII. 

Full  many  a  glorious  mominfi^  have  I  seen 
Flatter  the  mountain-tops  with  sovereign  eye, 
Kissing  with  golden  lace  the  meadows  green, 
Gilding  pale  streams  with  heavenly  alchymy; 
Anon  permit  the  basest  clouds  to  ride 
With  ugly  rack  on  his  celestial  face, 
And  from  the  forlorn  world  his  visage  Hide, 
Stealing  unseen  to  west  with  this  diserace: 
£ven  so  my  sun  one  early  mom  did  snine. 
With  all  tnumphant  splendor  on  my  brow; 
But  out !  alack !  he  was  but  one  hour  mine, 
The  region  cloud  hath  mask*d  him  fh>m  me  now. 

Yet  him  for  this  my  love  no  whit  disdaineth ; 

Suns  of  the  world  may  stain,  when  heaven's 
sun  staineth. 

XXXIV. 

Why  didst  thou  promise  such  a  beauteous  day, 
Ana  make  me  travel  forth  without  my  cloak, 
To  let  base  clouds  overtake  me  in  my  way. 
Hiding  thy  bravery  in  their  rotten  smoke  1 
'Tis  not  enoui^h  that  through  the  cloud  thou  break, 
To  dry  the  ram  on  my  storm-beaten  foce. 
For  no  man  well  of  such  a  salve  can  speak. 
That  heals  the  wound,  and  cures  not  the  disgrace: 
Nor  can  thy  shame  give  physic  to  my  grief: 
Though  thou  repent,  yet  I  have  still  the  loss: 
The  ollbnder's  sorrow  lends  but  weak  relief 
To  him  that  bears  the  strong  ol1ence*s  cross. 

Ah !  but  those  tears  are  pearl  which  thy  love 
sheds, 

And  they  are  rich, and  ransom  all  ill  deeds. 

XXXV. 

So  more  be  griev'd  at  that  which  thou  hast  done : 
Rones  have  thorns,  and  silver  fountains  mud ;  , 
Clouds  and  eclipses  stain  both  moon  and  sun. 
And  loathsome  canker  lives  in  sweetest  bud. 
All  men  make  faults,  and  even  I  in  this. 
Authorizing  thy  trespass  with  compare, 
Myselt  corruptmg,  salving  thy  amiss,^ 
Kxcusin^  thy  sins  more  than  thy  sins  are: 
For  to  thy  sensual  fault  I  bring  m  sense, 
(Thy  adverse  party  is  thy  advocate,) 
And  V^'t^t  myscifa  lawful  plea  commence; 
Such  civil  war  is  in  my  love  and  hate. 
That  1  an  accessory  needs  must  be 
To  that  sweet  thiel  which  sourly  robs  from  me. 

XXXVI. 

Let  me  confess  that  we  two  must  be  twain. 
Although  our  undivided  loves  are  one : 
So  shall  those  blots  that  do  with  me  remain, 
Without  thy  help,  by  me  be  borne  alone. 
In  our  two  loves  there  is  but  one  respect. 
Though  in  our  lives  a  separable  spite, 
Which  though  it  alter  not  love's  sole  oflfeet. 
Yet  doth  it  steal  sweet  hours  from  love's  delight 
I  may  not  evermore  acknowledge  thee. 
Lest  my  bewailed  guilt  should  do  thee  shame: 
Nor  thou  with  public  kindness  honor  me. 
Unless  thou  take  that  honor  from  thy  name 
But  do  not  so ;  I  love  thee  in  such  sort. 
As,  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  report 

XXXVII. 

As  a  decrepit  fkther  takes  delight 

To  see  his  active  child  do  deeds  of  youth. 

So,  I  made  lame  by  fortune's  dearest  spite. 

Take  all  my  comfort  of  thy  worth  and  truth ; 

For  whether  beauty,  birth,  or  wealth  or  wit 

Or  any  of  these  all,  or  all,  or  more, 

Entitled  in  thy  parts  do  crowned  sit, 

I  make  my  love  engrafted  to  this  store. 

So  then  I  am  not  lame,  poor,  nor  despis*d. 

Whilst  that  this  shadow  dotn  such  substance  give, 

That  I  in  thy  abundance  am  sufficed. 

And  bv  a  part  of  all  thy  glory  live. 

Look  what  is  best,  that  best  I  wish  in  thee ; 

This  wish  I  ha~e ;  then  ter  times  happy  me. 
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XXXVIII. 

How  can  my  muse  want  subject  to  mvent. 
While  thou  dost  breathe,  that  pour'st  mto  my 

verse 
Thine  own  sweet  argument,  too  excellent 
For  every  vulgar  paper  to  rehearse? 
O,  give  thyself  the  thanks,  if  aught  in  me 
Worthy  perusal  stand  against  thy  sight; 
For  who's  so  dumb  that  cannot  write  to  thee. 
When  thou  thyself  dost  give  invention  light  t 
Be  thou  the  tenth  muse,  ten  times  more  in  worth 
Than  those  old  nine,  which  rhymers  invocate; 
And  he  that  calls  on  thee,  let  him  bring  forth 
Eternal  numbers  to  outlive  long  date. 
If  my  slight  muse  do  please  these  curious  days. 
The  pain  be  mine,  but  thine  shall  be  the  praise 

XXXIX. 

O  how  thy  worth  with  manners  may  I  sing, 

\l  hen  thou  art  all  the  better  part  of  me  1 

What  can  mine  own  praise  to  mine  own  self  brine  t 

And  what  is't  t)pt  mine  own  when  I  praise  thee? 

Even  for  this  let  us  divided  live, 

And  our  dear  love  lose  name  of  single  one, 

That  by  this  separation  I  may  give 

That  due  to  thee,  which  thou  deserv*st  alone. 

0  absence,  what  a  torment  wouldst  thou  prove. 
Were  it  not  thy  sour  leisure  gave  sweet  leave 
To  entertain  the  time  with  thoughts  of  love, 
(Which  time  and  thoughts  so  sweetly  doth  deceive,) 

And  that  thou  teacbest  how  to  make  one  twain. 
By  praising  him  here,  who  doth  hence  remain. 

XL. 

Take  all  my  loves,  ray  love,  yea  tske  them  all ; 
What   hast   thou   then   more   than   thou   hadst 

before? 
No  love,  my  love,  that  thou  may'st  true  love  call ; 
All  mine  was  thine,  before  thou  hadst  this  more. 
Then  if  for  my  love  thou  my  love  receivest 

1  cannot  blame  thee  for^  my  love  thou  usest ; 
But  yet  be  blam'd,  if  thou  thyself  decei vest 
By  wilfVil  taste  of  what  thyself  refusest. 

I  do  forgive  thy  robbery,  gentle  thief, 
Althougn  thou  steal  thee  all  my  poverty ; 
And  yet,  love  knows,  it  is  a  greater  grief 
To  bear  love's  wrong,  than  hate's  known  injury 
Lascivious  grace,  in  whom  all  ill  'veil  shows. 
Kill  me  with  spites;  yet  we  must  not  be  foes. 

XLI. 

Those  pretty  wrongs  that  liberty  commits 
When  I  am  sometime  absent  from  thy  heart, 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  fears  fUU  well  befits. 
For  still  temptation  follows  where  thou  art 
Gentle  thou  art  and  therefore  to  be  won. 
Beauteous  thou  art  therefore  to  be  assail'd ; 
And  when  a  woman  woos,  what  woman's  son 
Will  sourly  leave  her  till  she  have  prevail'd  ? 
Ah  me !  but  yet  thou  mightst  ray  seat  forbear. 
And  chide  thy  beauty  and  thy  straying  youth. 
Who  lead  thee  in  their  riot  even  there 
Where  thou  art  forced  to  break  a  two-fold  truth. 
Hers,  by  thy  beauty  tempting  hor  to  thee 
Thine,  oy  thy  beauty  bemg  false  to  me. 

XLIL 

That  thou  hast  her,  it  is  not  all  my  grief. 

And  yet  it  may  be  said  I  lov*d  her  dearly : 

That  she  hath  thee,  is  of  my  wailing  chier, 

A  loss  in  love  that  touches  me  more  nearly 

Loving  oflfenders.  thus  I  will  excuse  ye:— 

Thou  dost  love  her,  because  thou  knew'st  I  lovi 

her; 
And  fbr  my  sake  even  so  doth  she  abuse  me, 
Sulftring  my  fHend  fbr  my  sake  to  approve  her. 
If  I  lose  thee,  my  loss  is  my  love's  gam. 
And,  losing  her,  my  fHend  hath  found  that  loss; 
Both  find  each  other,  and  I  lose  both  twain. 
And  both  for  my  sake  lay  on  me  this  cross ; 
But  hete's  the  ioy;  my  fHend  and  I  are  one. 
Sweet  flattery !  then  she  loves  but  me  alone. 
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Describe  Adonis,  And  the  oounterlbit 
is  poorly  imitated  alter  you; 
On  Helen's  eheek  all  art  of  beauty  set. 
And  you  in  Grecian  tires  are  painted  new: 
8peaK  of  the  sprinflr,  and  foizon  of  the  year; 
The  one  doth  shadow  of  your  beauty  show, 
The  other  as  your  bountv  doth  appear. 
And  you  in  every  blessea  shape  we  know. 
In  all  external  grace  you  have  some  part, 
But  you  like  none,  none  you,  for  constant  heart. 

LIV. 

O  how  much  more  doth  beauty  t>eauteoua  seem, 
By  that  sweet  ornament  which  truth  doth  give ! 
The  roue  looks  fair,  but  &irer  we  it  deem 
/or  that  sweet  odor  which  doth  in  it  live. 
The  canker-blooms  have  full  as  deep  a  dye 
As  the  perfumed  tincture  of  the  roses. 
Hang  on  such  thorns,  and  play  as  wantonly 
When  summer's  breath  their  masked  buds  dis- 
closes. 
But,  for  their  virtue  only  is  their  show^ 
Thoy  live  unwoo*d,  ana  unrespected  lade 
Die  to  themi^elves.    Sweet  roses  do  not  so; 
Of  their  sweet  deaths  are  sweetest  odors  made; 
And  80  of  you,  beauteous  and  lovely  youth, 
When  that  shall  &de,  by  verse  distils  your  truth. 

LV. 

Vot  marble,  nor  the  gilded  monuments 

Of  princes,  shall  outhve  this  powerful  rhyme; 

But  ynu  siiall  shine  more  bright  in  these  contents 

Than  unswept  stone,  besmear'd  with  sluttish  time. 

When  wasteful  war  shall  statues  overturn, 

And  broi^  root  out  the  work  of  masonry. 

Nor  Mars  his  sword  nor  war's  quick  Are  shall  bum 

The  living  record  of  your  memory. 

*(>ainst  death  and  all-oblivious  enmity 

Shall  you  pace  fortii;  your  praise  shall  still  find 

room, 
Kven  in  the  eyes  of  all  posterity 
That  wear  this  world  out  to  the  ending  doom. 
So,  till  the  judgment  that  yourself  arise. 
You  live  in  this,  and  dwell  in  lovers'  eyee. 

LVI. 

veet  love,  renew  thy  force;  be  it  not  said, 
*'hy  ed^e  should  blunter  be  than  appetite, 
Vhich  but  to-day  by  feeding  is  allay'd, 
T-^- morrow  sharpened  in  his  former  might: 
So,  love,  be  thou ;  although  to-day  thou  till 
Thy  hungry  eyes,  even  nil  they  wink  with  Ailneas, 
To-morrow  see  again,  and  do  not  kill 
The  spirit  of  love  with  a  perpetual  dulness. 
Let  this  sad  interim  like  the  ocean  be 
Which  parts  the  shore,  where  two  contracted-new 
Come  daily  to  the  banks,  that,  when  they  see 
Return  of  love,  more  blest  may  be  the  view; 
Or  call  it  winter,  which,  being  full  of  care. 
Makes  summer's  welcome  thrice  more  wish'd, 
more  rare. 

LVII. 

Bcin^  your  slave,  what  should  I  do  but  tend 
Upon  the  hours  and  times  of  your  desire  1 
'  have  no  precious  time  at  all  to  spend. 
Nor  services  to  do.  till  you  require. 
Nor  dare  I  chide  the  world-without-end  hour. 
Whilst  I.  my  sovereign,  watch  the  clock  for  yoa. 
Nor  think  the  bitterness  of  absence  sour. 
When  you  have  bid  your  servant  once  adieu; 
Nor  dare  I  question  with  my  jealous  thought 
Where  you  may  be.  or  your  al&irs  suppose. 
But,  like  a  sad  Hlave,  stay  and  think  ot  nought. 
Save,  where  you  are  how  happy  you  make  those: 
So  true  a  fool  is  lovCf  that  in  your  will 
(Though  you  do  any  thing)  he  thinks  no  ill. 

LVIII. 

That  God  forbid,  that  made  me  first  your  slave, 
)  should  in  thought  control  your  times  of  pleasure, 
Or  at  your  hand  the  account  of  hours  to  crave. 
Being  your  vassal,  bound  to  stay  your  leisure: 
O,  let  me  Kufffer  (being  at  your  beck) 
Tttt:  imprison *d  absence  of  your  liberty, 
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And  patience,  tame  to  sufTerance,  bide  each  check* 
Without  accusing  you  of  injury. 
Be  where  you  list :  your  charter  is  so  strong. 
That  you  yourself  may  privilege  your  time : 
Do  what  you  will,  to  you  it  doth  belong  , 
Yourself  to  i»rdon  or  self-doing  crime. 

I  am  to  wait,  though  waiting  so  be  hell; 

Not  blame  your  pleasure,  be  it  ill  or  welL 

LIX. 

If  there  be  nothing  new,  but  that  which  is  « 

Hath  been  before,  how  are  our  brains  beguil'd. 
Which  laboring  for  invention  bears  amiss 
The  second  burthen  of  a  former  child! 
O,  that  record  could  with  a  backward  look. 
Even  of  tive  hundred  courses  of  the  sun, 
Show  me  your  ima^e  in  some  antique  book. 
Since  mind  at  first  in  character  was  done  ! 
That  I  might  see  what  the  old  world  could  say 
To  this  composed  wonder  of  your  fVame ; 
Whether  we  are  mended,  or  whe'r  better  they. 
Or  whether  revolution  be  the  same. 
0 !  sure  I  am,  the  wits  of  former  days 
To  subjects  worse  have  given  admiring  praise. 

LX. 

Like  as  the  waves  make  towards  the  pebbled  shores 

So  do  our  minutes  hasten  to  their  end ; 

Each  changing  place  with  that  which  goes  before^ 

In  sequent  toil  all  forwards  do  contend. 

Nativity,  once  in  the  main  of  light. 

Crawls  to  maturity,  wherewith  being  crown'd. 

Crooked  eclipses  'gainst  his  glory  fight, 

And  Time,  that  gave,  doth  now  his  gitl  confound 

Time  doth  transfix  the  flourish  set  on  youth, 

And  delves  the  parallels  in  beauty's  brow; 

Feeds  on  the  rarities  of  nature's  truth. 

And  nothing  stands  but  for  his  scythe  to  mow. 

And  yet,  to  times  in  hope,  my  verse  shall  stand. 

Praising  thy  worth,  despite  his  cruel  hand. 

LXI. 

Is  it  thy  will  thy  image  should  keep  open 
My  heavy  eyelids  to  the  weary  night  f 
Dost  thou  desire  my  slumbers  should  be  brokeiu 
While  shadows,  like  to  thee,  do  mock  my  sight] 
Is  it  thy  spirit  that  thou  send'st  from  thee 
So  far  irom  home  into  m^  deeds  to  pry ; 
To  find  out  shames  and  idle  hours  in  me. 
The  scope  and  tenor  of  thy  jealousy  ? 
O  no !  thy  love,  though  much,  is  not  so  great; 
It  is  my  love  that  keeps  mine  eye  awake, 
Mine  own  true  love  that  doth  my  rest  defeat. 
To  play  the  watchman  ever  for  thy  sake : 

For  thee  watch  I,  whilst  thou  dost  wake  elM 
where, 

From  me  6u  off,  with  others  all-too-near. 

LXII. 

Sin  of  self-love  possesseth  all  mine  eye, 
And  all  my  soul,  and  all  my  every  part; 
And  for  this  sin  there  is  no  remedy, 
It  is  so  grounded  inward  in  my  heart 
MethinKs  no  face  so  gracious  is  as  mine. 
No  shape  so  true,  no  truth  of  such  account. 
And  for  myself  mine  own  worth  do  define. 
As  I  all  other  in  all  worths  surmount 
But  when  my  glass  shows  me  myself  indeed, 
Beated  and  chopp'd  with  tann'd  antiquity. 
Mine  own  self-love  quite  contrary  I  read, 
Self  so  self-loving  were  iniquity. 
'Tis  thee  (myself)  that  for  myself!  praise 
Painting  my  age  with  beauty  of  thy  days. 

LXIII. 

Against  mv  love  shall  be,  as  I  am  now, 

With  Times  ii^urioushand crush'd  ando'erwon: 

When  hours  have  drain'd  his  blood,  and  fill'd  /iia 

brow 
With  lines  and  wrinkles;  when  his  youthftil  mcni 
Hath  travell'd  on  to  age's  steepy  night ; 
And  all  those  beauties,  whereot  now  he's  king. 
Are  vanishing  or  vanish'd  out  of  sight 
Stealing  away  the  treasure  of  his  springs 
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Thifi  thou  perceiT'st  which  makes  thy  love  more 

strong, 
To  love  that  well  which  thou  must  leave  ere 

long: 

LXXIV. 

But  be  contented :  when  that  fell  arrest 
Without  all  bail  shall  carry  me  away, 
M>'  life  hath  in  this  line  some  interest. 
Which  for  memorial  still  with  thee  shall  stay. 
When  thou  reviewest  this,  thou  dost  review 
The  very  part  was  consecrate  to  thee. 
The  earth  can  have  but  earth,  which  is  his  due: 
My  spirit  is  thine,  the  better  part  of  me : 
So  then  thou  hast  but  lost  the  dregs  of  life. 
The  prey  of  worms,  my  body  being  dead; 
The  coward  conquest  of  a  wretch's  knife, 
Too  base  of  thee  to  be  remembereu 
The  worth  ot^hat,  is  that  which  it  contains, 
And  that  is  this,  and  this  with  thee  remains. 

LXXV. 

So  are  you  to  my  thoughts,  as  food  to  life, 

Or  as  sweet  seatfon'd  showers  are  to  the  ground ; 

A  nd  for  the  peace  of  vou  I  hold  such  strife 

Ab  *twixt  a  miser  ana  his  wealth  is  found ; 

^  ow  proud  as  an  enjoycr,  and  anon 

Doubting  the  tilching  age  will  steal  his  treiwure ; 

Now  counting  best  to  be  with  you  alone, 

Then  better'd  that  the  world  may  see  my  pleasure: 

Sometime  all  full  with  feasting  on  your  sight, 

And  by  and  by  clean  starved  tor  a  look ; 

Possessing  or  pursuing  no  delight. 

Save  what  is  had  or  must  from  you  be  took. 

Thus  do  I  pine  and  surfeit  day  by  day, 

Or  gluttoning  on  all,  or  all  away. 

LXXVI. 

Why  is  my  verse  so  barren  of  new  pride  1 
So  tar  f^om  variation  or  quick  change  1 
Why,  with  the  time,  do  1  not  glance  aside 
To  new4bund  methods  and  to  compounds  strange  t 
Why  write  1  still  all  one,  ever  the  same. 
And  keep  invention  in  a  noted  weed,' 
That  every  word  doth  almost  tell  my  name, 
Showing  their  birth,  and  where  they  did  proceedl 
O  know,  sweet  love,  I  always  write  of  you. 
And  you  and  love  are  still  my  argument: 
•o  all  my  best  is  dressing  old  words  new, 
Spending  again  what  is  already  spent; 
For  as  the  sun  is  daily  new  ana  old, 
So  is  my  love  still  telling  what  ia  told. 

LXXVII. 

^y  (rlnss  will  show  thee  how  thy  beauties  wear, 
.  ny  dial  how  thy  precious  minutes  waste ; 
The  vacant  leaves  thy  mind's  imprint  will  bear, 
/.nd  of  this  book  this  learning  may*st  thou  taste* 
The  wrinkles  which  tliy  glass  will  truly  show, 
<^f  mouthed  graves  will  give  thee  memory; 
Ttiou  by  thy  dial's  shady  stealth  mayst  Juiow 
Time's  thievish  progress  to  eternity. 
Look  what  thy  memory  cannot  contain, 
Commit  to  these  waste  blanks,  and  thou  shalt  find 
Those  children  nurs*d,  deliver*d  from  thy  brain. 
To  take  a  new  acquaintance  of  thy  mindf. 
These  othces,  so  oil  as  thou  wilt  look. 
Shall  profit  thee,  and  much  enrich  thy  book. 

LXXVIII. 

6o  oft  have  I  invoked  thee  for  my  muse. 
And  found  such  fair  assistance  in  my  verse. 
As  every  alien  pen  hath  got  my  use. 
And  under  thee  their  poesy  disperse. 
Thine  eyes,  that  taught  tiie  dumb  on  high  to  sing. 
And  heavy  ignorance  aloft  to  fly. 
Have  added  feathers  to  the  leamed's  wing. 
And  given  grace  a  double  majesty. 
Yet  be  most  proud  of  that  which  I  compile. 
Whose  influence  is  thine,  and  born  of  thee: 
(n  others*  works  thou  dost  but  mend  the  style. 
And  arts  with  thy  sweet  graces  grarcd  be: 
But  thou  art  all  my  art,  and  dost  advance 
As  Ivgh  as  learning  my  rude  ignorance. 

•  A  dress  known  and  Ikinlliar. 


LXXIX. 

Whilst  I  alone  did  call  upon  thy  aid. 
My  verse  alone  had  all  thy  gentle  grace ; 
But  now  my  gracious  numbers  are  decay'd, 
And  my  sick  muse  doth  give  another  place. 
I  grant,  sweet  love,  thy  lovely  argument 
Deserves  the  travail  of  a  worthier  pen : 
Yet  what  of  thee  thy  poet  doth  invent. 
He  robs  thee  of^  and  pays  it  thee  again. 
He  lends  thee  virtue,  and  he  stole  that  word 
From  thy  behavior;  beauty  doth  he  give. 
And  found  it  in  thy  cheek;  he  can  anbrd 
No  praise  to  thee  but  what  in  thee  doth  live. 
Then  thank  him  not  for  that  which  he  doth  sa 
Since  what  he  owes  thee  thou  thyself  dost  pay. 

LXXX. 

O,  how  I  fkint  when  I  of  you  do  write, 
Knowina  a  better  spirit  doth  use  your  name. 
And  in  the  praise  thereof  spends  all  his  mi^ht. 
To  make  me  tongue>tied  speaking  of  your  tame! 
But  since  your  worth  (wide  as  the  ocean  is) 
The  humble  as  the  proudest  sail  doth  bear. 
My  saucy  bark,  inferior  for  to  his. 
On  your  broad  main  doth  wilftilly  appear. 
Your  shallowest  help  will  hold  me  up  afloat. 
Whilst  he  upon^your  soundless  deep  doth  ride 
Or,  being  wrecked,  I  am  a  worthless  boat. 
He  of  tall  building,  and  of  aoodly  pride : 
Then  if  he  thrive,  and  1  be  cast  away. 
The  worst  was  this;— my  love  was  my  decay. 

LXXXI. 

Or  I  shall  live  your  epitaph  to  make, 
Or  you  suririve  when  1  in  earth  am  rotten , 
From  hence  your  memory  death  cannot  take. 
Although  in  me  each  part  will  be  forgotten. 
Your  name  from  hence  immortal  life  shall  have, 
Though  I,  once  ^one,  to  all  the  world  must  die: 
The  earth  can  yield  me  but  a  common  grave. 
When  you  entombed  in  men*s  eyes  shall  lie. 
Your  monument  shall  be  my  gentle  verse. 
Which  eyes  not  yet  ci;eated  shall  o'er-read; 
And  tongues  to  be,  your  being  shall  rehearse, 
When  all  the  breathers  of  this  world  are  dead; 
You  still  shall  live  (such  virtue  hath  my  pen) 
Where  breath  most  breathes,  even  in  the  moutht 
of  men. 

LXXXII. 

I  grant  thou  wert  not  married  to  my  muse. 
And  therefore  mayst  without  attaint  o'erlook 
The  dedicated  words  which  writers  use 
Of  their  lair  subject  blessing  every  book. 
Thou  art  as  flur  in  knowledge  as  m  hue. 
Finding  thy  worth  a  limit  past  my  praise; 
And  therefore  art  enforc*d  to  seek  anew 
Some  fresher  stamp  of  the  time-bettering  days, 
And  do  so,  love ;  yet  when  they  have  devis'd 
What  strained  touches  rhetoric  can  lend. 
Thou  truly  fair  wert  truly  sympathiz'd 
In  true  plain  words,  by  thy  true-telling  friend; 
And  their  gross  painting  might  be  better  us'd 
Where  cheeks  need  blood;  in  thee  it  is  abut'd* 

LXXXIII. 

I  never  saw  that  you  did  painting  need. 
And  therefore  to  your  fkir  no  painting  set. 
I  found,  or  thought  I  fbund,  you  did  exceed 
The  barren  tencier  of  a  poet's  debt: 
And  therefbre  nave  I  slept  in  your  report. 
That  you  yourself,  being  extant,  well  might  show 
How  mr  a  modem  quill  doth  come  too  short 
Speaking  of  worth,  what  worth  in  you  doth  grow 
This  silence  for  my  sin  you  did  impute, 
Which  shall  be  most  my  glory,  being  dumb ; 
For  I  impair  not  beauty  being  mute, 
When  others  would  j^ive  life,  and  br'^g  a  tomb 
There  lives  more  life  in  one  of  your  mir  eyes 
Than  both  your  poets  can  in  praise  devise. 

LXXXIV. 

Who  is  it  that  says  most!  which  can  tay  more 
Than  this  rich  praise,— that  you  alone  are  yoa*. 
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rhey  rightly  do  inherit  Heaven*8  graces, 
A.n(i  husband  nature's  riches  from  expense  ; 
They  are  the  lords  and  owners  of  their  faces. 
Others  but  stewards  of  their  excellence. 
The  summer's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet, 
Though  to  itself  it  only  live  and  die ; 
But  if  that  flower  with  base  infection  meet. 
The  basest  weed  outbraves  his  dignity : 
For  sweetest  things  turn  sourest  by  their  deeds : 
Lilies  that  fester  smell  far  worse  than  weeds. 

XCV. 

How  sweet  and  lovely  dost  thou  make  the  shame 
Which  like  a  canker  m  the  fhigrant  rose, 
Doth  spot  the  beauty  of  thy  budding  name! 
O,  in  what  sweets  dost  thou  thy  sins  enclose  I 
That  tongue  that  tells  the  story  of  thy  days. 
Miking  la)«civious  comments  on  thy  sport, 
Cannot  dispraise  but  in  a  kind  of  praise ; 
Naming  thy  name  blesses  an  ill  report. 
O.  what  a  mansion  have  those  vices  got 
Which  for  thei^r  habitation  chose  out  thee ! 
Where  beauty's  veil  doth  cover  every  blot. 
And  all  things  turn  to  &ir,  that  eyes  can  see! 

Take  heed,  dear  heart,  of  this  large  privilege ; 

The  hardest  knife  ill-used  doth  lose  his  edge. 

XCVI. 

Some  say  thy  fiiult  is  youth,  some  wantonness; 
Some  say  thy  grace  is  youth  and  gentle  sport ; 
Both  grace  ana  &ults  aie  lov'd  of  more  and  less: 
Thou  mak'st  faults  graces  that  to  thee  resort. 
As  on  the  finger  of  a  throned  queen 
The  basest  jewel  will  be  well  estecm'd; 
io  are  those  errors  that  in  thee  are  seen. 
To  truths  translated,  and  for  true  thmgs  deem*d. 
How  many  lambs  might  the  stem  wolf  betray, 
If  like  a  lamb  he  could  his  looks  translate! 
How  many  gazers  mightst  thou  lead  away. 
If  thou  wouldst  use  the  strength  of  all  thy  state ! 
But  do  not  so ;  J  love  thee  in  such  sort. 
As,  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  rejwrt. 

XCV  1 1. 

How  like  a  winter  hath  my  absence  been 
From  thee,  the  pleasure  of  the  fleeting  vear! 
What  freezings  have  I  felt,  what  dark  days  seen! 
What  old  December's  bareness  everywhere ! 
And  yet  this  time  remov'd^  was  summer's  time; 
The  teeming  autumn,  big  with  rich  increase. 
Bearing  the  wanton  burden  of  the  prime, 
Lilie  widow'd  wombs  after  their  lords*  decease ; 
Yet  this  abundant  issue  seem'd  to  me 
But  hope  of  orphans,  and  unfether'd  fruit; 
For  summer  and  his  pleasures  wait  on  thee, 
And  thou  away,  the  very  birds  are  mute ; 
Or  if  they  sing,  'tis  with  so  dull  a  cheer, 
That  leaves  look  pale,  dreading  the  winter's 
near. 

xcvni. 

rom  you  have  I  been  absent  in  the  spring, 
Vhen  proud-pied  April,  dress'd  in  all  his  trim, 
riath  put  a  spirit  of  youth  in  every  thing. 
That  heavy  Saturn  laugh'd  and  leap'd  with  him. 
Yet  nor  the  lays  of  birds,  nor  the  sweet  smell 
(»f  different  flowers  in  odor  and  in  hue, 
Could  make  me  any  summer's  story  tell, 
Or  from  their  proud  lap  pluck  them  where  they 

grew  : 
Kor  did  I  wonder  at  the  lilies  white, 
tint  praise  the  deep  vermilion  in  the  rose ; 
They  were  but  sweet,  but  figures  of  delight, 
Drawn  afler  vou,  you  pattern  of  all  those. 
Vet  seem'd  it  winter  still,  and,  you  away. 
As  with  your  shadow  I  with  these  did  play : 

XCIX. 

The  forward  violet  thus  did  I  chide : 

^weet  thief,  whence  didst  thou  steal  thy  sweet  that 

smells, 
[f  not  ftt>m  my  love's  breath  ?    The  purple  pride 
Which  on  thy  soA  cheek  tor  complexion  dwells, 
jn  my  love's  \eins  thou  hast  too  gn^ssly  dy'd 

*  Time  of  sbstnoe 


The  lily  I  condemned  fbr  thy  hand. 
And  bods  of  marjoram  had  stolen  thy  hair  * 
The  roses  fearfrilly  on  thorns  did  stan**. 
One  blushing  shame,  another  white  despair; 
A  third,  nor  red  nor  white,  had  stolen  of  both. 
And  to  his  robbery  had  annex'd  thy  breath ; 
But  for  his  theft,  in  pride  of  all  his  growth 
A  vengeful  canker  eat  him  up  to  drath. 
More  flowers  I  noted,  yet  I  none  could  see. 
But  sweet  or  color  it  had  stolen  from  thee. 

C. 

Where  art  thou.  Muse,  that  thou  forget'st  so  lonjr 
To  speak  of  that  which  gives  thee  all  thy  might  f 
Spend'st  thou  thy  fury  on  some  worthless  song. 
Darkening  thy  power,  to  lend  base  subjects  light  1 
Return,  forgetful  Muse,  and  straight  redeem 
In  gentle  numbers  time  so  idly  spent; 
Sing  to  the  ear  that  doth  thy  lays  esteem 
And  gives  thy  pen  both  skill  and  argument 
Rise,  restive  Muse,  my  love's  sweet  &ce  survey. 
If  Time  have  any  wrinkle  graven  there ; 
If  any,  be  a  satire  to  decay. 
And  make  Time's  spoils  despised  everywhere. 
Give  my  love  fame  faster  than  Time  wastes  life, 
So  thou  prevent'st  his  scythe,  and  crooked  knife. 

CI. 

0  truant  Muse,  what  shall  be  thy  amends. 
For  thy  neglect  of  truth  in  beauty  dy'dl 
Both  truth  and  beauty  on  my  love  depends; 
So  dost  thou  too,  and  therein  dignified. 
Make  answer,  Muse :  wilt  thou  not  haplv  say, 
"  Truth  needs  no  color  with  his  color  fix^. 
Beauty  no  pencil,  beauty's  truth  to  lav: 

But  best  is  best,  if  never  intcrmix'd  V  — 
Because  he  needs  no  praise^  wilt  thou  be  dumb  ^ 
Excuse  not  silence  so  ;  for  it  lies  in  thee 
To  make  him  m^uch  outlive  a  gilded  tomb. 
And  to  be  prais*d  of  ages  yet  to  be. 
Then  do  thy  office.  Muse;  I  teach  thee  how 
To  make  him  seem  long  hence  as  he  shows  now 

CII. 

My  love  is  strengthen'd,  though  more  weak  it 
seeming ; 

1  love  not  less,  though  less  the  show  appear : 
That  love  is  merchandiz'd,  whose  rich  esteeming 
The  owner's  tongue  doth  publish  everywhere. 
Our  love  was  new,  and  then  but  in  the  spring. 
When  I  was  wont  to  greet  it  with  my  lays ; 

As  Philomel  in  summer's  fVont  doth  sing, 
And  stops  his  pipe  in  growth  of  riper  days: 
Not  that  the  summer  Is  less  pleasant  now 
Than  when  hermournAiI  hymns  did  hush  the  night 
But  that  wild  music  burthens  every  bough. 
And  sweets  grown  common  lose  their  dear  delignt 
Therefore,  like  her,  I  sometime  hold  my  tongue. 
Because  I  would  not  dull  you  with  my  song. 

cm. 

Alack !  what  poverty  my  muse  brings  forth. 
That  having  such  a  scope  to  show  her  pride. 
The  argument,  all  bare,  is  of  more  worth. 
Than  when  it  hath  my  added  praise  beside. 
O  blame  me  not  if  I  no  more  can  write ! 
Look  in  your  glass,  and  there  appears  a  fHce 
That  over-goes  my  blunt  invention  quite, 
DuUinfi^  my  lines,  and  doin^  me  dtsgracc. 
Were  it  not  sinfVil  then,  striving  to  mend. 
To  mar' the  subject  that  before  was  well  t 
For  to  no  other  pass  my  verses  tend. 
Than  of  your  graces  anxl  your  ^ifls  to  tell ; 
And  more,  much  more,  than  in  my  verse  can  sit 
Your  own  glass  shows  you,  when  you  look  in  it 

CIV. 

To  me,  Ikir  friend,  you  never  can  be  old. 
For  as  you  were  wnen  first  your  eye  I  eyed, 
Such  seems  your  beauty  stiu.   Three  winters*  cold 
Have  from  the  forests  snook  three  summers'  f  ride; 
Three  beauteous  springs  to  yellow  autumn  tuni'o 
In  process  of  the  seasons  have  I  seen ; 
Three  April  perfbmes  in  three  hot  Junes  bunt'd. 
Since  first  I  saw  you  fresh,  which  yet  are  gret  a. 
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If  it  be  poiitofiM,  *tu  the  lesser  sin 

T'lai  ujiiie  eve  loves  it,  and  doth  first  begin. 

cxv. 

Those  lines  that  [  before  have  writ,  do  lie. 
Even  those  that  haid  I  could  not  love  you  dearer; 
Yet  then  my  judgment  knew  no  reason  why     . 
My  most  full  tlame  should  afterwards  burn  clearer. 
But  reckoning  time,  whose  million*d  accidents 
Creep  in  Hwixt  vows,  and  change  decrees  of  kings, 
Tan  sacred  beauty,  blunt  the  sharpest  intents^ 
Divert  strong  minds  to  the  course  oi  altering  things; 
Alas!  why,  fearing  of  Time's  tyranny, 
Might  I  not  then  say,  **Now  I  love  you  best," 
When  I  was  certain  o*er  incertainty. 
Crowning  the  present,  doubting  of  the  reetl 
Love  is  a  babe ;  then  might  1  not  say  so. 
To  give  full  growth  to  that  which  stiu  doth  growl 

CXVI. 

Let  me  not  to  the  marriage  of  true  minds 

Admit  impediments.    Love  is  not  love 

Which  alters  when  it  alteration  finds. 

Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remove: 

O  no ;  it  is  an  ever-tixed  mark. 

That  looks  on  tempests,  and  is  never  shaken ; 

It  is  tiie  star  to  every  wandering  bark, 

Whose  worth's  unknown,  although  his  height  be 

taken. 
Love*s  not  Time's  fool,  though  rosy  lips  and  cheeks 
Within  his  bending  sickle's  compass  come ; 
Love  alters  not  with  his  brief  hours  and  weeks, 
But  bears  it  out  oven  to  the  edge  of  doom, 
if  this  be  error,  and  upon  me  prov'd, 
I  never  writ,  nor  no  man  ever  lov'd. 

cxvn. 

Accuse  me  thus;  that  I  have  scanted  all 
Wtierein  I  should  your  great  deserts  repay; 
Forgot  upon  your  dearest  love  to  call. 
Whereto  all  bonds  do  tie  me  day  by  day; 
That  I  have  frequent  been  with  unknown  minds. 
And  given  to  time  your  own  dear-purchas'd  right; 
That  I  have  hoisted  sail  to  all  the  winds 
Which  should  transport  me  &rthest  (torn  your 

sighL 
Book  both  my  wilfiilness  and  errors  down, 
And  on  just  proof  surmise  accumulate, 
Bring  me  witnin  the  level  of  your  frown, 
But  shoot  not  at  me  in  your  waken'd  hate: 
Since  my  appeal  says,  I  did  strive  to  prove 
The  constancy  and  virtue  of  your  love. 

cxvin. 

Like  as,  to  make  our  appetites  more  keen, 
"With  eager  compounds  we  our  palate  urge: 
As,  to  prevent  our  maladieft  unseen, 
"We  sicken  to  shun  sickness,  when  we  purge; 
Even  so,  being  Aill  of  your  n^'er-doying  sweet- 
ness. 
To  bitter  sauces  did  I  firame  my  feeding, 
And,  sick  of  welfare,  found  a  kind  of  meetness 
To  be  diseas'd,  ere  that  there  was  true  needing. 
Thus  policy  in  love,  to  anticipate 
The  ills  that  were  not,  grew  to  faults  assured. 
And  brought  to  medicine  a  health tVil  state. 
Which,  rank  of  goodness,  would  by  ill  be  cured. 
But  thence  I  learn,  and  find  the  lesson  true. 
Drugs  poison  him  that  so  fell  sick  of  you. 

XIX. 

What  potions  haT«  I  drunk  of  Siren  teart, 
Distill*d  (torn  limbecs  foul  as  hell  within. 
Applying  tears  to  hopes,  and  hopes  to  fears, 
Still  losing  when  I  saw  myself  to  win! 
What  wretched  errors  hath  my  heart  committed. 
Whilst  it  hath  thought  itself  so  blessed  never! 
How  have  mine  eyes  out  of  their  spheres  t)een 

fitted,? 
In  the  distraction  of  this  madding  fever  I 
O  benefit  of  ill!  now  I  find  true 
That  better  is  by  evil  still  made  better; 
Vnd  ruin  d  love,  when  it  is  built  anew. 
Grows  fiiirer  than  at  first,  more  strong,  Ikr  greater. 

«  Bafaieetad  to  fits. 


So  1  return  rebuk'd  to  my  content. 

And  gain  by  ill  thrice  more  than  I  have  spent. 

CXX. 

That  vou  were  once  unkind,  befriends  me  now. 
And  for  that  sorrow,  which  I  then  did  feei, 
Needs  must  I  under  my  transgression  bow. 
Unless  my  nerves  were  brass  or  hammer'd  steel. 
For  if  you  were  by  my  unkindness  shaken. 
As  I  by  yours,  you  have  passed  a  hell  of  time; 
And  1,  a  tyrant,  have  no  leisure  taken 
To  weigh  how  once  I  suflTer'd  in  your  crime. 

0  that  our  night  of  woe  might  have  remember'd 
My  deepest  sense,  how  hard  true  sorrow  hits. 
And  soon  to  you,  as  you  to  me,  then  tendered 
The  humble  salve  which  wounded  bosoms  tits! 

But  that  your  trespass  now  becomes  a  fee : 

Mine  ransoms  yours,  and  yours  must  ransom  me 

* 

CXXL 

'Tis  better  to  be  vile  than  vile  esteem'd. 
When  not  to  be  receives  reproach  of  being. 
And  the  just  pleasure  lost,  which  is  so  deem'd 
Not  by  our  feeling,  but  by  others*  seeing. 
For  why  should  others'  false  adulterate  eyes 
Give  salutation  to  my  sportive  blood  t 
Or  on  my  fVailties  why  arc  fl^iler  spies. 
Which  in  their  wills  count  bad  what  I  think  goodi 
No.— I  am  that  1  am ;  and  they  that  level 
At  my  abuses,  reckon  up  their  own : 

1  may  be  straight,  though  they  themselves  be  bevel 
By  tneir  rank  thoughts  my  deeds  must  not  be 

shown ; 
Unless  this  general  evil  they  maintain.— 
All  men  are  bad,  and  in  their  badness  reign. 

CXXIL 

Thy  gift,  thy  tables,  are  within  my  brain 
Full  character'd  with  lasting  memory. 
Which  shall  above  that  idle  rank  remain, 
Beyond  all  date,  even  to  eternity: 
Or  at  the  least  so  long  as  brain  and  heart 
Have  faculty  by  nature  to  subsist; 
Till  each  to  raz'd  oblivion  yield  his  part 
Of  thee,  thy  record  never  can  be  miss'd. 
That  poor  retention  could  not  so  much  hold. 
Nor  need  1  tallies  thy  dear  love  to  score ; 
Therefore  to  give  them  from  me  was  I  bold. 
To  trust  those  tables  that  receive  thee  more : 
To  keep  an  adjunct  to  remember  thee, 
Were  to  import  forgetAilness  in  me. 

cxxin. 

No!  Time,  thou  shalt  not  boast  that  I  do  change t 
Thy  pyramids  built  up  with  newer  might 
To  me  are  nothing  novel,  nothing  strange ; 
They  are  but  dressings  of  a  former  sight. 
Our  dates  are  brief,  and  therefore  we  admire 
What  thou  dost  foist  upon  us  that  is  old ; 
And  rather  make  them  bom  to  our  desire, 
Than  think  that  we  before  have  heard  them  told. 
Thy  registers  and  thee  I  both  defy, 
Not  wondering  at  the  present  nor  the  past ; 
For  thy  records  and  wnat  we  see  do  lie, 
Made  more  or  less  by  thy  continual  haste : 

This  I  do  vow,  and  this  shall  ever  be. 

I  will  be  true,  despite  thy  scythe  and  thee. 

CXX  IV. 

If  my  dear  love  were  but  the  child  of  state. 
It  might  for  Fortune's  bastard  be  unfkther^d. 
As  suDJect  to  Time's  love,  or  to  Time's  hate. 
Weeds  among  weeds,  or  flowen  with  flowcn 

gatherd. 
No,  it  was  builded  flir  ftt>m  accident; 
It  sufi^Bra  not  in  smiling  pomp,  nor  nils 
Under  the  blow  of  thralled  discontent. 
Whereto  the  invitina  time  our  &ahion  calls: 
It  fears  not  iwlicy,  tnat  heretic. 
Which  works  on  leases  of  short-number'd  hours. 
But  all  alone  stands  hugely  politic. 
That  it  nor  grows  with  beat,  nor  drowni  with 

showers. 
To  (his  I  witness  call  the  fools  of  time. 
Which  die  for  goodness,  who  have  liv'd  fbr  cnma 
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cxxv. 

W*  re  it  aught  to  me  I  bore  the  canopy, 
Wiih  my  extern  the  outward  honoring. 
Or  laid  great  bases  for  eternity, 
AVhinh  prove  more  short  than  waste  or  ruining? 
Have  I  not  seen  dwellers  on  form  and  &vor 
Lose  all,  and  more,  by  paying  too  much  rent, 
For  compound  sweet  forgoing  simple  savor. 
Pitiful  thrivers,  in  their  gazing  spent  1 
No; — let  me  be  obsequious  in  thy  heart. 
And  take  thou  my  oblation,  poor  but  iree, 
Which  is  not  mix*d  with  seconds,  knows  no  art. 
But  mutual  render,  onlv  me  for  thee. 
Hence,  thou  subom'd  inlbrmer!  a  true  soul, 
When  most  impeached,  stands  least  in  thy  con« 
trol. 

CXXVI. 

O  thou,  my  lovely  boy,  who  in  thy  power 
Dost  hold  Time's  fickle  glass,  his  sickle,  hour ; 
Who  hast  by  waning  grown,  and  therein  show*st 
Thy  lovers  withering,  as  thy  sweet  self  grow*st! 
If  Nature,  sovereign  mistress  over  wrack. 
As  thou  go*iit  onwards,  still  will  pluck  thee  back, 
She  keeps  tliee  to  this  purpose,  that  her  skill 
May  time  disgrace,  and  wretched  minutes  kill. 
Yet  fear  her.  O  thou  minion  of  her  pleasure; 
She  may  detain,  but  not  still  keep  her  treasure : 

Her  audit,  though  delayed,  answerM  must  be. 

And  her  quietus  is  to  render  thee. 

CXXVII. 

In  the  old  age  black  was  not  counted  iair, 
Or  if  it  were,  it  bore  not  beauty's  name; 
But  now  is  black  beauty  s  successive  heir. 
And  beauty  slander'd  with  a  bastard  shame: 
For  since  each  hand  hath  put  on  nature's  power. 
Fairing  the  foul  with  art's  &lse  borrow'd  tace. 
Sweet  beauty  hath  no  name,  no  holy  hour. 
But  is  profan'd,  if  not  lives  in  disgrace. 
Therefore  my  mistress'  eyes  are  raven  black, 
Hor  eyes  so  suited :  and  they  mourners  seem 
At  such^  who,  not  bom  fiiir,  no  beauty  lack. 
Slandering  creation  with  a  folse  esteem: 
Yet  so  they  mourn,  becoming  of  their  woe, 
riiat  every  tongue  says,  beauty  ahould  look  m 


cxxvirr. 

Now  oft,  when  thou,  mv  music,  musfc  play  st, 
V  pon  that  blessed  wood  whose  motion  sounds 
With  thy  sweet  lingers,  when  thou  gently  sway'st 
The  wiry  concord  that  mine  ear  confounds. 
Do  1  envy  those  jacks,^  that  nimble  leap 
To  kiss  the  tender  inward  of  thy  hand, 
Whilst  my  poor  lips,  which  should  that  harvest 

reap. 
At  the  wood  B  boldness  by  thee  blushing  stand  ? 
To  be  so  tickled,  they  would  change  their  state 
And  situation  with  those  dancing  chips. 
O'er  whom  thy  fineers  walk  with  gentle  gait. 
Making  dead  wood  more  bless'd  than  living  lips. 
Since  saucy  jacks  so  happy  are  in  this. 
Give  them  thy  lingers,  me  thy  lix>s  to  kiss. 

CXXIX. 

The  expense  of  spirit  in  a  waste  of  shame 
Is  lust  m  action ;  and  till  action,  lust 
Is  perjur'd,  murderous,  bloody,  fViU  of  blame. 
Savage,  extreme,  rude,  cruel,  not  to  trust; 
Knjoy'd  no  sooner,  but  despised  straight ; 
Past  reason  hunted;  and  no  sooner  had. 
Past  reason  hated, as  a  swallow'd  bait. 
On  purpose  laid  to  make  the  taker  mad : 
Mad  in  pursuit,  and  in  possession  so ; 
Had,  having,  and  in  auest  to  have,  extreme; 
A  bliss  in  proof,— «na  prov'd,  a  very  woe ; 
Before,  a  joy  proposed;  behind,  a  ctream : 

All  this  the  world  well  knows ;  yet  none  knows 
well 

To  shun  the  he«Ten  that  leads  men  to  this  hell. 

CXXX. 

My  mistress  eyes  are  nothing  like  the  sun ; 
Coral  is  ikr  more  red  than  her  lips'  red : 

*  BmaJl  bamners,  aovwl  by  keys,  whkh  stride  the 
strings  of  a  vSrvliuU.  | 


If  snow  be  white,  why  then  her  breasts  are  dun; 

If  hairs  be  wires,  black  wires  grow  on  her  head. 

I  have  seen  roses  damask'd.  red  and  white. 

But  no  such  roses  see  I  in  her  cheeks  ; 

And  in  some  perfbmes  is  there  more  delight 

Than  in  the  breath  that  from  my  mistress  reeki. 

I  love  to  hear  her  speak, — yet  well  I  know 

That  music  hath  a  Ikr  more  pleasing  sound ; 

1  gprant  I  never  saw  a  goddess  go,~ 

My  mistress,  when  she  walks,  treads  on  tbe  ground; 
And  yet,  by  Heaven,  I  think  my  love  as  rare 
As  any  she  belied  with  fitlse  compare. 

CXXXI. 

Thou  art  as  tyrannous,  so  as  thou  art. 

As  those  whose  beauties  proudly  make  them  cmd; 

For  well  thou  know'st  to  my  dear  dotin|(  heart 

Tliou  art  the  fttirest  and  most  precious  jewel. 

Yet,  in  good  ftuth,  some  say  that  thee  behold. 

Thy  lace  hath  not  the  power  to  make  love  groan  t 

To  say  they  err,  I  dare  not  be  so  bold. 

Although  I  swear  it  to  myself  alone. 

And,  to  be  sure  that  is  not  fiilse  I  swear. 

A  thousand  groans,  but  thinking  on  thy  lace. 

One  on  another's  neck,  do  witness  bear 

Thy  black  is  ftirest  in  my  judgment's  place. 

In  nothing  art  thou  black,  save  in  thy  deeds. 

And  thence  this  slander,  as  1  think,  proceeds. 

CXXXII. 

Thine  eyes  I  love,  and  they,  as  pitying  me. 
Knowing  thy  heart,  torment  me  with  disdain; 
Have  put  on  black,  and  loving  moumftrs  be. 
Looking  with  pretty  ruth  upon  my  pain. 
And  truly  not  the  morning  sun  of  heaven 
Better  becomes  the  grey  checks  of  the  east. 
Nor  that  full  star  that  ushers  in  the  even. 
Doth  half  that  glory  to  the  sober  west. 
As  those  two  mourning  eyes  becume  thy  fitee; 
0,  let  it  then  as  well  beseem  thy  heart 
To  mourn  for  me,  since  mourning  doth  thee  grtee 
And  suit  thy  pity  like  in  every  part. 
Then  will  I  swear  beauty  herself  is  black. 
And  all  they  foul  that  thy  complexion  larfe 

cxxxni. 

Beshrew  that  heart  that  makes  my  heart  to  grAsa 
For  (hat  deep  wound  it  gives  my  friend  aitd  me! 
Is  t  not  enough  to  torture  me  alone. 
But  slave  to  slavery  my  sweet'st  friend  most  be ! 
Me  fVom  myself  thy  cruel  eye  hath  taken. 
And  my  next  self  mou  harder  hast  en^roesM ; 
Of  him,  myself,  and  thee,  I  am  forsaken; 
A  torment  thrice  three-told  thus  to  be  crossM. 
Prison  my  heart  in  thy  steel  bosom's  ward. 
But  then  my  rViend's  heart  let  my  poor  heart  bail 
Whoe  er  keeps  me,  let  piy  heart  be  his  ^uard; 
Thou  canst  not  then  use  rigor  m  my  gaol : 
And  yet  thou  wilt;  for  I,  being  pent  in  thee, 
Perlbrce  am  thine,  and  all  that  is  in  me. 

CXXXIV. 

So  now  I  have  confes8*d  that  he  is  thine. 
And  I  myself  am  mortgag'd  to  thy  will ; 
Myself  rll  forfeit,  so  that  other  mine 
Thou  wilt  restore,  to  be  my  comfort  still : 
But  thou  wilt  not,  nor  he  will  not  be  fhee. 
For  thou  art  covetous,  snd  he  is  kind ; 
He  leam'd  but,  surety-like,  to  write  for  me. 
Under  that  bond  that  him  as  fiist  doth  bind. 
The  statute^  of  thy  beauty  thou  wilt  take. 
Thou  usurer,  that  put*st  mrth  all  to  use. 
And  sue  a  friend,  came  debtor  for  my  ml 
So  him  I  lose  through  rav  unkind  abuse. 
Him  have  I  lost;  thou  nast  both  him  and  b 
He  pays  the  whole,  and  yet  am  I  not  A«a. 

CXXXV. 

Whoever  hath  her  wish,  thou  hast  thy  will. 
And  will  to  boot,  and  will  in  over-plus ; 
More  than  enough  am  I  that  vex  tbee  still. 
To  thy  sweet  will  making  addition  thus. 
Wilt  thou,  whose  will  is  large  and  spaeioua,  _ 
Not  once  vouchsafe  to  hide  mv  will  in  thinr  ' 

^Obil^itlaB. 
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Shall  will  in  others  se<^m  rifcht  ^n^cious, 
Anil  in  my  will  no  foir  acceptance  thine  1 
The  6ea«  all  water,  yet  receives  rain  still, 
And  in  abundance  addeth  to  his  store ; 
So  thou,  bein^  rich  in  will,  add  to  thy  will 
One  will  of  mine,  to  make  thy  large  will  more. 

Let  no  unkind,  no  fiiir  beseechers  kill ; 

Think  all  but  one,  and  me  in  that  one  IVilt, 

CXXXVI. 

If  thy  soul  check  thee  that  I  come  so  near. 
Swear  to  thy  blind  soul  that  I  was  thy  IViUt 
And  will,  thy  soul  knows,  is  admitted  there; 
Thus  far  for  love,  my  love-suit,  sweet,  Aiifil. 
Will  will  fulDl  the  treasure  of  thy  love, 
Ay,  All  it  Alii  with  wills,  and  my  will  one. 
In  things  of  great  receipt  with  ease  we  prove ; 
A  mon^  a  number  one  is  reckoned  none. 
Then  in  the  number  let  me  pass  untold. 
Though  in  thy  stores'  account  I  one  must  be ; 
For  nothing  hold  me.  so  it  please  thee  hold 
That  nothing  me,  a  somethmg  sweet  to  thee: 
Make  but  my  name  thy  love,  and  love  that  still, 
thou  lov'st  me,— for  my  name  is  WUL 


And  then 


CXXXVII. 


Thou  blind  fool,  Love,  what  dost  thou  to  mine  eyes, 
That  they  behold,  and  see  not  what  they  see  ? 
They  know  what  beauty  is,  see  where  it  lies, 
Yet  what  the  best  is,  talce  the  worst  to  be. 
If  eyes,  corrupt  by  over-partial  looks 
Be  anchorM  in  the  bay  where  all  men  ride. 
Why  of  eyes*  falsehood  hast  thou  forged  hooks, 
Whereto  the  Judgment  of  my  heart  in  lied  ? 
Why  Hhould  my  Tieart  think  that  a  several  plot, 
Which  my  heart  knows  the  wide  world's  common 

place  1 
Or  mine  eyes,  seeing  this,  say  this  is  not, 
To  put  fair  truth  upon  so  foul  a  face ; 
Id  things  right  true  my  heart  and  eyes  haveerr*d, 
And  to  thislaise  plague  are  they  now  transferr'd. 

CXXXVIIL 

When  my  love  swears  that  she  is  made  of  truth, 
1  do  believe  her,  though  I  know  she  lies; 
That  she  ^night  think  me  some  untutor*d  youth, 
Unlearned  in  the  world's  false  subtilties. 
Thus  vainly  thinking  that  she  thinks  me  young, 
Although  she  knows  my  days  are  past  the  best. 
Simply  1  credit  her  false-speaking  tongue, 
On  both  sides  thus  is  simple  truth  suppresL 
But  wherefore  says  she  not  she  is  uniust? 
And  wherefore  say  not  I  that  I  am  old  t 
O,  love's  best  habit  is  in  seeming  trust. 
And  age  in  love  loves  not  to  have  years  told: 
Therefore  I  lie  with  her,  and  she  with  me, 
And  in  our  &ulta  by  lies  we  flatter'd  be. 

CXXXIX. 

O,  call  not  me  to  justify  the  wrong 
That  thy  unkindness  lays  upon  my  heart; 
Wound  me  not  with  thine  eye,  but  with  thy  tongue; 
Use  power  with  power,  and  slay  me  not  by  art. 
Tell  me  thou  lov\t  elsewhere :  but  in  my  sight, 
Dear  heart,  forbear  to  glance  tliinc  eye  aside. 
What  need'st  thou  wound  with  cunning,  when  thy 

might 
Is  more  than  my  oVrpress'd  defence  can  *bide  t 
Let  me  excuse  thee ;  ah  !  my  love  well  knows 
Her  pretty  looks  have  been  mine  enemies; 
And  therefore  from  my  fkce  «he  turns  my  foes^ 
That  they  elsewhere  might  aart  their  injuries: 
Yet  do  not  so;  but  since  I  am  near  slam. 
Kill  me  outright  with  looks,  and  rid  my  pain. 

CXL. 

Be  wise  as  thou  art  cruel ;  do  not  presa 
My  tongue-tied  patience  with  too  much  disdain; 
Lest  sorrow  lend  me  words,  and  words  express 
The  manner  of  my  pity-wanting  pain. 
If  I  might  teach  tnee  wit,  better  it  were. 
Though  not  to  love,  yet,  love,  to  tell  me  so ; 
f  As  testy  sick  men,  when  their  deaths  be  near. 
No  news  but  health  from  their  physicians  know ;] 
For.  if  I  should  deopair,  I  should  grow  mad, 
Ajid  in  mv  madness  miirht  sneak  ill  of  thre: 


Now  this  ill-wresting  world  is  grown  so  bad. 
Mad  slanderers  by  mad  cars  believed  be. 
That  I  may  not  be  so,  nor  thou  belied, 
Bear  thine  eyes  straight,  though  thy  proud  heart 
go  wide. 

CXLL 

In  fliith  I  do  not  love  thee  with  mine  eyes. 
For  they  in  thee  a  thousand  errors  note ; 
But  'tis  my  heart  that  loves  what  they  desplsA 
Who  in  despite  of  view  is  pleas'd  to  dote. 
Nor  are  my  ears  with  thy  tongue's  tune  delighte«i 
Nor  tender  feeling,  to  base  touches  prone ; 
Nor  taste  nor  smell,  desire  to  be  invited 
To  any  sensual  feast  with  thee  alone : 
But  my  five  wits,  nor  my  five  senses  can 
Dissuade  one  foolish  heart  firom  serving  thee. 
Who  leaves  unsway'd  the  likeness  of  a  man, 
Thy  nroud  heart's  slave  and  vassal  wretch  to  be 
Only  my  plague  thus  fkr  I  count  my  gain. 
That  she  that  makes  me  sin,  awards  me  paia 

CXLII. 

Love  IB  my  sin,  and  thy  dear  virtue  hate. 
Hate  of  my  sin,  grounded  on  sinful  loving: 

0  but  with  mine  compare  thou  thine  own  state. 
And  thou  shalt  find  it  merits  not  reproving ; 
Or,  if  It  do,  not  from  those  lips  of  thine, 

That  have  profan'd  their  scarlet  ornaments. 

And  seal'd  Mne  bonds  of  love  as  ofl  as  mine; 

Robb'd  others'  beds'  revenues  of  their  rents. 

Be  it  lawfiil  I  love  thee,  as  thou  lov'st  those 

Whom  thine  eyes  woo  as  mine  imptirtune  thee; 

Root  pity  in  thy  heart,  that,  when  it  grows. 

Thy  pity  may  deserve  to  pitied  be. 
If  thou  dost  seek  to  have  what  thou  dost  hide. 
By  self-example  may'st  thou  be  denied ! 

CXLIIL 

Lo,  as  a  carefril  housewife  runs  to  catch 
One  of  her  feather'd  creatures  broke  away, 
Sets  down  her  babe,  and  makes  all  swill  despatcl: 
In  pursuit  of  the  thing  she  would  have  stay ; 
Whilst  her  neglected  child  holds  her  in  chase, 
Cries  to  catch  ner  whose  busy  care  is  bent 
To  follow  that  which  dies  before  her  face. 
Not  prizing  her  poor  infant's  discontent; 
So  runn'st  thou  alter  that  which  fiies  from  thee, 
Whilst  I  thy  babe  chase  thee  afar  behind ; 
But  if  thou  catch  thy  hope,  turn  back  to  me, 
And  play  the  mother's  part,  kiss  me,  be  kind  : 
So  will  I  pray  that  thou  may'st  have  thy  Will, 
If  thou  turn  back,  and  my  loud  crying  still. 

CXLIV. 

Two  loves  I  have  of  comfort  and  despair. 
Which  like  two  spirits  do  suggest  me  still ; 
The  better  angel  is  a  man  right  fair. 
The  worser  spirit  a  woman,  color'd  ill. 
To  win  me  soon  to  hell,  my  female  evil 
Tempteth  my  better  angel  fVom  my  side. 
And  would  corrupt  my  saint  to  be  a  devil. 
Wooing  his  purity  with  her  foul  pride. 
And  whether  that  my  an^el  be  turn'd  fiend. 
Suspect  I  may,  yet  not  directly  tell ; 
But,  being  both  from  me,  both  to  each  friend, 

1  guess  one  angel  in  the  other's  hell. 

Yet  this  shall  I  ne'er  know,  but  live  in  doubtj 
Till  my  bad  angel  fire  my  good  one  out 

CXLV. 

Those  lips  that  Love's  own  hand  did  make. 

Breath 'd  forth  the  sound  that  said,  **!  hate/* 

To  me  that  languish'd  for  her  sake : 

But  when  she  saw  my  woeful  state. 

Straight  in  heart  did  mercy  come. 

Chiding  that  tongue,  that  ever  sweet 

Was  used  in  giving  gentle  doom: 

And  taught  it  thus  anew  to  greet: 

**  I  hate'  she  alter'd  with  an  end. 

That  folio w'd  it  as  gentle  day 

Doth  follow  night,  who  like  a  fiend 

From  heaven  to  hell  is  flown  away. 
**  I  bate"  from  hate  away  she  threw, 
And  sav'd  mv  life.  savinK— **not  voiL 
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CXLVl. 

oor  Koul,  the  centre  of  my  sinAil  earth, 
Dol'd  by  those  rebel  i)owers  that  thee  array. 
^hy  (lost  thou  pine  within,  and  suflier  dearth, 
ainting  thy  outward  walls  so  costly  gay  1 
/^hy  tui  large  cost,  having  so  short  a  lease, 
ost  thou  upon  thy  fading  mansion  spend? 
hall  worms,  inheritors  ot  this  excess. 
;at  up  thy  charge?    Is  this  thy  body's  end ? 
hen,  soul,  live  thou  upon  thy  servant's  loss, 
,nd  let  that  pine  to  aggravate  thy  store ; 
luy  terms  divine  in  Helling  hours  of  dross; 
^Mthin  be  fed,  without  be  rich  no  more: 
So  siialt  thou  feed  on  Death,  that  feeds  on  men, 
And,  Death  once  dead,there*s  no  more  dying  then. 

CXLVII. 

f  y  love  is  as  a  fever,  longmg  still 

'or  that  which  longer  nurseth  the  disease; 

'eedmg  on  that  which  doth  preserve  the  ill,* 

i'lie  uncertain  sickly  appetite  to  please. 

ly  reason,  the  physician  to  my  love. 

Lngry  that  his  prescriptions  are  not  kept, 

laUi  lell  me.  and  I  desperate  now  approve ; 

)psire  is  death,  which  physic  did  except. 

>a8t  cure  I  am,  now  reason  is  past  cure, 

Lnd  frantic  mad  with  evermore  unrest; 

iy  thoughts  and  my  discourse  as  mad  men's  are, 

Lt  random  from  the  truth  vainly  expressed ; 

For  I  have  sworn  thee  &ir,  and  thought  thee 
bright, 

Who  art  as  black  as  hell,  asxiark  as  night. 

CXLVIII. 

)  me!  what  eyes  hath  love  put  in  my  head, 
Vhlch  have  no  correspondence  with  true  sight! 
)r,  if  they  have,  where  is  my  judgment  fled, 
fhat  censures  talsely  what  they  see  aright? 
f  that  be  fair  whereon  my  false  eyes  dote. 
kVhat  means  the  world  to  say  it  is  not  so  t 
fit  be  not,  then  love  doth  well  denote 
Lovers  eye  is  not  so  true  as  all  men's :  no, 
low  csn  it?    O  how  can  Love's  eye  be  true, 
fhat  IS  so  vex'd  with  watching  and  with  team? 
So  marvel  then  though  I  mistake  my  view ; 
rhe  sun  itself  sees  not,  till  heaven  clears. 

O  cunnmg  Love !  with  tears  thou  keep'st  me 
blind. 

Lest  eyes  wellnteeing  thy  foul  &ults  should  find. 

CXLIX. 

Canst  thou,  0  cruel !  say  I  love  thee  not, 
When  1,  against  myself;  with  thee  partake? 
Do  I  not  think  on  tnee,  when  I  forgot 
A.m  of  myself)  all  tyrant,  for  thy  sake  ? 
Who  hateth  tnee  that  I  do  call  my  ftiend  ? 
On  whom  frown'st  thou  that  I  do  fiiwn  upon? 
Nay  if  thou  low'rst  on  me,  do  I  not  spend 
Revenge  upon  myself  with  present  moan? 
What  ment  do  1  m  myself  respect. 
That  is  so  proud  thy  service  to  despise, 
When  all  my  best  doth  worship  thy  delect, 
Commanded  by  the  motion  of  thine  eyes? 

But,  love,  hate  on,  for  now  I  know  thy  mind ; 

Those  tliat  can  see  thou  lov'st,  and  I  am  blind. 

CL. 

O,  fh>m  what  power  hast  thou  this  powerflil  might. 
With  insutticiency  my  heart  to  sway  ? 
To  make  me  give  the  lie  to  my  true  sight. 
And  swear  that  brightness  doth  not  grace  the  day? 
Whence  bast  thou  this  becoming  of  things  ill, 
That  in  tha  very  reAiae  of  thy  deeds 


There  is  such  strength  and  wmrrantiae  of  aldlly 
That  in  my  mind,  thy  worst  all  best  exceeds? 
Who  taught  thee   how  to  make   me  lovi^ 

more, 
The  more  I  hear  and  see  just  cau»v  Oi  hair  * 
O,  though  I  love  what  others  do  abhor. 
With  others  thou  shouldst  not  abhor  my  stote; 

If  thy  unworthiness  rais'd  love  in  me. 

More  worthy  I  to  be  belov'd  of  thee. 

CLL 

Love  is  too  young  to  know  what  conscience  is : 
Yet  who  knows  not,  conscience  is  born  of  love* 
Then,  gentle  cheater,  urge  not  my  amiss. 
Lest  guilty  of  my  faults  thy  sweet  self  prow 
For  thou  betraying  me,  1  do  betray 
My  nobler  part  to  my  gross  body's  treason; 
My  boul  doth  tell  my  t>ody  that  ne  may 
Triumph  in  love;  flesh  stays  no  farther  reaaoti. 
But,  rising  at  thy  name,  doth  point  out  thee 
As  his  triumphant  prize.    Proud  of  this  pride. 
He  is  contented  thy  poor  drudge  to  be. 
To  stand  in  thy  aimirs,  fiiU  by  thy  side. 
No  want  of  conscience  .^old  it  that  I  call 
Her — love,  lor  whose  dear  love  I  rise  and  fidL 

CLH. 

in  loving  thee  thou  know'st  I  am  fbrswom. 
But  thou  art  twice  forsworn,  to  me  love  swearing; 
In  act  thy  bed-vow  broke,  and  new  faith  torn. 
In  vowing  new  hate  after  new  love  t>eanng. 
But  why  of  two  oaths*  breach  do  I  accuse  thee. 
When  I  break  twenty  ?    1  am  perjur'd  most ; 
For  all  my  vows  are  oaths  but  to  misuse  thee. 
And  all  my  honest  faith  in  thee  is  lost: 
For  I  have  sworn  deep  oaths  of  thy  deep  kindness^ 
Oaths  of  thy  love,  thy  truth,  thy  constancy; 
And,  to  enlighten  thee,  gave  eyes  to  blindness. 
Or  made  them  swear  against  the  thing  thev  see: 
For  I  have  sworn  thee  fair:  more  pcrjur*d  1, 
To  swear,  against  the  truth,  so  foul  a  lie. 

CLIII. 

Cupid  laid  by  his  brand,  and  fell  asleep: 
A  maid  of  Dian*s  this  advantage  found. 
And  his  love-kindling  fire  did  quickly  steep 
In  a  cold  x'alley-fountain  of  that  ground ; 
Which  borrowM  from  this  holy  fire  of  love 
A  dateless  lively  heat,  still  to  endure. 
And  grew  a  seething  bath,  which  yet  men  proire 
Against  strange  maladies  a  sovereign  cure. 
But  at  my  mistress'  eye  Loye*8  brand  new-Ared, 
The  boy  for  trial  needs  would  touch  my  breast; 
I,  sick  withal,  the  help  of  bath  desired. 
And  thither  hied,  a  sad  distemper'd  guest, 
But  found  no  cure;  the  bath  for  my  help  lies 
Where  Cupid  got  new  fire,— my  mistress'  eyas. 

CLIV. 

The  little  love-god,  lying  once  asleep. 
Laid  by  his  side  his  heart-in  flaming  brand. 
Whilst  many  nymphs  that  vow'a  chaste  life  Ic 

keep. 
Came  tripping  by;  but  in  her  maiden  band 
The  fairest  votary  took  up  that  fire 
Which  many  legions  of  true  hearts  had  warm'd; 
And  so  the  general  of  hot  desire 
Was  sleeping,  by  a  virgin  hand  disarm'd. 
This  brand  she  quenched  in  a  cool  well  by. 
Which  from  Love's  fire  took  heat  perpetiuu. 
Growing  a  bath  and  healthf\il  remedy 
For  men  diseas'd;  but  I,  my  mistress*  thrall. 
Came  there  for  cure,  and  this  by  that  I  pro^  , 
Love's  fire  heats  water,  water  cools  not  love. 


'I    I 
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I. 

Dn>  not  the  heayenly  rhetoric  of  thine  eye, 
'Gain«t  whom  the  worid  could  not  hold  argument, 
Persuade  my  heart  to  this  Ihlse  perjury  ? 
v'owK  for  thee  broke  deserve  not  punishment. 
A  woman  I  forswore ;  but  I  will  prove, 
Thou  being  a  goddess,  I  forswore  not  thee : 
My  vow  was  earthly,  thou  a  heavenly  love ; 
Thy  grace  being  gain'd  cures  all  disgrace  in  me. 
My  vow  was  breath,  and  breath  a  vapor  is: 
Then,  thou  fair  sun,  that  on  this  eartn  doth  shine, 
Exhale  this  vapor  vow ;  in  thee  it  is : 
if  broken,  then  it  is  no  fault  of  mine. 

If  bv  mo  broke,  what  fool  is  not  so  wise 
•  To  lose  an  oath  to  win  a  paradise  1 

II. 

Sweet  Cytherea,  sitting  by  a  brook, 

Willi  young  Adonis,  lovely,  flresh,  and  green, 

Did  court  the  lad  with  many  a  lovely  look. 

Such  looks  as  none  could  look  but  t>eauty  ■  queen. 

Sne  told  him  stories  to  delight  his  ear; 

She  show'd  him  &vors  to  allure  his  eye ; 

To  win  his  heart,  she  touch'd  him  here  and  there: 

Touches  so  soil  still  conquer  chastity. 

But  whether  unripe  years  did  want  conceit. 

Or  he  refused  to  take  her  tigur'd  proDer, 

The  tchder  nibbler  would  not  touch  the  bait, 

But  smile  and  Jest  at  every  gentle  oiler : 

Then  fell  8heon  her  bacK,fair  queen, and  toward; 

He  rose  and  ran  away ;  ah,  Ibol  too  fro  ward ! 

III. 

If  love  make  me  forsworn,  how  shall  I  swear  to  love ! 

O  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vow'd : 

Though  to  myself  forsworn,  to  thee  I'll  constant 
prove ; 

Those  thoughts,  to  me  like  oaks,  to  thee  like  oeiera 
bow*d. 

Study  his  bias  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine 
eyes. 

Where  all  those  pleasures  live  that  art  can  com- 
prehend. 

.  f  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  shall  suf- 
rtce; 

'>Vell  learned  is  that  tongue  that  well  can  thee 
commend ; 

\  1 1  i  gnorant  that  sou  I  that  sees  thee  without  wonder ; 

Which  is  to  me  some  praise,  that  I  thy  purts  ad- 
mire: 

Thine  eye  Jove's  lightning  seems,  thy  voice  bis 
dreadful  thunder. 

Which  (not  to  anger  bent]  is  music  and  sweet  fire; 
Celestial  as  thou  art,  O  do  not  love  that  wrong. 
To  sing  the  heavens'  praise  with  such  an  earthly 
tongue. 

IV. 

Scarce  had  the  sun  dried  up  the  dewy  mom. 
And  scarce  the  herd  gone  to  the  hedge  for  shade. 
When  Cytherea,  all  in  love  forlorn, 
A  longing  tarriance  for  Adonis  made, 
Under  an  osier  growing  by  a  brook, 
A  brook  where  Adon  used  to  cool  his  spleen. 
Hot  was  the  day ;  she  hotter  that  did  look 
For  his  approach,  that  often  there  had  been. 
Anon  he  comes,  and  throws  his  mantle  by. 
And  stood  stark  naked  on  the  brook's  ^reen  brim; 
The  sun  look'd  on  the  world  with  glorious  eye, 
Yet  not  so  wistly  as  this  oueen  on  nim : 

He,  spying  her,  bounc'd  in,  whereas  he  stood; 

Oh  Jove,  quoth  she,  why  was  not  I  a  flood  t 

V. 

Fair  is  my  love,  but  not  so  fUr  as  fickle; 
Mild  as  a  dove,  but  neither  true  nor  trusty ; 
Briaiiter  than  glass,  and  yet,  as  glass  is,  brittle, 
4c  (U.  *  than  wax,  and  yet,  as  iron,  rusty : 


A  Illy  pale,  with  damask  dye  a»  grace  ber. 
None  fairer,  nor  none  falser  t>  deface  h^r 

Her  lips  to  mine  how  often  hath  she  join'd. 
Between  each  kiss  her  oatbs  of  true  love  swearing 
How  many  tales  to  please  me  hath  she  coin'd. 
Dreading  my  love,  the  loss  thereof  still  fearing ! 
Yet  in  the  midst  of  all  her  pure  protestinxs. 
Her  &ith,  her  oaths,  her  tears,  and  all  wen 
jes  tings. 

She  burnt  with  love,  as  straw  with  fire  flameth. 
She  burnt  out  love,  as  soon  as  straw  out  bumeth; 
She  fram'd  the  love,  and  yet  she  fbil'd  the  fhiming , 
She  bade  love  last,  and  yet  she  fell  a  turning. 
Was  this  a  lover,  or  a  lecher  whether  1 
Bad  in  the  best,  though  excellent  in  neither. 

VI. 

If  music  and  sweet  poetry  agree. 
As  they  must  needs,  the  sister  and  the  brother. 
Then  must  the  love  be  great  'twixt  thee  and  me. 
Because  thou  lov  st  the  one,  and  I  the  other. 
Dowland  to  thee  is  dear,  whose  heavenly  touch 
Upon  the  lute  doth  ravish  human  sense; 
Spenser  to  me.  whose  deep  conceit  is  such,  * 
As,  passing  all  conceit,  needs  no  defence. 
Thou  lov'st  to  hear  the  sweet  melodious  sound 
That  Phoebus'  lute,  the  queen  of  music,  makes; 
And  in  deep  delight  am  chiefly  drown'd, 
Whenas  himself  to  singing  he  betakes. 

One  god  is  god  of  botn,  as  poets  feign ; 

One  knight  loves  both,  and  both  in  thee  remain. 

VII. 
Fair  was  the  mom,  when  the  fhir  queen  of  love,* 

Paler  for  sorrow  than  her  milk-white  dove. 
For  Adon 's sake,  a  youngster  proud  and  wild: 
Her  stand  she  takes  upon  a  steep-up  hill: 
Anon  Adonis  comes  with  horn  and  hounds ; 
She.  silly  queen,  with  more  than  love's  good  will. 
Forbade  the  boy  he  should  not  pass  those  grounds; 
Once,  quoth  she,  did  I  see  a  fair  sweet  youth 
Here  in  these  brakes  deep-wounded  with  a  boar, 
Deep  in  the  thigh,  a  sp**ctacle  of  ruth ! 
See  in  my  thigh,  quoth  she,  here  was  the  sore: 
She  showed  hers :  he  saw  more  wounds  than  one. 
And  blushing  fled,  and  left  her  all  alone. 

VIII. 

Sweet  rose,  fbir  flower,  untimely  pluck'd,  soon 
fkded, 

Pluck'd  in  the  bud,  and  fkded  in  the  spring  ! 

Bright  orient  pearl,  alack !  too  timely  shaded  ! 

Fair  creature,  lei U'd  too  soon  by  death  s  sharp  sting  I 
Like  a  green  plum  that  hangs  upon  a  tree, 
And  falls,  through  wind,  before  the  fall  should  be 

I  weep  fbr  thee,  and  yet  no  cause  I  have ; 
For  whyl  thou  left'st  me  nothing  in  thv  will 
And  yet  thou  left'st  me  more  than  I  did  crave ; 
For  why  1  I  craved  nothing  of  thee  still: 

0  yes.  dear  friend,  I  pardon  crave  of  thee; 

Thy  discontent  thou  didst  bequeath  to  roe. 

IX. 

Venus,  with  Adonis  sitting  by  her, 

Under  a  myrtle  shade,  began  to  woo  him : 

She  told  the  youngling  how  god  Mars  did  try  her, 

And  as  he  Ml  to  her,  she  fyllto  him. 

Even  thus,  quoth  she,  the  warlike  god  embraced 

me; 
And  then  she  clipp'd  Adonis  in  bcr  arms : 
Even  thus,  quoth  she,  the  warlike  god  unlaced  me: 
As  if  the  tmy  should  use  like  loving  charms. 

■Tbs  stcoDd  line  Is  tost 
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Clear  vrells  spring  not. 
Sweet  birds  siii^  not, 
Green  plants  bring  not 

Forth;  tliey  die: 
Herds  stand  weeping. 
Flocks  all  sleeping, 
Kymphs  back  peeping 

Fearfully. 
All  our  pleasure  known  to  us  poor  swains, 
All  our  merry  meetings  on  the  plains, 
A.11  our  evening  sport  from  us  is  tied, 
All  our  love  is  lost,  for  Lo?e  is  dead. 
Farewell,  sweet  love, 
Thy  like  ne'er  was 

(or  a  sweet  content,  the  cause  of  all  my 
moan: 
Poor  Coridon 
Must  live  alone, 

Other  help  for  him  I  see  that  there  is  none. 

XVII. 

When  as  thine  eye  hath  chose  the  dame. 
And  fttalfd  the  deer  that  thou  shouldst  strike, 
Let  reason  rule  things  worthy  blame, 
An  well  as  fancy,  partial  wight: 

Take  counsel  ot  some  wiser  head« 

Neither  too  young,  nor  yet  unwed. 

And  when  thou  com*st  thy  tale  to  tell. 
Smooth  not  thy  tongue  with  tiled  talk. 
Lest  she  some  subtle  practice  smell; 
(A  cripple  soon  can  find  a  halt:) 

But  plainly  say  thou  lov*st  her  weU, 

And  set  her  person  forth  to  sell. 

What  though  her  frowning  brows  be  bent. 

Her  cloudy  lookn  will  calm  ere  night; 

AMd  then  too  late  she  will  repent, 

Tiiat  thus  dissembled  her  delight; 
And  twice  desire,  ere  it  be  day. 
That  which  with  scorn  she  put  away. 

What  though  she  strive  to  try  her  strength. 
And  ban  and  brawl,  and  say  thee  nay, 
Her  feeble  force  will  yield  at  length. 
When  craft  hath  taught  her  thus  to  say: 

**Had  women  been  so  strong  as  men, 

In  faith  you  had  not  had  it  then." 

And  to  her  will  frame  all  thy  ways; 
Spare  not  to  spend,— and  chiefly  there 
Where  thy  desert  may  merit  praise. 
By  ringing  in  thy  lady*s  ear: 

The  strongest  castle,  tower,  and  town. 

The  golden  bullet  beats  it  down. 

Serve  always  with  assured  trust. 

And  in  thy  suit  be  humble,  true ; 

Unless  thy  lady  prove  unjust, 

Preifs  never  thou  to  choose  anew : 
When  time  sliall  serve,  be  thou  not  slack 
To  profler,  though  she  put  thee  back. 

The  wiles  and  ffuiles  that  women  work. 
Dissembled  witn  an  outward  show. 
The  tricks  and  toys  that  in  them  lurk. 
The  cock  that  treads  them  shall  not  know. 
Have  you  not  heard  it  said  AiU  oft, 
A  woman's  nay  doth  stand  for  nought  1 

Think  women  still  to  strive  with  men, 
To  sin,  and  never  for  to  saint : 
There  is  no  heaven,  by  holy  then, 
When  time  with  age  shall  them  attaint 

Were  kisses  all  the  joys  in  bed, 

One  woman  would  another  wed. 

But  soft;  enough,— too  much  I  fear, 
Lent  that  my  mistress  hear  ro  v  song ; 
:>  he'll  not  stick  to  round  me  i' th'  ear. 
To  teach  my  tongue  to  be  so  long : 

Yet  will  she  blush,  here  be  it  said, 

To  hear  her  secrets  so  bewray'd. 

XVIII. 

Live  with  me,  and  be  my  love, 
And  ive  will  all  the  pleasures  prove 
That  mils  and  valleys,  dales,  and  fields. 
And  all  the  craggy  mountains  yields. 

There  will  we  sit  upon  the  rocks. 

And  «^  the  shepherds  feed  their  ftocka, 


Bv  shallow  rivers,  by  whose  falls 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals. 


There  will  I  make  thee  a  bed  of  i 
With  a  thousand  fragrant  posies, 
A  cap  of  dowers  and  a  kirtle 
Embroidered  all  with  leaves  of  myrtle. 

A  belt  of  straw  and  ivy  buds. 
With  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs; 
And  if  these  pleasures  may  thee  move, 
Then  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 

Lovs*B  Anbwse. 

If  that  the  world  and  iove  were  young. 
And  truth  in  every  sliepherd's  tongue. 
These  pretty  pleasures  might  me  move 
To  live  with  thee  and  be  thy  love 

XIX. 

As  it  MX  upon  a  day. 

In  the  merry  month  of  May, 

Sitting  in  a  pleasant  shade, 

Which  a  grove  of  myrtles  made. 

Beasts  did  leap,  and  birds  did  sing, 

Tre^  did  grow,  and  plants  did  spnnc. 

Every  thing  did  banish  moan, 

Save  the  nightingale  alone : 

She,  poor  bird,  as  all  forlorn, 

LeanM  her  breast  up-till  a  thorn. 

And  there  sung  the  dolefulfst  dittjr. 

That  to  hear  it  was  great  pity : 

Fie,  fie,  fie,  now  would  she  cry, 

Tcru,  Teru,  by  and  by ; 

That  to  hear  her  so  complain. 

Scarce  I  could  from  tears  refrain ; 

For  her  griefe  so  lively  shown, 

Made  me  think  upon  mine  own. 

Ah!  thought  I,  thou  mourn *st  in  vain ; 

None  take  pity  on  thy  pain : 

Senseless  trees,  they  cannot  hear  thee; 

Ruthless  bean,  they  will  not  cheer  thee; 

King  Pandion,  he  is  dead ; 

AH  thy  friends  are  lapp*d  in  lead: 

All  thy  fellow-birds  do  sing. 

Careless  of  thy  sorrowing, 

Even  so,  poor  bird,  like  thee. 

None  alive  will  pity  me. 

Whilst  as  tickle  fortune  nmiVa. 

Thou  and  I  were  both  beguiro. 

Every  one  that  flatters  thee. 

Is  no  fViend  in  misery. 

Words  are  easy  like  the  wind ; 

Faithtbl  friends  are  hard  to  rind. 

Every  man  will  be  thy  friend. 

Whilst  thou  hast  wherewith  to  spend . 

But  if  store  of  crowns  be  scant, 

No  man  will  supply  thy  wanL 

If  that  one  be  prodigal, 

Bountiftil  they  will  him  call ; 

And  with  such  like  flattering, 

•*Pity  but  he  were  a  king." 

If  he  bo  addict  to  vice. 

Quickly  him  they  will  entice ; 

uto  women  he  be  bent. 

They  have  him  at  commandementf 

But  if  fortune  once  do  frown. 

Then  fkrewell  his  great  renown: 

They  that  fiiwn*d  on  him  before. 

Use  his  company  no  more. 

He  that  is  thy  fi-iend  indeed. 

He  will  help  thee  in  thy  need; 

If  thou  sorrow,  he  will  weep ; 

If  thou  wake,  he  car.not  sleep: 

Thus  of  every  grief  in  heart 

He  with  thee  doth  bear  a  part. 

These  are  certain  signs  to  know 

Faithful  friend  from  flattering  foe 

XX. 

Take,  oh,  take  those  lips  away. 
That  so  sweetly  were  forawom ; 

And  those  eyes,  the  break  of  day. 
Lights  that  do  mislead  the  nipmt 

But  my  kisses  bring  again, 

Seals  of  love,  but  sealed  in  vain. 

Hide,  oh,  hide  those  hills  of  snow 
Which  thy  firozea  bosom  bean. 
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lijk  would  have  seem'cl  more  black  and  damned 

here!" 
This  aaid,  in  top  of  rage  the  lines  she  rents, 
Erig  discontent  so  breaking  their  contents. 

A  reverend  man  that  graz'd  his  cattle  nigh, 

Sometime  a  blusterer,  that  the  rufBe  knew 

01' court,  of  city,  and  had  let  go  bv 

The  swiftest  hours,  observed  as  tney  flew. 

Towards  this  afflicted  fancy^  fostlv  drew ; 

And,  privileged  by  age«  desires  to  know 

In  brief,  the  grounds  and  motives  of  her  woe. 

So  slides  he  down  upon  his  grained  bat,< 
And  comely-distant  sits  he  by  her  side ; 
Witen  he  again  desires  her,  being  sat, 
Her  grievance  with  his  bearing  f  'livide : 
If  that  iVom  him  there  may  be  aught  applied 
Which  may  her  suffering  ecstasy  assuage, 
*Tis  promised  in  the  charity  of  age. 

** Father/'  she  says,  **  though  in  me  you  behold 
The  injury  of  many  a  blasting  hour. 
Let  it  not  tell  your  judgment  I  am  old ; 
Not  at;e,  but  sorrow,  over  me  hath  power: 
(  mignt  as  yet  have  been  a  spreading  flower, 
Fresh  to  myself,  if  I  had  self-applied 
Love  to  myseli;  and  to  no  love  beside. 

But  woe  is  me!  too  early  I  attended 

A  youthful  suit  (it  was  to  gain  my  grace) 

Of  ono  by  nature's  outwards  so  commenaed, 

That  maiden's  eyes  stuck  over  all  his  face : 

Love  iack'd  a  dwelling,  and  made  him  her  place; 

And  when  in  his  fair  parts  she  did  abide. 

She  was  new  lodg*d,  and  newly  deified. 

His  browny  locks  did  hang  in  crooked  curls; 
And  every  light  occasion  of  the  wind 
Upon  his  lips  their  silken  parcels  hurls. 
\V hat's  sweet  to  do.  to  do  will  aptly  And: 
liiach  eye  that  saw  him  did  enchant  the  mind ; 
For  on  his  visage  was  in  little  drawn, 
What  largeness  thinks  in  paradise  was  sawn. 

Small  show  of  man  was  yet  upon  his  chin; 
His  phoenix  down  began  but  to  appear, 
Like  unshorn  velvet,  on  that  termless  skin, 
Wliose  bare  out-bragp'd  the  web  it  seem'd  to  wear; 
Yet  sliow'd  his  visage  by  that  cost  most  dear; 
And  nice  affections  wavering  stood  in  doubt 
If  best  'twere  as  it  was,  or  best  without 

His  qualities  were  beauteous  as  his  form, 
•For  maiden-toiigued  he  was,  and  thereof  free; 
Vet,  if  men  mov*d  him,  was  he  such  a  storm 
As  oft  'twixt  May  and  April  is  to  see, 
When  winds  breathe  sweet,  unruly  though  they  be. 
His  rudeness  so  with  his  authoriz  d  youth, 
Did  livery  falseness  in  a  pride  of  truth. 

Well  could  he  ride,  and  often  men  would  say 
'That  horse  his  mettle  ftom  his  rider  takes : 
proud  of  subjection,  noble  by  the  sway. 
What  rounds,  what  bounds,  what  course,  what  stop 

he  makes  !* 
And  controversy  hence  a  question  takes, 
Whether  the  horse  by  him  became  his  deed, 
Or  he  his  manage  by  the  well-doing  steed. 

But  quickly  on  his  side  the  verdict  went; 

His  real  habitude  gave  life  and  grace 

To  apperiainings  and  to  ornament. 

Accomplish 'd  in  himself,  not  in  his  cAse :' 

All  aidH,  themselves  mane  fairer  by  their  place, 

Came  for  additions;  yet  their  purpos'd  trim 

Pieced  not  his  grace,  but  were  all  graced  by  him. 

Po  on  the  tip  of  his  subduing  tongue 
All  kind  of  arguments  and  question  deep, 
All  leplication  prompt,  and  reason  strong, 
Foi  his  advantage  stil'  did  wake  and  sleep: 
To  make  the  wecpei  laugh,  the  laugher  weep. 
Me  had  the  dialect  and  ditlerent  skill. 
Catching  all  passions  in  his  craft  of  will ; 

That  he  did  in  the  general  bos6m  reign 
Of  young,  of  old ;  and  sexes  both  enchanted, 
To  dwell  with  him  in  thoughts,  or  to  remain 
In  personal  duty,  following  where  he  haunted : 
'Consents  bewitch'd,  ere  he  desire,  have  granted ; 
•  One  posiWftHed  bj  ftnof .  *  Club. 
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And  dialogue(i  ..rf  ».    ^hat  he  would  sav, 
Ask'd  their  own  wills,  and  made  their  wills  t^bcy. 

Many  there  were  that  did  his  picture  get, 

To  serve  their  eyes,  and  in  it  ^ut  their  mind , 

Like  fools  that  in  the  imagiiiation  set 

The  goodly  objects  which  abroad  they  find 

Of  lands  and  mansions,  theirs  in  thought  assign'd 

And  laboring  in  more  pleasures  to  besttiw  tnem, 

Than  the  true  gouty  landlord  which  doth  owe  thei» 

So  many  have,  that  never  touch*d  his  hand. 
Sweetly  suppos'd  them  mistress  of  his  heart. 
My  woeftil  self,  that  did  in  freedom  stand. 
And  was  my  own  fee  simple,  (not  in  part,) 
What  with  his  art  in  youtn,  and  youtli  in  art. 
Threw  my  affections  in  his  charmed  power, 
Reserv'd  the  stalk,  and  gave  him  all  my  flower. 

Yet  did  I  not,  as  some  my  equals  did. 

Demand  of  him,  nor  being  aesired,  yielded; 

Finding  myself  in  honor  so  forbid. 

With  safest  distance  I  mine  honor  shielded: 

Bxperience  for  me  many  bulwarks  builded 

Of  proofs  new-bleeding,  which  remain'd  the  fbii 

Of  this  ialse  jewel,  and  his  amorous  spoiL 

But  ah !  who  ever  shunn'd  by  precedent 
The  destin'd  ill  she  must  herself  assay  1 
Or  forced  examples,  'gainst  her  own  content. 
To  put  the  by-pass'd  perils  in  her  way  I 
Counsel  may  stop  a  while  what  will  not  stay ; 
For  when  we  rage,  advice  is  often  seen 
By  blunting  us  to  make  our  wits  more  keen. 

Nor  gives  it  satisfaction  to  our  blood. 
That  we  must  curb  it  upon  others'  prool^ 
To  be  forbid  the  sweets  that  seem  so  cood. 
For  fear  of  harms  that  preach  in  our  behoof. 

0  appetite,  from  judgment  stand  aloof! 
The  one  a  palate  hatn  that  needs  will  taste. 
Though  reason  weep, and  cry  'it  is  thy  last.* 

For  further  I  could  say,  *this  man's  untrue,' 
And  knew  the  patterns  of  his  foul  beguiling; 
Heard  where  his  plants  in  others*  orchards  grew 
Saw  how  deceits  were  silded  in  his  sinilmg; 
Knew  vows  were  ever  brokers  to  defiling ; 
Thought  characters,  and  words,  merely  but  art. 
And  bastards  of  his  foul  adulterate  hearL 

And  long  upon  these  terms  I  held  my  city. 
Till  thus  he  'gan  besiege  me:  'Centle  maid. 
Have  of  my  suflering  youth  some  feeling  pity. 
And  be  not  of  my  holy  Vows  afraid : 
That*s  to  you  sworn,  to  none  was  ever  said ; 
For  feasts  of  love  I  have  been  call'd  unto. 
Till  now  did  ne'er  invite,  nor  never  vow. 

All  my  offfences  that  abroad  you  see, 

Are  errors  of  the  blood,  none  of  the  mind . 

Love  made  them  not ;  with  acture  they  may  be. 

Where  neither  party  is  nor  true  nor  kind : 

They  sought  their  shame  that  so  their  shame  did 

find: 
And  so  much  less  of  shame  in  me  remains. 
By  how  much  of  me  their  reproach  contains. 

Among  the  manv  that  mine  eyes  have  seen, 

Not  one  whose  flame  my  heart  so  much  as  warm'd, 

Or  my  aflcction  put  to  the  smallest  teen, 

Or  any  of  mv  leisure  ever  charm'd : 

Harm  have  I  done  to  them,  but  ne'er  was  harm'd; 

Kept  hearts  in  liveries,  but  mine  own  was  free. 

And  reign'd,  commanding  in  his  monarchy. 

Look  here  what  tributes  wounded  fiincies  sent  me 

Of  paled  pearls,  and  rubies  red  as  blood ; 

Figiiring  that  they  their  passions  likewise  lent  ma 

Orgrief  and  blushes,  aptly  understood 

In  bloodless  white  and  the  encrimson'd  mood; 

Effects  of  terror  and  dear  modesty. 

Encamp'd  in  hearts,  but  fighting  outwardly. 

And  lo !  behold  these  talents  of  their  hair. 
With  twisted  metal  amorously  impleach'd,* 

1  have  receiv'd  from  many  a  several  fiiir, 
(Their  kind  acceptance  weepingly  beseech'd,) 
With  the  annexions  of  fair  gems  enrich'd, 
And  deep-brain'd  sonnets  that  did  amplity 
Each  stone's  dear  nature,  worth,  and  quality. 
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he  diamond,  why  'twaa  beautiful  and  hard, 

f"' hereto  his  invib  d^*  properties  did  tend; 

tw  deep-green  emerald,  in  whose  fresh  regard 

tviik  sights  their  sickly  radiance  do  amend : 

tie  heaven>hued  sappnire  and  the  opal  blend 

/ith  objccifl  manifold  ;  each  several  stone, 

iiih  wit  well  blazon'dtsmil'd  or  made  some  moan. 

o !  all  these  trophies  of  affections  hot, 

f  pensive  and  subdued  desires  the  tender, 

ature  hath  charged  me  that  1  hoard  them  not, 

ut  yield  them  up  where  I  myself  must  render, 

'hat  is,  to  you,  my  origin  and  ender: 

Of  these,  of  force,  must  your  oblations  be, 

incc  1  their  altar,  you  enpatron  me. 

I  then  advance  of  yours  that  phraseless  hand, 
Vhoae  white  weighs  down  the  airy  scale  of  praise ; 
*ake  all  these  similes  to  your  own  command, 
lailow'd  with  sighs  that  ourning  lungs  did  raise: 
Vlmt  me  your  minister,  for  you  obeys, 
Turk's  under  you ;  and  to  your  audit  comes 
'iicir  distract  parcels  in  combined  sums. 

,o !  this  device  was  sent  me  from  a  nun, 
If  riister  sarictitied  of  holiest  note; 
V'hich  late  her  noble  suit  in  court  did  shun, 
l/ho8e  rarest  havings  made  the  blossoms  dote; 
'or  slie  was  sought  oy  spirits  of  richest  coat, 
tut  kept  cold  distance,  and  did  thence  remove, 
'o  Hpend  her  living  in  eternal  love. 

iut  O,  my  sweet,  what  labor  is*t  to  leave 
^he  thing  we  have  not,  mastering  what  not  strives? 
'aliiig  the  place  which  did  no  Ibrm  receive, 
'laying  patient  sportx  in  unconstrained  gyves: 
be  that  her  fame  so  to  herself  contrives, 
he  scars  of  battle  'scapeth  by  the  fight, 
Liid  makes  her  absence  valiant,  not  her  might. 

)  pardon  me,  in  that  my  boast  is  true ; 
Mie  accident  which  brought  me  to  her  eye, 
J])oii  the  moment  did  her  force  subdue. 
Lnd  now  she  would  the  caged  cloister  ay: 
Leligious  Jove  put  out  religion's  eye : 
■  ot  to  be  tempted,  would  she  be  iinmur*d, 
Lnd  now,  to  tempt  all,  liberty  procured. 

low  mighty  then  you  are,  O  hear  me  tell ; 

^he  broken  bosom's  that  to  me  belong 

lave  emptied  all  their  fountains  in  my  well, 

Lnd  mine  I  pour  your  ocean  all  amon;^: 

strong  o'er  them,  and  you  o'er  me  being  strong, 

iust  lor  your  victory  us  all  congest, 

Ls  compound  love  to  physic  your  cold  breast 

4y  parts  had  power  to  charm  a  sacred  nun, 
Viio  dinciplin  d  and  dieted  in  grace, 
lelicv'd  her  eyes  when  they  to  assail  begun, 
Ul  vows  and  consecrations  giving  place. 
)  most  potential  love !  vow,  bunJ,  nor  space, 
n  thee  hath  neither  stinc,  knot,  nor  confine, 
'or  thou  art  all,  and  all  things  else  are  thine. 

Vhen  thou  impressest,  what  are  precepts  worth 
)i  stale  example  1  When  thou  wilt  inflame, 
low  coldly  those  impediments  stand  forth 
W  wealth  of  filial  fear,  law,  kindred,  lame ! 
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Love's  arms  are  peace,  'gainst  role,  'guiiist 

'gainst  shame, 
And  sweetens,  in  the  suffering  pangs  it  bears, 
The  aloes  of  all  forces,  shocks,  and  fears. 

Now  all  these  hearts  that  do  on  mine  depend. 
Feeling  it  break,  with  bleeding  groans  they  pine. 
And  supplicant  their  sighs  to  you  extend. 
To  leave  the  battery  that  you  make  Against  mina, 
Lending  soft  audience  to  my  sweet  desien. 
And  credent  soul  to  that  strong-bonded  oath. 
That  shall  prefer  and  undertake  my  troth.' 

This  said,  his  watery  eyes  he  did  dismount. 
Whose  sights  till  then  were  levell'd  on  my  finoe. 
Each  cheek  a  river  running  from  a  fount 
With  brinish  current  downward  dow'd  apace: 
O  how  the  channel  to  the  stream  gave  grace ! 
Who,  glaz'd  with  crystal,  gate'  the  glowing 
That  flame  through  water  which  tlteir  hue  incl< 

O  father,  what  a  hell  of  witchcraft  lies 

In  the  small  orb  of  one  particular  tear ! 

But  with  the  inundation  of  the  eyes 

What  rocky  heart  to  water  will  not  wear? 

What  breast  so  cold  that  is  not  warmed  here  ? 

0  clefl  effect !  cold  modesty,  hot  wratii. 

Both  fire  from  hence  and  chill  extincture  hath! 

For  lo !  his  passion,  but  an  art  of  craft, 

£ven  there  resolv'd  my  reason  into  tr^rs; 

There  mv  white  stole  of  chastity  I  dafTd, 

Shook  off  my  sober  guard,  and  civil'  fears; 

Appear  to  him,  as  he  to  me  appears. 

All  melting:  though  our  drops tJiis  differenee  bore 

His  poison  d  me,  and  mine  did  him  restore. 

In  him  a  plenitude  of  subtle  matter, 

Applied  to  cautels,3  all  strange  Ibrm  receives. 

Of  ourning  blushes,  or  of  weeping  water. 

Or  swooning  paleness ;  and  he  taken  and  leaves. 

In  either's  aptness,  as  it  best  deceives. 

To  blush  at  speeches  rank,  to  w«^p  at  woe^. 

Or  to  turn  white  and  swoon  at  tragic  shows  : 

That  not  a  heart  which  in  his  level  came. 
Could  scape  the  hail  of  his  all-hurting  aim. 
Showing  niir  nature  is  both  kind  and  tame. 
And,  veil'd  in  them,  did  win  whom   he  would 

maim: 
Against  the  thing  he  sought  he  would  exclaim ; 
When  he  most  burn'd  in  heart-wishM  luxury. 
He  preach 'd  pure  maid,  and  prais'd  cold  chastity. 

Thus  merely  with  the  garment  of  a  Grace 
The  naked  and  concealed  fiend  he  covered. 
That  the  unexperienc'd  gave  the  tempter  placv. 
Which,  like  a  cherubim,  above  them  hover  d. 
Who,  young  and  simple,  would  not  be  so  lover'H' 
Ah  me !  I  fell:  and  yet  do  question  make 
What  I  should  do  again  for  such  a  sake. 

0,  that  infected  moisture  of  his  eye, 
0,  that  false  fire  which  in  his  cheek  so  glow'd, 
O,  that  forc'd  thunder  from  his  heart  did  fly, 
O,  that  sad  breath  his  spungy  lun^^  be^tow'd. 
O,  all  that  borrow'd  motion,  seemini;  aw'd. 
Would  yet  again  betray  the  foie-betray'd. 
And  new  pervert  a  reconciled  maid  !" 

*Got,proeiir»d.      ^Dsooroui.      •Dseeltftil 
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